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TIMON  OF  ATHENa 


ACT  L 

SCENE  L— Athens.    A  HaU  in  Timon's  Houm. 

Enter  Poet,  Painter,  Jeweller,  Merchant^  and  otJiera,  ai 
several  doors. 

Poet.  Good-day,  sir. 

Fain.  I  am  glad  you  are  welL 

Poet,  I  have  not  seen  jrou  long :  how  goes  the  world? 

Pain,  It  wears,  sir,  as  it  grows. 

Poet,  ^  Ay,  that 's  weU  known: 

But  what  particular  rarity?  what  strange. 
Which  manifold  record  not  matches?    See, 
Mamc  of  hounty !  all  these  spirits  thy  power 
Hath  conjur'd  to  attend.     I  know  the  merchant. 

Pain,  I  know  them  both ;  th'  other 's  a  jeweller. 

Mer,  0,  *tis  a  worthy  lord  I 

Jew,  Nay,  that 's  most  fix'd. 

Mer.  A  most  incomparable  man ;  breath'd,  as  it  were^ 
To  an  untirable  and  contiuuate  goodness : 
He  passes. 

Jew,       I  have  a  jewel  here. 

Mer.  O,  prajr,  let's  see't:  for  the  Lord  Timon,  sir? 

Jew,  If  he  will  touch  the  estimate :  but,  for  that — 

Poet,  [reciting  to  himself.]    When  we /or  recompense  Iiave 
prais'd  the  vUe 
It  stains  the  glory  in  that  happy  verse 
Which  aptly  sings  the  good. 

Mer.  *Tis  a  good  form. 

{Looking  ai  the  jeweL 

Jew,  And  rich :  here  is  a  water,  look  ye. 

Pain.  You  are  rapt,  sir,  in  some  work,  some  dedication 
To  the  great  lord. 

Poet  A  thine  slipped  idly  from  me. 

Our  poesy  is  as  a  gum,  wnich  oozes 
From  whence  'tis  nourish'd :  th©  Ure  i*  the  flint 
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4  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  act  i. 

Shows  not  till  it  be  struck ;  our  gentle  flame 
I*rovoke8  itself,  and,  like  the  current,  tiies 
Each  bound  it  chafes.     What  have  you  there  ? 

Pain.  A  picture,  sir. — And  when  comes  your  book  forth? 

Poet,  Upon  the  heels  of  my  presentment,  si  p, — 
Let  *s  see  your  piece. 

Pain,  'Tis  a  good  piece. 

Poet.  So  *tls :  this  comes  off  well  and  excellent. 

Pain,  Indifferent. 

Poet  Admirable :  how  this  grace 

Speaks  his  own  standing!  what  a  mental  power 
Tiiis  eye  shoots  forth !  how  big  imagination 
Moves  in  this  lip!  to  the  dumoness  of  the  gesture 
One  might  interpret. 

Pahi.  It  is  a  pretty  mocking  of  the  life. 
Here  is  a  touch ;  is*t  good  ? 

Poet  I  will  say  of  it 

It  tutors  nature :  artificial  strife 
Lives  in  these  touches,  livelier  than  life. 

Enter  certain  Senators,  and  pass  over. 

Pain.  How  this  lord  is  followed ! 

Poet.  The  senators  of  Athens: — ^happy  man! 

Pain.  liook,  more! 

Poet.  You  see  this  confluence,  this  great  flood  of  visitom. . 
I  have,  in  this  rough  work,  shap'd  out  a  man, 
Whom  this  beneath  world  doth  embrace  and  hug 
With  amplest  entertainment :  my  free  drift 
Halts  not  particularly,  but  moves  itself 
[n  a  wide  sea  of  wax :  no  levelled  malice 
Infects  one  comma  in  the  course  I  hold ; 
But  flies  an  eagle  flight,  bold,  and  forth  on, 
Leaving  no  track  behind. 

Pain.  How  shall  I  understand  you  ? 

Poet.  I  will  unbolt  to  you. 

You  see  how  all  conditions,  how  all  minds, — 
As  well  of  glib  and  slippery  creatures  as 
Of  gjrave  and  austere  quality, — ^tender  down 
Their  services  to  Lord  Timon :  his  large  fortune, 
Upon  his  good  and  gracious  nature  hanging, 
Subdues  and  properties  to  his  love  and  tendance 
All  sorts  of  hearts;  yea,  from  the  slass-fiic'd  flatterer 
To  A^iemantus,  that  few  thiuffs  loves  better 
Than  to  abhor  himself:  even  ne  drops  down 
The  knee  before  him,  and  returns  in  peace 
Most  rich  in  Timon*s  nod. 
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SCENE  I.  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  6 

Pain,  I  saw  them  speak  tc^ther. 

Poet  Sir,  I  have  upon  a  hieh  and  pleasant  hul 
Feign'd  Fortune  to  be  thron'd:  the  base  o*  the  mount 
Is  rank'd  with  all  deserts,  all  kind  of  natures. 
That  labour  on  the  bosom  of  this  sphere 
To  propagate  their  states :  amongst  them  all, 
Whose  eyes  are  on  this  sovereign  lady  fix'd, 
One  do  i  personate  of  Lord  Timon's  frame, 
Whom  Fortune  with  her  ivory  hand  wafts  to  her ; 
Whose  present  ^ce  to  present  slaves  and  servants 
Translates  his  nvals. 

Pain.  *Ti8  conceiVd  to  scope. 

This  throne,  this  Fortune,  and  this  hill,  methinka, 
Witii  one  man  beckon'd  from  the  rest  below, 
Bowing  his  head  against  the  steepy  mount 
To  climb  his  happiness,  would  be  well  expressed 
In  our  condition. 

Poet  Nay,  sir,  but  hear  me  on. 

All  those  which  were  his  fellows  but  of  late, — 
Some  better  than  his  value, — on  the  moment 
Follow  his  strides,  his  lobbies  fill  with  tendance, 
Eain  sacrificial  whisperings  in  his  ear. 
Make  sacred  even  his  stirrup,  and  through  him 
Drink  the  free  air. 

Pain.  Ay,  marry,  what  of  these  ? 

Poet  When  Fortune,  in  her  shift  and  change  of  mood. 
Spurns  down  her  late  belov*d,  all  his  dependents, 
Which  labour'd  after  him  to  the  mountain's  top, 
Even  on  their  knees  and  hands,  let  him  slip  down. 
Not  one  accompanying  his  declining  foot. 

Pain.  *Tis  common : 
A  thousand  moral  paintings  I  can  show 
That  shall  demonstrate  these  quick  blows  of  Fortune's 
More  pregnantly  than  words.     Yet  you  do  well 
To  show  Lord  Timon  that  mean  eyes  have  seen 
The  foot  above  the  head. 

Trumpets  sound.     Enter  Timon,  attended;  the  Servant  oj 
Ventidius  talking  with  him. 
Tim.  Imprison'd  is  he,  say  you  ? 

Ven.  Sere.  Ay,  my  good  lord :   five  talents  is  his  debt; 
His  means  most  short,  his  creditors  most  strait : 
Your  honourable  letter  he  desires 
To  those  have  shut  him  uj) ;  which  failing  him. 
Periods  his  comfort. 

Tim.  Noble  Ventidius!     Well; 
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6  TIMON  OP  ATHENS.  act  i. 

I  am  not  of  that  feather  to  shake  off 

My  friend  when  he  most  needs  me.    I  do  know  him 

A  gentleman  that  well  deserves  a  help, — 

Which  he  shall  have :  I'll  pay  the  debt,  and  free  him. 

i^en,  Serv,  Your  lordship  ever  binds  him. 

Tim,  Conmiend  me  to  him :  I  will  send  his  ransom; 
And,  being  enfranchised,  bid  him  come  to  me : — 
'Tis  not  enough  to  help  the  feeble  up, 
But  to  supjwrt  him  after. — ^Fare  you  well. 

Ven.  Serv,  All  happiness  to  your  honour!  [Exit 

Enter  an  Old  Athenian. 
Old  Aih,  Lord  Timon,  hear  me  speak. 
Tim,  Freely,  good  father. 

Old  Ath,  Thou  hast  a  servant  nam*d  Lucilius. 
Tim.  1  have  so :  what  of  him  ? 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  Timon,  call  the  man  before  thee.  - 
Tim.  Attends  he  here,  or  no  ? — Lucilius ! 

Lucilius  cornea  forward  from  amxmg  the  Attendants. 

Iaic,  Here,  at  your  lordship's  service. 

Old  Ath.  This  fellow  here.  Lord  Timon,  this  thy  creature. 
By  night  frequents  my  house.     1  am  a  man 
That  ut)m  ray  first  have  been  inclin'd  to  thrift; 
And  my  estate  deserves  an  heir  more  rais'd 
Than  one  whi(^  holds  a  trencher. 

Tim,  Well ;  what  further  ? 

Old  Ath,  One  only  daughter  have  I,  no  kin  else, 
On  whom  I  may  confer  what  I  have  got : 
The  maid  is  fair,  o'  the  youngest  for  a  bride, 
And  I  have  bred  her  at  my  dearest  cost  ' 
In  qualities  of  the  best.     This  man  of  thine 
Attempts  her  love :  I  pr'ythee,  noble  lord, 
Join  with  me  to  forbid  him  her  resort ; 
Myself  have  spoke  in  vain. 

Tim,  The  man  is  honest. 

Old  Ath,  Therefore  he  will  be,  Timon: 
His  honesty  rewards  him  in  itself; 
It  must  not  bear  my  daughter. 

Tim,  Does  she  love  him? 

Old  Ath.  She  is  young  and  apt : 
Our  own  precedent  passions  do  instruct  us 
What  levity 's  in  youth. 

Tim^  [to  Lucilius.]  Love  you  the  maid? 

Lvxi,  k-Yi  ray  good  lord ;  and  she  accepts  of  it. 

Old  AtL  If  iu  her  marriage  my  consent  be  missings 
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8CENE  L  TIMON  OP  ATHENS.  7 

I  call  the  gods  to  witness,  I  will  choose 
Mine  heir  from  forth  the  beggars  of  the  world, 
A  nd  dispossess  her  all. 

Tim.  How  shall  she  be  endow'd» 

If  she  be  mated  with  an  equal  husband  ? 

Old  Ath,  Three  talents  on  the  present;  in  future,  all, 

Tim,  This  gentleman  of  mine  hath  served  me  long : 
To  build  his  fortune  I  will  strain  a  little, 
For  'tis  a  bond  in  men.    Give  him  thy  daughter: 
Wliat  you  bestow,  in  him  I'll  counterpoise, 
And  make  him  weigh  with  her. 

Old  Ath.  Most  noble  lord. 

Pawn  me  to  this  your  honour,  she  is  his. 

Tim.  My  hand  to  thee;  mine  honour  on  my  promise. 

LiLC  Humbly  I  thank  your  lordship:  never  may 
That  state  or  fortune  fall  into  my  keeping 
Which  is  not  ow'd  to  youi 

[Exeunt  LuciLius  and  Old  Athenian. 

Poet  Vouchsafe  my  labour,  and  long  live  your  lordship] 

Tim.  I  thank  you ;  you  shsill  hear  from  me  anout 
Go  not  away. — VSHiat  have  you  there,  my  friend? 

Pain.  A  ]piece  of  painting,  which  I  do  beseech 
Four  lordship  to  accept 

Tim,  Painting  is  welcoma 

The  j>ainting  is  almost  the  natural  man ; 
For  since  dishonour  traffics  with  man's  nature. 
He  is  but  outside :  these  penciU'd  figures  are 
Even  such  as  they  nve  out.     I  like  your  work; 
And  you  shall  find  I  like  it :  wait  attendance 
Till  you  hear  further  from  me 

Pain.  The  gods  preserve  you  I 

Tim.  Well  fare  you,  gentleman :  give  me  your  hand: 
We  must  needs  dine  togjether. — Sir,  your  jewel 
Hath  svffer'd  under  praise. 

Jew.  What,  my  lord!  dispraise? 

Ttm.  A  mere  satiety  of  commendations, 
If  I  should  pay  you  for't  as  'tis  extoU'd 
It  would  unclew  me  quite. 

Jew.  My  lord,  'tis  rated 

As  those  which  sell  would  ^ve.     But  you  well  know. 
Things  of  light  value,  dififenng  in  the  owners. 
Are  prized  by  their  masters :  believe't,  dear  lord« 
You  mend  the  jewel  by  the  wearing  it. 

Tim.  WeUmock'd. 

Mer.  No,  my  good  lord ;  he  speaks  the  common  ton^c^ 
Which  all  men  sxieak  with  him. 
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8  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  act  i. 

Tim,  Look,  who  comes  here :  will  yon  be  chid? 

Enter  Apemantus. 

Jew,  Well  bear,  with  your  lordship. 

Mer.  He'll  spare  none. 

Tim,  Good-morrow  to  thee,  gentle  Apemantus  ! 

Apem,  Till  I  be  gentle,  stay  thou  for  thy  good-morrow; 
When  thon  art  Timon's  dog,  and  these  knaves  honest. 

Tim,.  Why  dost  thou  cSl  them  knaves?  thou  know'st 

Apem,  Are  they  not  Athenians?  [them  not. 

Tim.  Yes. 

Apem,  Then  I  repent  not. 

Jew,  You  know  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem,  Thou  know^  I  do ;  I  call'd  thee  by  thy  name. 

Tim,  Thou  art  proud,  Ai)emantus. 

Apem,  Of  nothing  so  much  as  that  I  am  not  like  Timon. 

Tim,  Whither  art  going? 

Apem.  To  knock  out  an  honest  Athenian's  brains. 

Tim,  That 's  a  deed  thou'lt  die  for. 

Apem,  Right,  if  doing  nothing  be  death  by  the  law. 

Tim,  How  likest  thou  this  picture,  Apemantus? 

Apem,  The  best,  for  the  innocence. 

Tim,  Wrought  he  not  well  that  painted  it? 

Apem,  He  wrought  better  that  made  the  painter ;  and 
yet  he 's  but  a  filthy  piece  of  work. 

Pain,  You  are  a  dog. 

Apem,  Thy  mother  's  of  my  generation :  what 's  she,  if  I 
be  a  dog  ? 

Tim,  Wilt  dine  with  me,  Apemantus? 

Apem,  No;  I  eat  not  lords. 

Tim,  An  thou  shouldst,  thou'dst  anger  ladies. 

Apem,  0,  they  eat  lords ;  so  they  come  by  ff^eskt  bellies. 

Tim.  That 's  a  lascivious  apprehension. 

Apem.  So  thou  apprehendest  it :  take  it  for  thy  labour. 

Tim.  How  dost  thou  like  this  jewel,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Not  so  well  as  plain-dealing,  wnich  will  not  cosi 
a  man  a  doit. 

7^m.  What  dost  thou  think 'tis  worth? 

Apem.  Not  worth  my  thinking. — How  now,  poet  I 

Poei,  How  now,  philosopher  I 

Apem,  Thou  liest. 

Poet,  Art  not  one? 

Apem.  Yes. 

Poet.  Then  I  lie  not 

Apem.  Art  not  a  poet? 

Poet.  Yes. 
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8CENB  L  TIMON  OP  ATHEXS.  9 

Apem,  Then  thou  liest:  look  in  thy  last  work,  where 
thou  hast  feign'd  him  a  worthy  feUow. 

Poet,  That 's  not  feign'd, — he  is  sa 

Apem,  Yes,  he  is  worthy  of  thee,  and  to  pay  thee  for  thy 
labour :  he  that  loves  to  be  flattered  is  worthy  o'  the  flat- 
terer.    Heavens,  that  I  were  a  lord! 

THm,  What  wouldst  do  then,  Apemantus? 

Apem,  Even  as  Apemantus  does  now,  hate  a  lord  with 
my  heart 

Tim.  What,  thyself? 

Apem,  Ay. 

Tvnu  Wherefore? 

Apem,  That  I  had  no  angry  wit  to  be  a  lord. — Art  not 
thou  a  merchant? 

Mer,  Ay,  Aiiemantus. 

Apem.  Traffic  confound  thee,  if  the  gods  will  not! 

Mer.  If  traffic  do  it,  the  gods  do  it. 

Apem,  Traffic's  thy  god,  and  thy  god  confound  thee! 

Trumpet  sounds.    Enter  a  Servant. 
Tim.  What  trumpet's  that? 
8erv.  'Tis  Alcibiades,  and  some  twenty  horse, 
AU  of  companionship. 

Tim.  Pray,  entertain  them;  give  them  guide  to  us. — 

[Exeunt  some  Attendants. 
You  must  needs  dine  with  me : — go  not  you  hence 
Till  I  have  thank'd  you : — when  £nner  's  done 
Show  me  this  piece. — I  am  joyful  of  youi  sights. 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  his  company. 
Most  welcome,  sir!  [They  salute, 

Apem,  So,  so,  there!  — 

Aches  contract  and  starve  your  supple  joints ! — 
That  there  should  be  small  love  'mongst  these  sweet  knave^ 
And  all  this  court'sy !    The  strain  of  man 's  bred  out 
Into  baboon  and  monkey. 

Aldb,  Sir,  you  have  sav'd  my  longing,  and  I  feed 
Most  hungerly  on  your  sight. 

Tim,  Right  welcome,  sir! 

Eire  we  depart  well  share  a  bounteous  time 
In  different  pleasures.     Pray  you,  let  us  in. 

'  [Exeunt  aU  hut  Apemantus. 

Enter  two  Lords. 
1  Lord.  What  time  o'  day  is%  Apemantus  t 
Apem,  Time  to  be  honest. 
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10  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  act  l 

1  Lord    That  time  serves  stilL 

Apem.  The  more  accursed  thou,  that  still  omitt'st  it 

2  Lord,  Thou  art  going  to  Lord  Timon's  feast. 

Apem.  Ay ;  to  see  meat  till  knaves,  aud  wine  heat  fools. 
2  Lord.  Pare  thee  well,  fare  thee  well. 
Apem,  Thou  art  a  fool  to  bid  me  farewell  twice. 
2  Lord.  Why,  Apemantus  ? 

Apem.  Shouldst  have  kept  one  to  thyself,  for  I  mean  to 
give  thee  none. 

1  Lord.  Hangthvsell 

Apem.  No,  I  will  do  nothing  at  thy  bidding  :  make  thy 
requests  to  thy  friend. 

2  Lord.  Away,  unpeaceable  dog,  or  TU  spurn  thee  hence. 
Apera,  I  will  fly,  like  a  dog,  the  heels  o*  the  ass.       [Exit 

1  Lord.  He's  opposite  to  humanity.     Come,  shaU  we  in 
And  taste  Lord  Timon's  bounty?  he  outgoes 

The  very  heart  of  kindness. 

2  Lord,  He  pours  it  out ;  Plutus,  the  god  of  gold, 
Is  but  his  steward :  no  meed  but  he  repays 
Sevenfold  above  itself;  no  gift  to  him 

But  breeds  the  giver  a  return  exceeding 
All  use  of  quittance. 

1  Lord,  The  noblest  mind  he  carries 
That  ever  govem'd  man. 

2  Lord.  Long  may  he  live  in  fortunes!     Shall  we  in? 

1  Lord.  I'll  keep  you  company.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IL— Athens.    JRoom  of  State  in  Tinlon'b  House. 

HatUboys  playing  loud  music.  A  great  banquet  served 
in,^  FLA.VIUS  and  others  attending;  then  enler  Timon, 
Alcibiades,  Lucius,  Lucullus,  Sempronius,  and  oth^^ 
Athenian  Senators, ii;i^/t  VENTiDius,an(i  Attendants.  Then 
amies,  dropping  ajter  aU,  Apemantus,  discontentedly, 
Ven.  Most  honour'd  Timon, 

It  hath  pleas'd  the  gods  to  remember  my  father's  age, 

And  call  him  to  long  peace. 

He  is  gone  happy,  and  has  left  me  rich : 

Then,  as  in  grateful  virtue  I  am  bound 

To  your  free  heart,  I  do  return  those  talents. 

Doubled  with  thanks  and  service,  from  whotie  help 

I  deriv'd  liberty. 

7Hm.  O,  by  no  means, 

Honest  Ventidius ;  you  mistake  my  love: 

I  gave  it  freely  ever;  and  there's  none 
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ncwoEii.  TIMON  OP  ATHENa  11 

Can  truly  say  he  gives  if  he  receives : 

If  our  betters  play  at  that  game,  we  must  not  dare 

To  imitate  them ;  faults  that  are  rich  axe  fair. 

Ven,  A  noble  spirit! 

[They  all  stand  ceremoniously  looking  on  Timon. 

Tim,  Nay,  my  lords,  ceremony  was  but  devis'd  at  first 
To  set  a  gloss  on  feunt  deeds,  hollow  welcomes, 
Becanting  goodness,  sorry  ere  *tis  shown ; 
But  where  there  is  true  friendship  there  needs  none. 
Pray,  sit ;  more  welcome  are  ye  to  my  fortunes 
Than  my  fortunes  to  me.  [They  siL 

I  Lord.  My  lord,  we  always  have  confess'd  it. 

Apem,  Ho,  ho,  confess'd  it !  hang'd  it,  have  you  not  ? 

Tim,  0,  Apemantus ! — you  are  welcome. 

Apem,  No; 

Tou  shall  not  make  me  welcome. 
I  come  to  have  thee  thrust  me  out  of  doors. 

Tim,  Fie,  thou  art  a  churl ;  you  have  got  a  humour  there 
Does  not  become  a  man;  'tis  much  to  blame. — 
They  say,  my  lords,  ira  furor  brevis  est; 
But  yond  man  is  ever  angry. 
Go,  let  him  have  a  table  by  himself; 
For  he  does  neither  affect  company 
Nor  is  he  fit  for't,  indeed. 

Apem,  Let  me  stay  at  thine  apparel,  Timon: 
I  come  to  observe ;  I  dve  thee  warning  on't. 

Tim,  1  take  no  heed  of  thee ;  thou  art  an  AtheniaD,  there- 
fore welcome:  1  myself  would  have  no  power;  pr'ythee,  let 
my  meat  make  thee  silent. 

Apem,  I  scorn  thy  meat;  'twould  choke  me,  for  I  should 
ne'er  flatter  thee.— 0  you  gods,  what  a  number  of  men  eat 
Timon,  and  he  sees  'em  not  I  it  grieves  me  to  see 
So  many  dip  their  meat  in  one  man's  blood ; 
And  aU  the  madness  is,  he  cheers  them  up  too. 
I  wonder  men  dare  trust  themselves  with  men : 
Methinks  they  should  invite  them  without  knives; 
Good  for  their  meat  and  safer  for  their  lives. 
There 's  much  example  for't ;  the  fellow  that  sits  next  him 
now,  parts  bread  with  him,  pledges  the  breath  of  him  in  a 
divided  draught,  is  the  readiest  man  to  kill  him:   't  has 
been  prov'd.    If  I  were  a  huge  man  I  should  fear  to  drink 
at  meals. 

Lest  they  should  spy  my  windpipe's  dangerous  notes : 
Great  men  should  drink  with  harness  on  their  throats. 

Tim,  My  lord,  in  heart ;  and  let  the  health  go  rouni. 

8  Lord,  Let  it  flow  this  way,  my  good  lord. 
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12  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  acti. 


^  Apem,  Flow  this  way !  A  brave  fellow !  he  keeps  his 
tides  well. — ^Those  healths  will  make  thee  and  thy  state 
look  ill,  Timon. 

Here 's  that  which  is  too  weak  to  be  a  sinner, 
Honest  water,  which  ne'er  left  man  i'  the  mire : 
This  and  my  food  are  equals ;  there 's  no  odds : 
Feasts  are  too  proud  to  give  thanks  to  the  gods. 

Apbmaktus's  Graci. 

Immortal  gods,  I  crave  no  pelf ; 
I  prav  for  no  man  but  myself : 
.    Grant  I  may  never  prove  so  fond. 
To  trust  man  on  his  oath  or  bond; 
Or  a  harlot  for  her  weeping ; 
Or  a  dog  that  seems  a-sleeping; 
Or  a  keeper  with  my  freedom ; 
Or  my  fnends,  if  I  should  need  *em. 
Amen.    So  fall  to*t :  r  e»  ^        j  j  •  i_ 

Kich  men  sin,  and  I  eat  root.      \JStUs  ana  drtiuu. 

Much  good  dicb  thy  cood  heart,  Apemantus ! 

Tim.  Captain  Alcibiades,  your  heart 's  in  the  field  now. 

A'db,  My  heart  is  ever  at  your  service,  my  lord. 

7Hm.  You  had  rather  be  at  a  breakfeist  of  enemies  than  ft 
dinner  of  friends. 

Alcib.  So  they  were  bleeding-new,  my  lord,  there's  no 
meat  like  *em;  I  could  wish  my  best  friend  at  such  ft 
feast. 

Apem.  Would  all  those  flatterers  were  thine  enemies, 
then,  that  then  thou  might'st  kill  'em,  and  bid  me  to  'em. 

1  Lord,  Might  we  but  have  that  happiness,  my  lord, 
that  you  would  once  use  our  hearts,  whereby  we  might 
express  some  part  of  our  zeals,  we  should  think  ourselves 
for  ever  perfect. 

Tim.  O,  no  doubt,  my  good  friends,  but  the  gods  them- 
selves have  provided  that  I  shall  have  much  help  from 
you :  how  had  you  been  my  friends  else  ?  why  you  have 
that  charitable  title  from  thousands,  did  not  you  chief)  v 
belong  to  my  heart  ?  I  have  told  more  of  you  to  myself 
than  you  can  with  modesty  speak  in  your  own  behalf;  and 
thus  far  I  confirm  you.  0  you  gods,  think  I,  what  need 
we  have  any  friends  if  we  should  ne'er  have  need  of  'em  ? 
they  were  the  most  needless  creatures  living,  should  we 
ne'er  have  use  for  'em;  and  would  most  resemble  sweet 
instruments  huog  up  in  cases,  that  keep  their  sounds  to 
themselves.  Why,  I  have  of  ten  wished  myself  poorer, 
that  I  might  come  nearer  to  you.  We  are  bom  to  do 
benefits :  and  what  better  or  properer  can  we  call  our  own 
than  the  riches  of  our  friends  t    0,  what  a  precious  corn* 
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8CENK II.  TIMON  OP  ATHENS.  13 

fort  'tis  to  have  so  many,  like  brothers,  commanding  one 
auother's  fortunes!  O  joy,  e'en  made  away  ere  it  can  be 
bom!  Mine  eyes  cannot  hold  out  water,  methinks:  to 
foreet  their  faults  I  drink  to  you. 

A  pern.  Thou  weepest  to  make  them  drink,  Timon. 

2  Lord.  Joy  had  the  like  conception  in  our  eyes, 
And  at  that  instant  like  a  babe  sprung  up. 

Apem,  Ho,  ho!  I  laugh  to  think  tlmt  babe  a  bastard. 

3  Lord.  I  promise  you,  my  lord,  you  mov'd  me  much. 
Apem,  Much!  [Tttcket  wnmded, 
Tim.  What  means  that  trump? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now! 
8erv.  Please  ^ou,  my  lord,  there  are  certain  ladies  rooet 
desirous  of  admittance. 

Tim,  Ladies !  what  are  their  wills? 
Serv.    There  comes  with  them  a  forenmner,  my  lord, 
which  bears  that  office,  to  signify  their  pleasures. 
Tim,  I  pray,  let  them  be  aidmitted. 

Enter  Cupid. 

Cvp.  Hail  to  thee,  worthy  Timon ; — ^and  to  all 
That  of  his  bounties  taste ! — ^The  five  best  senses 
Acknowledge  thee  their  patron ;  and  come  freely 
Ta  gratulate  thy  plenteous  bosom : 
The  ear,  taste,  touch,  smell,  pleasM  from  thy  table  rise ; 
They  only  now  come  but  to  least  thine  eyes. 

Tivn,  They  are  welcome  all ;  let  'em  have  kind  admittances 
Music,  make  their  welcome!  [Exit  Cupid. 

1  Lord,  You  see,  my  lord,  how  ample  you're  belov*d. 

Music.    Re-enter  Cupid,  with  a  mask  of  Ladies  <zs  A  mazona, 
with  lutes  in  their  hands,  dancing  and  playing, 
Apem.  Hoy-day,  what  a  sweep  of  vanity  comes  this  way 
They  dance!  they  are  mad  women. 
Like  madness  is  the  glory  of  this  life. 
As  this  pomp  shows  to  a  little  oil  and  root. 
We  make  ourselves  fools  to  disport  ourselves, 
And  spend  our  flatteries  to  drink  those  men 
Upon  whose  age  we  void  it  up  again, 
With  poisonous  spite  and  envy. 
Who  lives  that's  not  depraved  or  depraves? 
Who  dies  that  bears  not  one  spurn  to  their  gravet 
Oftheir  friends' gift? 
1  should  fear  those  that  dance  before  me  now 
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U  TTMON  OF  ATHENS.  acti. 

Would  one  day  stamp  upon  me :  *t  has  been  done; 
Men  shut  their  doors  against  a  setting  sun. 

The  Lords  rise  from  table,  with  much  adoring  of  TiMOV; 
and,  to  show  their  loves,  each  singles  out  an  Amaaon,  and 
all  dance,  men  with  women,  a  lofty  strain  or  two  to  tits 
hautboys,  and  cease, 

Tim,    You  have  done  our  pleasures  much  grace,  fair 
ladies, 
Set  a  fair  fashion  on  our  entertainment, 
Which  was  not  half  so  beautiful  and  kind; 
You  have  added  worth  unto't  and  lustre, 
And  entertained  me  with  mine  own  device ; 
I  am  to  thank  you  for't. 

1  Lady.  My  lord,  you  take  us  even  at  the  best. 

Apem.  Faith,  for  the  worst  is  filthy;  and  would  not  cold 
taking,  I  doubt  me. 

Tim.  Ladies,  there  is  an  idle  banquet  attends  you : 
Please  you  to  dispose  yourselves. 

All  Ladies.  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

[Exeunt  CuPiD  and  Ladies. 

Tim,  Flavins, — 

Flav,  My  lord? 

Tim,  The  little  casket  bring  me  hither. 

Fmv.  Yes,  my  lord. — [Aside,]    More  jewels  yefc I 
There  is  no  crossing  him  in  his  humour, 
Else  I  should  tell  mm, — ^well,  i'  faith,  I  should. 
When  aU  's  sx)ent,  he'd  be  croas'd  then,  an  he  could. 
Tis  pity  bounty  had  not  eyes  behind. 
That  man  might  ne'er  be  wretched  for  his  mind. 

[ExU,  and  returns  with  the  casket, 

1  L(fird.  Where  be  our  men? 
Serv,  Here,  my  lord,  in  readiness. 

2  Lord,  Our  horses  I 

Tim^  0  my  Mends, 

I  have  one  word  to  say  to  you.     Look  you,  my  good  lord, 
I  must  entreat  you,  honour  me  so  mucn 
As  to  advance  this  jewel ;  accept  it,  and  wear  it. 
Kind  my  lord. 

1  Lord,  I  am  so  iar  already  in  your  gifts, — 

AU.  So  are  we  all. 

Enter  a  Servant. 

Serv.  My  lord,  there  are  certain  nobles  of  the  lenate 
Kewly  alighted,  and  come  to  visit  you. 
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Tim.  They  are  fiedrly  welcome. 

.Flav.  I  beseech  your  honour, 

Vouchsafe  me  a  word ;  it  does  concern  you  Ucsar 

Tim.  Near ;  why,  then,  another  time  I'll  near  Uiee : 
I  pr'ythee,  let  'a  be  provided  to  show  'em  entertainmout. 

Flav.  I  scarce  know  how.  [Aside, 

Unter  a  second  Servant. 

2  Serv.  May  it  please  your  honour,  Lord  Lucius, 
Out  of  his  free  love,  hath  presented  to  you 

Four  milk-white  horses,  trapp'd  in  silver. 

Tim.  I  shall  accept  them  mirly :  let  the  presents 
Be  worthily  entertamed. 

Bnter  a  third  Servant. 

How  now !  what  news? 

3  Serv.  Please  you,  my  lord,  that  honourable  gentle- 
man. Lord  Lucullus,  entiiats  your  company  to-morrow  to 
hunt  with  him;  and  has  sent  your  honour  two  brace  of 
greyhounds. 

TiTn.  I'll  hunt  with  him;  and  let  them  be  receiv'd. 
Not  without  fair  reward. 

Flav.  [aside.]  What  will  this  come  to? 

He  commands  us  to  provide,  and  give  great  gifts. 
And  all  out  of  an  empty  coffer : 
Nor  wiU  he  know  his  purse ;  or  yield  me  this. 
To  show  him  what  a  beggar  his  h*»art  ^* 
Being  of  no  power  to  m2te  his  wishes  good: 
His  promises  fly  so  beyond  his  state 
That  what  he  speaks  is  all  in  debt,  he  owes 
For  every  word :  he  is  so  kind  that  he  now 
Pays  interest  for't ;  his  land 's  put  to  their  books. 
Well,  would  I  were  gently  put  out  of  office 
Before  I  were  forc'd  out! 
Happier  is  he  that  has  no  friend  to  feed 
Than  such  that  do  e'en  enemies  exceed. 
I  bleed  inwardly  for  my  lord.  [ExiU 

Tim.  You  do  yourselves 

Much  wrong,  you  bate  too  much  of  your  own  merits : 
Here,  my  lord,  a  triile  of  our  love. 

2  Lord.  With  more  than  common  thank«  )  '/ill  receive  it, 

3  Lord.  0,  he  is  the  very  soul  of  bounty! 
Tim.  And  now  I  remember,  my  lord,  you  gave 

Gk)od  words  the  other  day  of  a  bay  courser 
I  rode  on:  it  is  yours  because  you  lik'd  it. 
3  Lord.  O,  I  beseech  you,  pardon  me,  my  lord,  in  that^ 
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Tim.  You  may  take  my  word,  my  lord ;  I  know  no  man 
Can  justly  praise  but  what  he  does  affect : 
I  weigh  my  friend's  aflfection  with  mine  own; 
ni  tml  you  true.     1*11  call  to  you. 

A  U  Lords.  O,  none  so  welcome. 

Tim.  I  take  all  and  your  several  visitations 
So  kind  to  heart,  'tis  not  enough  to  give ; 
Methinks  I  could  deal  kingdoms  to  my  friends 
And  ne'er  be  weary. — Alcibiades, 
Thou  art  a  soldier,  therefore  seldom  rich ; 
It  comes  in  charity  to  thee :  for  all  thy  living 
Is  'mongst  the  dead ;  and  all  the  lands  thou  nasi 
Lie  in  a  pitch'd  field. 

Aldb.  Ay,  defil'd  land,  my  lord. 

1  Lord.  We  are  so  virtuously  bound, — 

Tim.  And  so 

Am  I  to  you. 

2  Lord.       So  infinitely  endear'd, — 
TiTo.  All  to  you. — ^Lights,  more  lights! 

I  Lord.  Thebest  of  happiness, 

Honour,  and  fortunes  keep  with  you.  Lord  Timon! 

Tim,  Ready  for  his  friends. 

[Exeunt  Alcibiades,  Lords,  <fcc 

A  pern.  What  a  coil  *s  here! 

Serving  of  becks  and  jutting-out  of  bums ! 
I  doubt  whether  their  legs  be  worth  the  sums 
That  are  given  for  'em.    Friendship 's  full  of  dregs : 
Methinks  false  hearts  should  never  have  sound  le^. 
Thus  honest  fools  lay  out  their  wealth  on  court' sies. 

Tim,.  Now,  Ai)emantus,  if  thou  wert  not  sullen  I  would 
be  good  to  thee.  » 

Apem.  No,  111  nothing:  for  if  I  should  be  bribed  too, 
there  would  be  none  lefb  to  rail  upon  thee ;  and  then  thou 
wouldst  sin  the  faster.  Thou  givest  so  long,  Timon,  I  fear 
me  thou  wilt  give  away  thyself  in  paper  shortly :  what 
need  these  feasts,  pomps,  and  vain-glories? 

Tirn,  Nay,  an  you  begin  to  rail  on  society  once,  I  am 
sworn  not  to  give  regard  to  you.  Farewell;  and  come  with 
better  music.  [Exit. 

Apem.  So ; — ^thou'lt  not  hear  me  now, — thou  shalt  not 
then,  m  lock  thy  heaven  from  thee. 
O,  that  men's  ears  should  be 
To  counsel  deaj^  but  not  to  flattery!  [Extu 
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ACT   IL 
SCENE  L— Athens.    A  Room  in  a  Seaatoi^s  ffoum, 

ErUer  a  Senator,  with  papers  in  his  hand. 

Sen.  And  late,  five  thousand ; — to  Varro  and  to  Isidore 
He  owes  nine  thousand ;  besides  my  former  sum, 
Which  makes  it  five-and-twenty.— ^till  in  motion 
Of  raging  waste?    It  cannot  hold ;  it  will  not. 
If  I  want  ^Idf  steal  but  a  beggar's  dog 
And  give  it  Timon,  why,  the  £>g  coins  gold : 
If  I  would  sell  my  horse  and  buy  twen^  more 
Better  than  he,  whj,  give  my  horse  to  Timon, 
Ask  nothing,  give  it  him,  it  foals  me,  straight, 
And  able  horses :  no  porter  at  his  ^te ; 
But  rather  one  that  smiles,  and  still  invites 
All  that  pass  by.     It  cannot  hold ;  no  reason 
Can  found  his  state  in  safety.    Caphis,  ho! 
Caphis,  I  say ! 

.^71^  Caphis. 

Caph.  Here,  sir;  what  is  your  pleasure? 

Seji.  €ret  on  your  doak  and  haste  you  to  Lord  Timon  ; 
(mp6rtune  him  for  my  moneys ;  be  not  ceased 
With  slight  denial ;  nor  then  silenced,  when — 
Commend  me  to  your  master — and  the  cap 
Plays  in  the  right  hand,  thus : — ^but  tell  him 
My  uses  cry  to  me,  I  must  serve  my  turn 
Out  of  mine  own ;  his  days  and  times  are  past, 
And  my  reliances  on  his  fracted  dates 
Have  smit  my  credit :  I  love  and  honour  him ; 
But  must  not  break  my  back  to  heal  his  finger : 
Immediate  are  my  needs ;  and  my  relief 
Must  not  be  toss'd  and  tum'd  to  me  in  words, 
But  find  supply  immediate.    Get  you  gone : 
Put  on  a  most  importunate  asx)6ct, 
A  visage  of  demand ;  for,  I  do  fear. 
When  every  feather  sticks  in  his  own  wing 
Lord  Timon  will  be  left  a  naked  gull. 
Which  flashes  now  a  phoenix.    Gfet  you  gone. 

Caph.  I  go,  sir. 

Sen.  Take  the  bonds  along  with  you, 
And  have  the  dates  in  compt. 

Caph,  I  will,  sir. 

F^n,  Gob  [Bxmnt 

/OL.  y.  o 
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18  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  act  it. 

SCENE  IL— Athens.    A  HaU  in  Timon*s  Hm^e. 
Enter  Flavius,  with  many  bUU  in  his  hand, 

Flav   No  care,  no  stop !  so  senseless  of  expense 
That  he  will  neither  know  how  to  maintain  it 
Nor  cease  his  flow  of  riot :  takes  no  account 
How  things  go  from  him :  nor  resumes  no  care 
Of  what  is  to  continue :  never  mind 
Was  to  be  so  unwise  to  be  so  kind. 
What  shall  be  done?  he  will  not  hear,  till  feel  : 
I  must  be  round  with  him  now  he  comes  from  hunting. 
Fie,  fie,  fie,  fie! 

Enter  Caphis,  and  the  Servants  q/*  Isidore  and  YAoitA. 

Caph,  Good-even,  Varro:  what, 

You  come  for  money? 

Var.  Serv.  Is't  not  your  business  too? 

Caph.  It  is : — and  yours  too,  Isidore? 

laid.  Serv.  It  is  sa 

Caph. '  Would  we  were  all  discharged! 

Var,  Serv.  I  fear  it 

Caph.  Here  comes  the  lord. 

Enter  Timon,  Alcibiadss,  and  Lords,  d^e, 

Tim.  So  soon  as  dinner 's  done  we'll  forth  again. 
My  Alcibiades. — ^With  me?  what  is  your  will? 

Caph,  My  lord,  here  is  a  note  of  certain  dues. 

Tim,  Dues!  whence  are  you? 

Caph,  Of  Athens  here,  my  lord. 

Tim,  Go  to  my  steward. 

Caph,  Please  it  your  lordship,  he  hath  put  me  off 
To  the  succession  of  new  days  this  month : 
My  master  is  awak'd  by  great  occasion 
To  call  upon  his  own ;  and  humbly  prays  yon 
That,  with  your  other  noble  parts,  you  11  suit 
In  givmg  him  his  right. 

Tim.  Mine  honest  friend, 

I  pr'ythee  but  repair  to  me  next  morning. 

Caph,  Nay,  good  my  lord, — 

Tim,  Contain  thyself,  good  friend. 

Var.  Serv,  One  Varro's  servant,  my  good  lord, — 

Isid.  Serv,  From  Isidore ; 

Be  humbly  yrd,-y%  your  speedy  payment^ — 

Caph.  fir  you  did  know,  my  lord,  my  master's  wanta, — 
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SCENE  n.  TIMON  OF  ATHENS.  19 

V-ar,  Serv,  'Twas  due  on  forfeiture,  my  lord,  six  weeki 
And  past, — 

laid.  Serv,  Your  steward  puts  me  off,  my  lord; 
And  I  am  sent  expressly  to  your  lordship. 

Tim.  Give  me  oreath. — 
I  do  beseech  you,  good  my  lords,  keep  on ; 
I'll  wait  upon  you  instantly. —      [Exeunt  Axci.  and  Lords. 
Come  hither:  pray  you,  [TV)  Flavius. 

How  goes  the  worldL,  that  I  am  thus  encounter'd 
With  clamorous  demands  of  date-broke  bonds, 
And  the  detention  of  long-since-due  debts. 
Against  my  honour? 

FUw.  Please  you,  gentlemen. 

The  time  is  unagreeable  to  this  business : 
Your  importunacy  cease  till  after  dinner; 
That  I  may  make  his  lordship  understand 
Wherefore  you  are  not  paid. 

Tim.  Do  so,  my  Mends. — 

See  them  well  entertained.  [Extl, 

Flav,  Fray,  draw  near.  [L,xiL 

Enter  Apemantus  and  FooL 

Oaph.  Stay,  stay,  here  comes  the  fool  with  Apemantus: 
let  *s  ha*  some^port  with  'em. 

Var.  Serv.  Haug  him,  he'll  abuse  us. 

Jsid,  Serv.  A  plague  upon  him,  dog! 

Var.  Serv.  How  dost,  fool? 

ApenL  Dost  dialogue  with  thy  shadow? 

Var,  Serv.  I  speak  not  to  thee. 

Apem.  No,  'tis  to  thyself! — Come  away.       [To  the  Fool. 

Isid.  Serv.  [to  Var.  Serv.]  There 's  the  fool  hangs  on 
your  back  already. 

Apem,  No,  thou  stand'st  single,  thou  art  not  on  him  yet. 

CapJu  Where 's  the  fool  now? 

Apem.  He  last  asked  the  question. — Poor  rogues  and 
usurers'  men!  bawds  between  gold  and  want! 

All  Serv.  What  are  we,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Asses. 

All  Serv.  Why? 

Apem.  That  you  ask  me  what  you  are,  and  do  not  know 
yourselves. — Speak  to  'em,  fooL 

Fool.  How  do  you,  gentlemen? 

All  Serv.  Gramercies,  good  fool:  how  does  your  mistress? 

Fool,  She 's  e'en  setting  on  water  to  scald  such  chickens 
SB  you  are.    Would  we  could  see  you  at  Corinth. 

Apem,  Good!  gramercy. 
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20  TIMON  OP  ATHENS.  act  n. 

FooL  Look  yon,  here  comes  my  mistress'  page. 

Enter  Vsuge» 

Page,  [to  the  PooL]  Why,  how  now,  captain?  what  ^ 
you  in  this  wise  company?     How  dost  thou,  Apemautus? 

Apem.  Would  I  had  a  rod  in  my  month,  that  I  might 
answer  thee  profitably. 

Page,  Pr'ythee,  Apemantus,  read  me  the  superscription 
if  these  letters :  I  know  not  which  is  which. 

Apem,  Canst  not  read? 

Page.  No. 

Apem.  There  will  little  learning  die,  then,  that  da^r  thou 
art  hanged.  This  is  to  Lord  Timon;  this  to  Alcibiades. 
Go ;  thou  wast  bom  a  bastard,  and  thou'lt  die  a  bawd. 

Page,  Thou  wast  whelped  a  dog,  and  thou  shalt  funish  a 
dog's  death.     Answer  not,  I  am  gone. 

Apem.  E*en  so  thou  outrun'st  mce.  [E3nt  Page.]  Fool, 
I  will  go  with  you  to  Lord  Timon^s. 

Fool  Willyou  leave  me  there? 

Apem.  If  Gomon  stay  at  home. — ^You  three  serve  three 
usurers? 

A  U  Serv.  Ay ;  would  they  served  us ! 

Apem.  So  would  I, — as  good  a  trick  as  ever  hangman 
served  thie£ 

Fool  Are  you  three  usurers*  men? 

Alt  Serv.  Ay,  fool. 

Fool.  I  think  no  usurer  but  has  a  fool  to  his  servant; 
my  mistress  is  one,  and  I  am  her  fool.  When  men  come 
to  borrow  of  your  masters  they  approach  sadly  and  eo 
away  merry;  but  they  enter  my  mistress*  house  merruy 
%nd  go  away  sadly:  the  reason  of  this? 

Var.  Serv.  I  could  render  one. 

Apem.  Do  it,  then,  that  we  may  account  thee  a  whore- 
master  and  a  knave ;  which,  notwithstanding,  thou  shalt  be 
no  less  esteemed. 

Var.  Serv.  What  is  a  whoremaster,  fool? 

Fool.  A  fool  in  good  clothes,  and  something  like  thee, 
•Tis  a  spirit :  sometime  it  appears  like  a  lord ;  sometimes 
like  a  lawyer ;  sometime  like  a  philosopher,  with  two  stones 
more  than 's  artificial  one.  He  is  very  often  like  a  knight; 
and,  generally,  in  all  shapes  that  man  goes  up  and  down  in 
from  fourscore  to  thirteen  this  spirit  walks  in. 

Var.  Serv,  Thou  art  not  altogether  a  fool. 

Fool,  Nor  thou  altogether  a  wise  man :  as  much  foolery 
as  I  have,  so  much  wit  thou  lackest. 

Apem,  That  answer  might  have  become  Apemantus. 
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AU  Serv.  Aside,  aside;  here  comes  Lord  Timon. 

He-enter  Timon  and  FLAViua 

J  pern.  Come  with  me,  fool,  come. 

FooL  I  do  not  always  follow  lover,  elder  brother,  and 
iroman;  sometime  the  philosopher. 

[Exeunt  ApEMANTirs  and  FooL 

Flav,  Pray  yon,  walk  near;  Pll  speak  with  yon  anon. 

[Exeunt  Servants. 

Tnn,  Ton  make  me  marvel :  wherefore,  ere  this  tim«u 
Had  yon  not  fiillv  laid  my  state  before  me; 
That  I  miffht  so  have  rated  my  expense 
As  I  had  feave  of  means? 

Flav.  Yon  wonld  not  hear  me 

At  many  leisures  I  proposed. 

Thn.  Gk)to: 

Perchance  some  single  vantages  yon  took 
"When  my  indisposition  pnt  you  back ; 
And  that  unaptoess  made  your  minister 
Thus  to  excuse  yoursell 

Flav,  0  my  good  lord, 

At  many  times  I  brought  in  my  accoimts, 
Laid  them  before  you ;  you  would  throw  them  off, 
And  say  you  found  them  in  mine  honesty. 
When,  for  some  trifling  present,  you  have  bid  me 
Betnm  so  much,  I  have  shook  my  head  and  wept; 
Tea,  Vainst  the  authority  of  manners,  pray'd  you 
To  hold  your  hand  more  close :  I  did  endure 
Kot  seldom,  nor  no  slight  checks,  when  I  have 
Prompted  you,  in  the  ebb  of  your  estate, 
And  your  great  flow  of  debts.     My  loved  lord. 
Though  you  hear  now, — too  late! — yet  now's  a  time^ 
The  greatest  of  your  having  lacks  a  naif 
To  pay  your  present  debts. 

Tim,  Let  all  my  land  be  sold. 

Flav.  *Tis  all  enga^d,  some  forfeited  and  cone; 
And  what  remains  will  hardly  stop  the  mouw 
Of  present  dues :  the  future  comes  apace : 
What  shall  defend  the  interim?  and  at  length 
How  goes  our  reckoning? 

TtTo.  To  Lacedsemon  did  my  land  extend. 

Flav,  O  my  good  lord,  the  world  is  but  a  word: 
Were  it  all  yours  to  give  it  in  a  breath, 
How  quickly  were  it  gone! 

Tim,  You  tell  me  true. 

Flav,  If  you  suspect  my  husbandry  or  falselfiioody 
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22  TIMON  OP  ATHENS.  act  n. 

Call  me  before  the  exactest  anditora 

And  set  me  on  the  proof.     So  the  gods  bless  me, 

When  all  our  offices  have  been  oppressed 

With  riotous  feeders ;  when  our  vaults  have  wept 

With  drunken  spilth  of  wine ;  when  every  room 

Hath  blaz'd  witn  lights  and  bray'd  with  minstrelsy ; 

I  have  retired  me  to  a  wasteful  cock, 

And  set  mine  eyes  at  flow. 

Tim,  Pr'ythee,  no  more. 

Flav,  Heavens,  have  I  said,  the  bounty  of  this  lord  I 
How  many  prodigal  bits  have  slaves  and  peasants 
This  night  englutted!    Who  is  not  Timon's? 
What  heart,  head,  sword,  force,  means,  but  is  Lord  Timon's 
Great  Timon,  noble,  worthy,  royal  Timon! 
Ah !  when  the  means  are  gone  that  bu^r  this  praise 
The  breath  is  gone  whereof  this  praise  is  maae : 
Feast- won,  fast-lost ;  one  cloud  of  winter  showers, 
These  flies  are  couch'd. 

Tim.  Come,  sermon  me  no  further: 

No  villanous  bounty  yet  hath  pass'd  my  heart; 
Unwisely,  not  ignobly,  have  I  given. 
Why  dost  thou  weep?    Canst  thou  the  conscience  lock 
To  think  I  shall  lack  friends?    Secure  thy  heart; 
If  I  would  broach  the  vessels  of  my  love, 
And  try  the  argument  of  hearts  by  borrowing. 
Men  and  men's  fortunes  could  I  frankly  use 
As  I  can  bid  thee  speak. 

Flav.  Assurance  bless  your  thoughts ! 

7^17/1.  And,  in  some  sort,  these  wants  of  mine  are  crown'd 
That  I  account  them  blessings ;  for  by  these 
Shall  I  try  friends :  you  shafl  perceive  how  you 
Mistake  my  fortunes ;  I  am  wealthy  in  my  friends. 
Within  there  I  Flaminius!  Servilius! 

Enter  Flaminius,  Sbrvtlius,  and  other  Servants. 

Serv,  My  lord  ?  my  lord  ? — 

Tim,  I  will  despatch  you  severally  : — ^you  to  Lord  Lucius ; 
:^to  Lord  Lucullus  you ;  I  hunted  with  his  honour  to-day; 
— ^you  to  Sempronius :  conmiend  me  to  their  loves ;  and  I 
am  proud,  say,  that  my  occasions  have  found  time  to  use 
'em  toward  a  supply  of  money:  let  the  request  be  fifty 
talents. 

Fiam,  As  you  have  said,  my  lord. 

Ffav,  Lord  Lucius  and  Lucullus?  hum!  [Aside, 

Tim,  Go  you,  sir  [to  another  Serv.],  to  the  senators,— 
Of  whom,  even  to  the  state's  best  health,  I  have 
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Deserved  this  hearing, — bid  'em  send  o'  the  instant 
A  thousand  talents  to  me. 

Flav,  I  have  been  bold,— 

For  that  I  knew  it  the  most  general  way, — 
To  them  to  use  your  signet  and  your  name ; 
But  they  do  shiuke  their  heads,  and  I  am  here 
No  richer  in  return. 

Tvm,  Is't  true?  can't  be? 

Flav.  They  answer,  in  a  joint  and  corporate  voice. 
That  now  they  are  at  isXi,  want  treasure,  cannot 
Do  what  they  would ;  are  sorry — ^you  are  honourable, — 
But  yet  they  could  have  wish'd — ^they  know  not — 
Something  hath  been  amiss — a  noble  nature 
May  catch  a  wrench— would  all  were  well — *tifl  pity;— 
Ana  so,  intending  other  serious  matters, 
After  distasteful  looks,  and  these  hard  firactions, 
With  certain  half-caps  and  cold-moving  nods, 
They  froze  me  into  silence. 

Tkn,  You  gods,  reward  them ! 

Pr'ythee,  man,  look  cheerly.    These  old  fellows 
Have  their  ingratitude  in  tnem  hereditarv : 
Their  blood  is  cak'd,  'tis  cold,  it  seldom  flows ; 
'Tis  lack  of  kindly  warmth  they  are  not  kind ; 
And  nature,  as  it  grows  again  toward  earth. 
Is  fashion'd  for  the  journey  dull  and  heavy. — 
Go  to  Ventidius  \to  a  Serv.];  pr'ythee,  \to  Flavius,]  be 

not  sad. 
Thou  art  true  and  honest ;  ingeniously  I  speak. 
No  blaiue  belongs  to  thee: — \to  Serv.]  Ventidius  lately 
Buried  his  father ;  by  whose  death  he 's  stepp'd 
Into  a  great  estate :  when  he  was  poor, 
Imprison'd,  and  in  scarcity  of  friends, 
I  cfear'd  him  with  five  talents :  greet  him  from  me ; 
Bid  him  suppose  some  good  necessity 
Touches  his  friend,  which  craves  to  be  remember'd 
With  those  five  talents:— [to  Flav.]— That   had,— give't 

these  fellows 
To  whom  'tis  instant  due.     Ne'er  speak  or  think 
That  Timon's  fortunes  'mong  his  friends  can  sink. 

Flav,   I  would  I  could  not  think  it:  that  thought  ia 
bounty's  foe ; 
Being  free  itself  it  thinks  all  others  sa  [Exeunt, 
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24  TIMON  OP  ATHENS. 


ACT  IIL  . 

SCENE  I. — ^Athen&    a  Room  in  Lucullus'  House. 

Flaminitts  vxiitmg.    Enter  a  Servant  to  him. 
Serv.  I  have  told  my  lord  of  you;  he  is  coming  down  to 
yon. 
Flam,  I  thank  yon,  sir. 

Enter  Lucullus. 

Serv,  Here 's  my  lord. 

LiLCuJL  [aside,']  One  of  Lord  lion's  men?  a  gift,  I 
warrant.  Why,  this  hits  ri^ht ;  I  dreamt  of  a  silver  basin 
and  ewer  to-night. — Flaminius,  honest  Maminins;  you  are 
very  respectively  welcome,  sir. — ^FQl  me  some  wine.  [ExU 
Servant.  J — ^And  how  does  that  honourable,  complete,  free- 
hearted gentleman  of  Athens,  thy  very  bountiful  good  lord 
and  master? 

Flam.  His  health  is  well,  sir. 

Lucul.  I  am  right  glad  that  his  health  is  well,  sir:  and 
what  hast  thou  there  under  thy  cloak,  pretty  Flaminius?^ 

Flam.  Faitii,  nothing  but  an  empty  box,  sir;  which,  in 
my  lord's  behalf^  I  come  to  entreat  your  honour  to  supply; 
who,  having  great  and  instant  occasion  to  use  fifty  talents, 
hath  sent  to  your  lordship  to  furnish  him,  nothing  doubting 
your  present  assistance  therein. 

LucuL  La,  la,  la,  la, — ^nothing  doubting,  says  he?  Alas, 
good  lord !  a  noble  gentleman  *tis,  if  he  would  not  keep  so 
eood  a  house.  Many  a  time  and  often  I  ha'e  dined  with 
him  and  told  him  on't ;  and  come  again  to  supper  to  him 
of  purpose  to  have  him  spend  less;  and  yet  he  would 
embrace  no  counsel,  take  no  wamii^  by  my  coming.  Every 
man  has  his  fault,  and  honesty  is  his :  I  ha*e  told  nim  on% 
but  I  could  ne'er  get  him  from't. 

Re-enter  Servant,  with  wine, 
Serv.  Please  your  lordship,  here  is  the  wina 
Lucul,  Flaminius,  I  have  noted  thee  always  wise.     Here  *s 
to  thee. 
Flam.  Your  lordship  speaks  your  pleasure. 
ImcuL  I  have  observed  thee  always  for  a  towardly  prompt 
spirit, — give  thee  thy  due, — and  one  that  knows  what  be- 
longs to  reason ;  and  canst  use  the  time  well,  if  the  time 
use  thee  well:  good  parts  in  thee. — Get  you  gone,  sirrah 
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po  the  Servant,  who  goes  out] — ^Draw  nearer,  honest  Flami- 
nins.  Thv  lord  *s  a  bountiful  gentleman :  but  thou  art  mse ; 
and  thou  knowest  well  enough,  although  thou  comest  to  me, 
that  this  is  no  time  to  lend  money ;  especially  upon  bare 
Mendship,  without  security.  Here's  three  solidares  for 
thee :  good  boy,  wink  at  me,  and  say  thou  saw'st  me  not. 
Fare  thee  welL 

Flam,  Is*t  possible  the  world  should  so  much  differ: 
And  we  alive  that  liVd!    Fly,  damned  baseness, 
To  him  that  worships  thee.  [Throwing  the  money  bach, 

LuctiL  Ha!  now  I  see  thou  art  a  fool,  and  fit  for  thy 
master.  [EriL 

Flam.  May  these  add  to  the  number  that  may  scald  thee } 
Let  molten  coin  be  thy  damnation. 
Thou  disease  of  a  friend  and  not  himself ! 
Ha3  friendship  such  a  faint  and  milky  heart. 
It  turns  in  less  than  two  nights?    O  you  gods. 
I  feel  my  master's  passion !    This  slave 
Unto  his  honour  has  my  lord's  moat  in  him : 
Why  should  it  thrive  and  turn  to  nutriment 
When  he  is  tum'd  to  poison? 
O,  may  diseases  only  work  upon't ! 
And  when  he's  sick  to  death,  let  not  that  port  of  nature 
Which  my  lord  paid  for,  be  of  any  power 
To  expel  sickness,  but  prolong  his  hour !  {Exit 


SCENE  IL— Athens.    A  public  Place. 

Enter  Lucius,  with  three  Strangers. 
Luc  Who,  the  Lord  Timon?  he  is  my  very  good  friend, 
and  an  honourable  gentleman. 

1  Stran,  We  know  him  for  no  less,  though  we  are  but 
strangers  to  him.  But  I  can  tell  you  one  thing,  my  lord, 
and  which  I  hear  from  common  rumours, — now  Lord 
Timon's  happ^  hours  are  done  and  past,  and  his  estate 
shrinks  from  him. 

Luc  Fie,  no,  do  not  believe  it ;  he  cannot  want  for  money. 

2  Stran,  But  believe  you  this,,  my  lord,  that,  not  long 
ago,  one  of  his  men  was  with  the  Lord  Lucullus  to  borrow 
so  many  talents ;  nay,  urged  extremely  for't,  and  showed 
what  necessity  belonged  to%  and  yet  yas  denied. 

Luc  How? 

2  Stran,  I  tell  you,  denied,  my  lord. 
Luc  What  a  strange  case  was  that !  now,  before  the  gods, 
I  am  ashamed  on't.    Denied  that  honourable  manl  th^i-e 
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was  very  little  honour  showed  in't.  For  my  own  part,  I 
must  needs  confess  I  have  received  some  small  kindness*^ 
from  him,  as  money,  plate,  jewels,  and  such  like  trifles, 
nothing  comparing  to  his;  yet,  had  he  mistook  him  and 
sent  to  me,  I  should  ne'er  have  denied  his  occasion  bo 
many  talents. 

j^iter  Skrvilius. 

Ser.  See,  by  good  hap,  yonder *s  my  lord;  I  have  sweat  to 
see  his  honour. — My  honoured  lord, —  [To  Lucius. 

Jjuc  Serviiius  !  you  are  kindly  met,  sir.  Fare  thee  well : 
commend  me  to  thy  honourable-virtuous  lord,  my  very 
exquisite  friend. 

Ser.  May  it  please  your  honour,  my  lord  hath  sent, — 

Luc  Ha!  what  has  he  sent?  I  am  so  much  endeared  to 
that  lord;  he's  ever  sending:  how  shall  I  thank  him, 
thinkest  thou?    And  what  has  he  sent  now? 

Ser.  Has  only  sent  his  present  occasion  now,  my  lord ; 
requesting  your  lordship  to  supply  his  instant  use  v/ith  so 
many  talents. 

Luc.  I  know  his  lordsliip  is  but  merry  with  me ; 
He  cannot  want  fifty-tive  hundred  talents. 

Ser.  But  in  the  meantime  he  wants  less,  my  lord. 
If  his  occasion  were  not  virtuous 
I  should  not  urge  it  half  so  faithfully. 

Luc,  Dost  thou  speak  seriously,  Serviiius? 

Ser.  Upon  my  soul,  'tis  true,  sir. 

Luc  What  a  wicked  beast  was  I  to  disfumish  myself 
against  such  a  good  time,  when  I  might  ha'  shown 
myself  honourable!  how  unluckily  it  happened  that  I 
should  purchase  the  day  before  for  a  little  part,  and  undo 
a  great  aeal  of  honour !— Serviiius,  now,  before  the  gods,  I 
am  not  able  to  do't, — the  more  beast,  I  say.  I  was  sending 
to  use  Lord  Timon  myself  these  gentlemen  can  witness; 
but  I  would  not  for  the  wealth  of  Athens  I  had  done't 
now.  Commend  me  bountifiUly  to  his  good  lordship ;  and 
1  hope  his  honour  will  conceive  the  fairest  of  me,  because 
I  have  no  power  to  be  kind :  and  tell  him  this  from  me,  I 
count  it  one  of  my  greatest  afflictions,  say,  that  I  cannot 
pleasure  such  an  honourable  gentleman.  Good  Servihus, 
will  you  befriend  me  so  far  as  to  use  mine  own  words 
to  hi|n? 

Ser.  Yes,  sir,  I  shall 

Luc  I'll  look  you  out  a  good  turn,  Serviiius.     [Exit  Ser. 
True,  as  you  said,  Timon  is  shrunk  indeed; 
Md  he  that 's  once  denied  will  hardly  sj^&dd,  [ExU, 
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1  Stran.  Do  you  observe  this,  Hoatiliua? 

2  Stran,  Ay,  too  well. 

1  Stran.  Why,  this  is  the  world's  soul;  and  just  of  the 
same  piece 
Is  every  flatterer's  spirit.     Who  can  call  him 
His  friend  that  dii)s  in  the  same  dish?  for,  in 
My  knowing,  Timon  has  been  this  lord's  father. 
And  keirt;  his  credit  with  his  purse ; 
Supported  his  estate;  nay,  Tmion's  money 
Has  paid  his  men  their  wages :  he  ne'er  drinks 
But  Timon's  silver  treads  upon  his  lip ; 
And  yet, — Q  see  the  monstrousness  of  man 
When  he  looks  out  in  an  ungrateful  shape! — 
He  does  deny  him,  in  respect  of  his, 
What  charitable  men  afford  to  beggars. 

3  Stran,  Keligion  groans  at  it. 

I  Stran,  For  mine  own  part^ 

I  never  tasted  Timon  in  my  life. 
Nor  came  any  of  his  bounties  over  me 
To  mark  me  for  his  friend ;  yet  I  protest. 
For  his  right  noble  mind,  illustrious  virtue, 
^d  honourable  carriage, 
Had  his  necessity  made  use  of  me, 
[  would  have  put  my  wealth  into  donation. 
And  the  best  naif  should  have  retum'd  to  him, 
So  much  I  love  his  heart :  but,  I  perceive. 
Men  must  learn  now  with  pity  to  dispense: 
For  policy  sits  above  conscience.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  in. — Athens.    A  Room  in  Sehpronius'  H&use. 

Enter  Sempronius  and  a  Servant  q/*  Timon's. 

Sem,  Must  he  needs  trouble  lue  in't, — ^hum ! — 'bove  all 
others? 
He  might  have  tried  Lord  Lucius  or  Lucullus; 
And  now  Ventidius  is  wealthy  too. 
Whom  he  redeem'd  from  prison :  all  these 
Owe  their  estates  unto  him. 

Serv,  My  lord. 

They  have  all  been  touch'd  aiid  found  base  metal ;  for 
They  have  all  denied  him. 

Sem.  How!  have  they  denied  himt 

Has  Ventidius  and  Lucullus  denied  him? 
And  does  he  send  to  me?    Three?  hum ! — 
It  shows  but  little  love  or  judgment  in  him: 
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Must  I  be  his  last  refuge?  His  friends,  like  physicians, 
Thrive,  give  him  over:  must  I  take  the  cure  upon  me? 
Has  much  disgrac'd  me  in't ;  I  am  angry  at  him. 
That  might  have  known  my  place :  I  see  no  sense  for^t^ 
But  his  occasions  might  have  woo'd  me  first; 
For,  in  my  conscience,  I  was  the  first  man 
That  e'er  received  gift  from  him : 
And  does  he  think  so  backwardly  of  me  now 
That  ril  requite  it  last?    No  : 
So  it  may  prove  an  argument  of  laughter 
To  the  rest,  and  'mongst  lords  I  be  thought  a  fooL 
I  had  rather  than  the  worth  of  tiirice  the  sum 
Had  sent  to  me  first,  but  for  my  mind's  sake ; 
I  had  such  a  courage  to  do  him  good.     But  now  return, 
And  with  their  faint  reply  this  answer  join; 
Who  bates  mine  honour  shall  not  know  my  coin.         \JSxiL 
Serv.  Excellent !  Your  lordship's  a  goodly  villain.    The 
devil  knew  not  what  he  did  when  he  made  man  politic, — 
he  cross'd  himself  by't :  and  I  cannot  think  but,  in  the  end, 
the  villanies  of  man  will  set  him  clear.     How  fairly  this 
lord  strives  to  appear  foul!  takes  virtuous  copies  to  be 
wicked;  like  those  that  under  hot  ardent  zeal  would  set 
whole  realms  on  fire  : 
Of  such  a  nature  is  his  politic  love. 
This  was  my  lord's  best  hope ;  now  all  are  fled. 
Save  only  the  gods :  now  his  friends  are  dead, 
Doors,  that  were  ne'er  acquainted  with  their  wards 
Many  a  bounteous  year,  must  be  employ'd 
Now  to  guard  sure  their  master. 
And  this  is  all  a  liberal  course  allows ; 
Who  cannot  keep  his  wealth  must  keep  his  house.        [EjciL 


SCENE  IV.—Athbns.    A  Hall  in  Timon's  ffouae. 

Enter  two  Servants  o/'Varro  and  the  Servant  q/"  Lucius, 

meeting   Titus,    Hortbnsius,   and   other   Servants   of 

Timon's  creditors,  toaiting  his  coming  out 

1  Var,  Serv,  Well  met ;  good^-morrow,  Titus  and  Horten- 

Tit,  The  like  to  you,  kind  Varro.  [siua. 

ffor,  Lucius  I 

What,  do  we  meet  together? 

Lite,  Serv.  Ay,  and  I  think 

One  business  does  command  us  all;  for  mine 
Is  money. 

TU.  So  is  theirs  and  oun. 
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Enter  Philotus. 

Luc  Serv,  And  Sir  Philotus  too? 

P/U.  Good-day  at  once. 

Jyue.  Serv,  Welcome,  good  brother. 

>Vhat  do  you  think  the  hour  ? 

Phi.  Labouring  for  nine. 

Luc  Serv.  So  much  ? 

Phi.  Is  not  my  lord  seen  yet? 

Luc  Serv.  Not  yet. 

Phu  I  wonder  on't ;  he  was  wont  to  shine  at  seven. 

Luc  Serv.  Ay,  but  the  days  are  waxed  shorter  with  him: 
You  must  consider  that  a  prodigal  course 
Is  like  the  sun's ;  but  not,  like  nis,  recoverable. 
I  fear 

'Tis  deepest  winter  in  Lord  Timon's  purse ; 
That  is,  one  may  reach  deep  enough  and  yet 
Find  little. 

Phi.        I  am  of  your  fear  for  that. 

Tit.  I'll  show  you  how  to  observe  a  strange  event. 
Your  lord  sends  now  for  money. 

Hor,  ^  Most  true,  he  does. 

TiL  And  he  wears  jewels  now  of  Timon's  gift. 
For  which  I  wait  for  money. 

Hot.  It  is  against  my  heart. 

Luc  Serv.  Mark  how  strange  it  shows, 

Timon  in  this  should  pay  more  than  he  owes : 
And  e'en  as  if  your  lord  should  wear  rich  jewels 
And  send  for  money  for  'em. 

Hor.  I  am  weary  of  this  charge,  the  gods  can  witness : 
I  know  my  lord  hath  spent  of  Timon's  wealth. 
And  now  ingratitude  makes  it  worse  than  stealth. 

1  Var.Serv.  Yes,  mine's  three  thousand  crowns:  what's 
yours? 

Zttc.  Serv.  Five  thousand  mine. 

1  Far.  Serv.  'Tis  much  deep  :  and  it  should  seem  by  the 
sum 
Your  master's  confidence  was  above  mine; 
Else,  surely,  his  had  equall'd. 

Enter  Flaminius. 
TIL  One  of  Lord  Timon's  men. 

Luc  Serv.  Flaminius !  sir,  a  word :  pray  is  my  lord  ready 
to  come  forth? 
Flam.  No,  indeed,  he  is  not. 
TU,  We  attend  his  lordship;  pray,  signify  so  much. 
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Flam.  I  need  not  tell  him  that;  he  knows  yon  are  too 
diligent.  [ExU, 

Enter  Flavius,  in  a  doak,  muffled. 

Luc  8erv.  Ha !  is  not  that  his  steward  muffled  soT 
Heroes  away  in  a  cloud :  call  him,  call  him. 

Tit.  Do  you  hear,  sir  ? 

Both  Var.  Serv.  By  your  leave,  sir, — 

Flav.  What  do  you  ask  of  me,  my  friends? 

TiL  We  wait  for  certain  money  here,  sir. 

Flav.  Ay, 

If  money  were  as  certain  as  your  waiting 
"iVere  sure  enough. 

Why  then  preferPd  you  not  your  sums  and  bills 
When  vour  false  masters  eat  of  my  lord's  meat? 
Then  they  could  smile,  and  fawn  upon  his  debts, 
And  take  down  th'  interest  into  their  gluttonous  maw& 
You  do  yourselves  but  wrong  to  stir  me  up ; 
Let  me  pass  quietly : 

Believ't  my  lord  and  I  have  made  an  end; 
I  have  no  more  to  reckon,  he  to  spend. 

Luc.  Serv.  Ay,  but  this  answer  will  not  serve. 

Flav.  If  'twill  not  serve  'tia  not  so  base  as  you ; 
For  you  serve  knaves.  [Font 

1  Var.  Serv.  Howl  what  does  his  cashier'd  worship 
mutter? 

2  Var,  Serv.  No  matter  what ;  he  *s  poor,  and  that  *b 
revenge  enough.  Who  can  speak  broader  than  he  that  has 
no  house  to  put  his  head  in?  such  may  rail  against  great 
buildings. 

Enter  Sbrvilius. 

Tit.  O,  here 's  Servilius ;  now  we  shall  know  some  answer. 

Ser.  If  I  might  beseech  you,  gentlemen,  to  repair  some 
other  hour,  I  should  derive  much  from't ;  for,  take't  of  my 
soul,  my  lord  leans  wondrously  to  discontent :  his  comfort 
able  temper  has  forsook  him;  he  is  much  out  of  health, 
and  keeps  his  chamber. 

Luc    Serv.    Many  do    keep   their    chambers    are   not 
sick: 
And,  if  it  be  so  far  beyond  his  health, 
Methinks  he  should  the  sooner  pay  his  debts, 
And  make  a  clear  way  to  the  gods. 

Ser.  Good  gods! 

T'd.  We  cannot  take  this  for  answer,  sir. 

Flam,  I  /y*(hin.]  Servilius,  help! — my  lord!  my  lord! 
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Enter  Timon,  in  a  rage;  YuiMJNiva  following, 

Tim.  What,  are  my  doors  oppos'd  against  my  passage? 
Have  I  been  ever  free,  and  must  my  house 
Be  my  retentive  enemy,  my  gaol? 
The  place  which  I  have  feasted,  does  it  now, 
like  all  mankind,  show  me  an  iron  heart? 

Lv4i,  Serv.  Put  in  now,  Titus. 

TU.  My  lord,  here  is  my  biU. 

Lvjc  Serv,  Here  *s  mine. 

Jlor,  Serv,  And  mine,  my  lord. 

Both  Var,  Serv,  And  ours,  my  lord. 

Phi.  All  our  bills. 

Tijn.  Knock  me  down  with  'em :  cleave  me  to  the  girdle^ 

Luc.  Serv,  Alas,  my  lord, — 

Tim.  Cut  my  heart  in  simis. 

Tit.  Mine,  liffcy  talents. 

Tkn,  Tell  out  my  blood. 

Luc.  Serv,  Five  thousand  crowns,  my  lord, 

Tim.  Five  thousand  drops  pays  that. — 
What  yours  ? — and  yours  ? 

1  Var,  Ser.  My  lord, — 

2  Var.  Ser,  My  lord,— 

Tim,  Tear  me,  take  me,  and  the  gods  fall  upon  you!  [ExU, 

Hot.  Faith,  I  perceive  our  masters  may  throw  their  caps 

at  their  money  :  these  debts  may  well  be  called  desperate 

ones,  for  a  madman  owes  'em.  [Exeunt, 

Re-enter  Timon  and  Flayius. 

Tim.  They  have  e'en  put  my  breath  from  me,  the  slaves. 
Creditors ! — devils. 

Flav,  My  dear  lord, — 

Tim,  What  if  it  should  be  so? 

Flam,  My  lord, — 

Tim>,  I'll  have  it  so. — My  steward! 

Flav,  Here,  my  lord. 

Tim.  So  fitly?    Go,  bid  all  my  friends  again, 
Lucius,  LucuUus,  and  Sempronius ;  all : 
I'll  once  more  feast  the  rascals. 

Flav.  0  my  lord. 

You  only  speak  from  vour  distracted  soul ; 
There  is  not  so  much  left  to  furnish  out 
A  moderate  table. 

Tim,  Be't  not  in  thy  care ;  go, 

I  charge  thee,  invite  them  all :  let  in  the  tide 
Of  knaves  once  more;  my  cook  and  I'll  provide.     [Exeutil, 
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SCENE  V.—Athens.     TJie  SencOe  House, 

The  Senate  nOing. 

1  Sen,  My  lords,  you  have  my  voice  to  it ;  the  fault'i 
Bloody ;  'tis  necessary  he  should  die : 

Nothing  emboldens  sin  so  much  as  mercy. 

2  Sen,  Most  true ;  the  law  shall  bruise  hioL 

Enter  Alcibiades,  attended. 

Alcib,  Honour,  health,  and  compassion  to  the  senate  I 

1  Sen.  Now,  captain? 

Akib.  I  am  an  humble  suitor  to  your  virtues; 
For  pity  is  the  virtue  of  the  law. 
And  none  but  tyrants  use  it  cruelly. 
It  pleases  time  and  fortune  to  lie  heavy 
Upon  a  friend  of  mine,  who,  in  hot  blood. 
Hath  stepped  into  the  law,  which  is  past  depth 
To  those  tnat  without  heed  do  plunge  into't 
He  is  a  man,  setting  his  fate  aside. 
Of  comely  virtues : 

Nor  did  he  soil  the  fact  with  cowardice, — 
An  honour  in  him  which  buys  out  his  fault,— 
But  with  a  noble  fury  and  fair  spirit. 
Seeing  his  reputation  touch'd  to  death. 
He  did  oppose  his  foe : 
And  with  such  sober  and  unnoted  passion 
He  did  behove  his  an^er  ere  'twas  spent. 
As  if  he  had  but  prov  d  an  argjument. 

1  Sen.  You  undergo  too  strict  a  paradox, 
Striving  to  make  an  ugly  deed  look  fair : 
Your  words  have  took  such  pains,  as  if  they  laboured 
To  bring  manslaughter  into  form,  and  set  quarrelling 
Upon  the  head  of  valour ;  which,  indeed. 
Is  valour  misbegot,  and  came  into  the  world 
When  sects  and  factions  were  newly  bom : 
He 's  truly  valiant  that  can  wisely  suffer 
The  worst  that  man  can  breathe ;  and  make  his  wronn 
His  outsides, — ^to  wear  them  like  his  raiment,  careles^y; 
And  ne'er  prefer  his  injuries  to  his  heart. 
To  bring  it  into  danger. 
If  wi'ongs  be  evils,  and  enforce  us  kill, 
What  folly  'tis  to  hazard  life  for  ill? 

Alcib.  My  lord, — 

1  Sen.  You  cannot  make  gross  sins  look  deari 
To  revenge  is  no  valour,  but  to  bear. 
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Alcib.  My  lords,  then,  under  favour,  pardon  mei 
If  I  speak  Uke  a  captain : — 
Why  do  fond  men  expose  themselves  to  battle. 
And  not  endure  all  threats?  sleep  upon't, 
And  let  the  foes  quietly  cut  their  throats, 
Without  repugnancy  ?  but  if  there  be 
Such  valour  in  the  bearing,  what  make  we 
Abroad  ?  why,  then,  women  are  more  valiant. 
That  stay  at  home,  if  bearing  carry  it ; 
And  th'  ass  more  cap^tain  than  the  lion ;  the  fellow 
Loaden  with  irons  wiser  than  the  judge, 
If  wisdom  be  in  suffering.     O  my  lonu. 
As  you  are  great,  be  pitifully  good : 
Who  cannot  condemn  rashness  in  cold  blood? 
To  kill,  I  grant,  is  sin's  extremest  gust ; 
But,  in  defence,  by  mercy,  *tis  most  just. 
To  be  in  anger  is  impiety ; 
But  who  is  man  that  is  not  angiy  ? 
Weigh  but  the  crime  with  this. 

2  Sen,  You  breathe  in  vain. 

Alcib,  In  vain!  his  service  done 

At  Laoedsemon  and  Byzantium 
Were  a  sufficient  briber  for  his  life. 

1  Sen,  What's  that? 

Alcib,  Why,  I  say,  my  lords,  h*as  done  fair  service, 
.  And  slain  in  fieht  many  of  your  enemies : 
How  full  of  valour  did  he  iJear  himself 
In  the  last  conflict,  and  made  plenteous  wounds ! 

2  Sen.  He  has  made  too  much  plenty  with  'em,  he 
Is  a  sworn  rioter  i  he  has  a  sin  that  olten 
Drowns  him,  and  takes  his  valour  prisoner : 

If  there  were  no  foes,  that  were  enough 
To  overcome  him :  in  that  beastly  fiu^_ 
He  has  been  known  to  commit  outrages 
And  cherish  factions :  'tis  inferr'd  to  us, 
His  days  are  foul  and  his  drink  dangerous. 

1  Sen,  He  dies. 

Alcib,  Hard  fate!  he  might  have  died  in  war. 
My  lords,  if  not  for  any  parts  in  him, — 
1  hough  his  right  arm  might  purchase  his  own  time. 
And  be  in  debt  to  none, — ^yet,  more  to  move  you. 
Take  my  deserts  to  his,  and  join  them  both : 
And,  for  I  know  your  reverend  ages  love 
Security,  111  pawn  my  victories,  all 
My  honours  to  you,  upon  his  good  return*. 
If  by  this  crime  he  owes  the  law  his  li£eip 

VOL.    V.  D 
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Why,  let  the  war  receiv't  in  valiant  gore ; 
For  law  is  strict,  and  war  is  nothing  more. 

1  Sen,  We  are  for  law, — ^he  dies ;  urge  it  no  more. 
On  height  of  our  displeasure :  friend  or  brother, 
He  forfeits  his  own  blood  that  spills  another. 

Alcib.  Must  it  be  so?  it  must  not  be.   My  lorda^ 
I  do  beseech  you,  know  me. 

2  Sen,  How! 

Alcib,  Call  me  to  your  remembrances. 

3  Sen.  What! 
Alcib,  I  cannot  think  but  your  age  has  forgot  me; 

It  could  not  else  be  I  should  prove  so  base 
To  sue,  and  be  denied  such  common  grace : 
My  wounds  ache  at  you. 

1  Sen,  Do  you  dare  our  anger? 

*Tis  in  few  words,  but  spacious  in  effect ; 
We  banish  thee  for  ever. 

Alcib,  Banish  me  I 

Banish  your  dotage ;  banish  usury, 
That  makes  the  senate  ugly. 

1  Sen,  li^  after  two  days'  shine,  Athens  contain  thee, 
Attend  our  weightier  judgment.     And,  not  to  swell  our 

spirit. 
He  shall  be  executed  presently.  [Exeunt  Senators. 

Alcib.  Now  the  gods  keep  you  old  enough ;  that  you  may 
Only  in  bone,  that  none  may  look  on  you!  [live 

I  am  worse  than  mad  :  I  have  kept  back  their  foes. 
While  they  have  told  their  money,  and  let  out 
Their  coin  upon  large  interest ;  I  myself 
Bich  only  in  large  hurts ; — all  those  for  this? 
Is  this  the  balsam  that  the  usuring  senate 
Pours  into  captains' wouuds?  Ha!  banishment? 
It  comes  not  ill ;  I  hate  not  to  be  banish  d ; 
It  is  a  cause  worthy  my  spleen  and  fury, 
That  I  may  strike  at  Athens.     I'll  cheer  up 
My  discontented  troops,  and  lay  for  hearts. 
Tis  honour  with  most  lands  to  be  at  odds ; 
Soldiers  should  brook  as  little  wrongs  as  gods.  [Exit, 


SCENE  VL— Athens.    A  magmjicent  Room  in 
Timon's  House. 

Music     Tables  set  out:  Servants  attending.    Enter  divert 
Lords,  at  several  doors, 
I  Lord.  The  good  time  of  day  to  you,  sir. 
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2  Lord.  I  also  wish  it  to  you.  I  think  this  honourable 
lord  did  but  try  us  this  other  day. 

1  Lord.  Upon  that  were  my  thoughts  tiring  when  we 
encountered :  I  hoi)e  it  is  not  so  low  with  hiin  as  he  made 
it  seem  in  the  trial  of  his  several  friends. 

2  Lord.  It  should  not  be  by  the  persuasion  of  his  new 


1  Lord.  I  should  think  so :  he  hath  sent  me  an  earnest 
inviting,  which  many  my  near  occasions  did  urge  me  to  put 
off;  but  he  hath  conjured  me  beyond  them,  and  I  must 
needs  api)ear. 

2  Lord.  In  like  manner  was  I  in  debt  to  my  importunate 
business,  but  he  would  not  hear  my  excuse.  I  am  sorry 
when  he  sent  to  borrow  of  me,  that  my  provision  was  out. 

1  Lord.  I  am  sick  of  that  grief  too,  as  1  understand  how 
all  things  go. 

2  Lord.  Every  man  here  's  so.  What  would  he  have 
borrowed  of  you  ? 

1  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces. 

2  Lord.  A  thousand  pieces! 

1  Lord.  What  of  you? 

2  Lord.  He  sent,  to  me,  sir, — Here  he  comes. 

Enter  Timon  and  Attendants. 
71m.  With  all  my  heart,  gentlemen  both. — ^And  how  fare 
you? 

1  Lord.  Ever  at  the  best,  hearing  well  of  your  lordship. 

2  Lord^  The  swallow  follows  not  summer  more  willing 
than  we  your  lordship. 

Tim,  Nor  more  willingly  leaves  winter;  such  summer- 
birds  are  men.  [^«idc]— i&entlemen,  our  dinner  will  not 
recompense  this  long  stay :  feast  your  ears  with  the  music 
awhile,  if  they  will  fare  so  harshly  o'  the  trumpet's  sound ; 
we  shaJl  to't  presently. 

1  Lord.  I  hope  it  remains  not  unkindly  with  your  lord- 
ship that  I  returned  you  an  empty  messenger. 

Tim.  0,  sir,  let  it  not  trouble  you. 

2  Lord.  My  noble  lord, — 

Tim.  Ah,  my  good  friend !  what  cheer  ? 

2  Lord.  My  most  honourable  lord,  I  am  e'en  sick  of 
shame  that,  when  your  lordship  this  other  day  sent  to  me, 
I  was  so  unfortunate  a  bejtjgar. 

Tim.  Think  not  on't,  sir. 

2  Lord.  If  you  had  sent  but  two  hours  before, — 

Tim^  Let  it  not  cumber  your  better  remembrance. — Come, 
bring  in  all  together.  IThe  banquet  brought  in. 
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2  Lord,  All  covered  dishes! 

1  Lord,  Royal  cheer,  I  warrant  you. 

3  L(yrd,  Doubt  not  that,  if  money  and  the  season  can 
yield  it. 

1  Lord.  How  do  you  ?    What  *8  the  news  ? 
3  Lai^.  Alcibiades  is  banished:  hear  you  of  it 
\  ds2  Lord.  Alcibiades  banished  I 
3  Lord.  'Tis  so,  be  sure  of  it. 

1  Lord.  How!  how! 

2  Lord.  I  pray  you,  upon  what  ? 

Tim.  My  worthy  friends,  will  you  draw  near  ? 

3  Lord,  I'll  tell  you  more  anon.  Here's  a  noble  feast 
toward. 

.  2  Lord.  This  is  the  old  man  still. 
3  L<yrd.  Will'thold?  will t  hold? 

2  Lord.  It  does :  but  time  will — and  so, — 

3  Lord,  I  do  conceive. 

Tim,  Each  man  to  his  stool  with  that  spur  as  he  would 
to  the  lip  of  his  mistress :  your  diet  shall  be  in  all  places 
alike.  Make  not  a  city  feast  of  it,  to  let  the  meat  cool  ere 
we  can  a^ee  upon  the  first  place :  sit,  sit.  The  gods  require 
our  thanks. — 

Yon  great  benefactors,  sprinkle  onr  society  with  thankfulness.  For 
your  own  gifts  make  yourselves  praiseii :  but  reserve  still  to  give,  lest 
your  deities  be  despised.  Lend  to  each  man  enough,  that  one  need 
not  lend  to  another;  for,  were  your  godheads  to  borrow  of  men,  men 
would  forsake  the  gods.  Make  the  meat  be  beloved  more  than  the 
man  that  gives  it.  Let  no  assembly  of  twentv  be  without  a  score  of 
villains:  if  there  sit  twelve  women  at  the  table,  let  a  dozen  of  them 
be— as  they  are.  The  rest  of  your  fees,  O  gods,— the  senators  of 
Athens,  tc^ether  with  the  common  tag  of  people,— what  is  amiss  in 
them,  you  gods,  make  suitable  for  destruction.  For  these  my  present 
f  i-iends,— as  they  are  to  me  nothing,  so  in  nothing  bless  them  and  to 
nothing  are  they  welcome. 

Uncover,  dogs,  and  lap. 

[The  disJies,  when  uncovered,  are  seen  to  he 
full  of  warm  toater. 
Some  speak  What  does  his  lordship  mean? 
8om>e  other.  I  know  not. 
Tim.  May  you  a  better  feast  never  behold, 
You  knot  of  mouth-friends !  smoke  and  lukewarm  water 
Is  your  perfection.     This  is  Timon's  last ; 
W^ho,  stuck  and  spangled  with  your  flatteries. 
Washes  it  off,  and  sprinkles  in  your  faces 

[Throvnng  the  water  in  thetrfaoe»^ 
Vour  reeking  villany.     Live  loath'd  and  long. 
Most  smiling,  smooth,  detested  parasites, 
Courteous  destroyers,  affable  wolves,  meek  beani^ 
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You  fools  of  fortune,  trencher-friends,  time's  flies. 
Cap  and  knee  slaves,  vapours,  and  minute-jacks! 
Of  man  and  beast  the  infinite  maladv 
Crust  you  quite  o'er! — What,  dost  thou  go? 
Soft,  take  thy  physic  first, — ^thou  too, — ^and  thou; — 
Stay,  I  will  lend  thee  money,  borrow  none. — 

[Throws  thfi  dishes  cU  thcrn^  awl  drives  them  out 
What,  all  in  motion  ?    Henceforth  be  no  feast 
Whereat  a  villain  *s  not  a  welcome  guest. 
Bum,  house!  sink,  Athens!  heiiceforth  hated  be 
Of  Timon,  man,  and  all  humanity  I  [Exit 

He-enter  the  Lords. 

1  Lord.  How  now,  my  lords  I 

2  Lord.  Know  you  the  quality  of  Lord  Timon's  fury? 

3  Lord,  Pish!  did  you  see  my  cap? 

4  Lord,  I  have  lost  my  gown. 

1  Lord,  He's  but  a  mad  lord,  and  naught  but  humour 
sways  him.  He  gave  me  a  jewel  the  other  day,  and  now 
he  has  beat  it  out  of  my  hat : — did  you  see  my  jewel  T 

3  Lord.  Did  you  see  my  cap? 

2  Lord.  Here  *tis. 

4  Lord.  Here  lies  my  gown. 

1  Lord.  Let  *s  make  no  stay. 

2  Lord.  Lord  Timon 's  ma(L 

3  Lord.  I  feel't  upon  my  bones. 

4  Lord.  One  day  he  gives  us  diamonds,  next  day  stones. 

[Exeunt, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L—  WUhout  tlie  Walls  of  Athens. 

Enter  Timok. 
Tim.  Let  me  look  back  upon  thee,  0  thou  wall 
That  girdlest  in  those  wolves,  dive  in  the  earth 
And  fence  not  Athens!  Matrons,  turn  incontinent! 
Obedieuce  foil  in  children!  slaves  and  fools. 
Pluck  the  grave  wrinkled  senate  from  the  bench 
And  minister  in  their  steads!  to  general  filths 
Convert,  o'  the  instant,  green  virginity, — 
Do't  in  your  parent's  eyes!  bankrupts,  hold  fast  ; 
Rather  than  render  back,  out  with  your  knives 
And  cut  your  trusters'  throats !  boimd  servants,  steall 
Large-handed  robbers  your  grave  masters  are^ 
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And  i>ill  by  law !  maid,  to  thy  master's  bed, — 

Thy  mistress  is  o*  the  brothel!  son  of  sixteen, 

riuck  the  lin'd  crutch  from  th^  old  limping  sire^ 

With  it  beat  out  his  brains !  piety  and  fear, 

Religion  to  the  ^ods,  peace,  justice,  truth. 

Domestic  awe,  night-rest,  and  neighbourhood, 

Instruction,  manners,  mysteries,  and  trades, 

Degrees,  observances,  customs,  and  laws, 

Decline  to  your  confounding  contraries. 

And  let  confusion  live ! — Plagues  incident  to  men. 

Your  potent  and  infectious  fevers  heap 

On  Atnens,  ripe  for  stroke!  thou  cold  sciatica, 

Cripple  our  senators,  that  their  limbs  may  halt 

As  lamely  as  their  manners !  lust  and  liberty 

Creep  in  the  minds  and  marrows  of  our  youth, 

That  'gainst  the  stream  of  virtue  they  majr  strive 

And  <&own  themselves  in  riot!  itches,  blains, 

Sow  all  the  Athenian  bosoms ;  and  their  crop 

Be  general  leprosy !  breath  infect  breath ; 

That  their  society,  as  their  friendship,  may 

Be  merely  j>oison !    Nothing  I'll  bear  from  thee 

But  nakedness,  thou  detestable  town .' 

Take  thou  that  too,  with  multiplying  banns! 

Timon  will  to  the  woods ;  where  he  shall  find 

The  unkindest  beast  more  kinder  than  mankind. 

The  gods  confound, — hear  me,  ye  good  gods  all, — 

The  Athenians  both  within  and  out  that  wall! 

And  grant,  as  Timon  grows,  his  hate  may  grow 

To  the  whole  race  of  mankind,  high  and  low! 

Amen.  [Basit^ 


SCENE  IL— Athens.     A  Boom  in  Timon*s  House. 

Enter  Flavius,  with  two  or  three  Servants. 

1  Serv,  Hear  you,  master  steward,  where  *8  our  master  T 
Are  we  undone?  cast  off?  nothing  remaining? 

Flav.  AJack,  my  fellows,  what  should  I  say  to  you  t 
Let  me  be  recorded  by  the  righteous  gods, 
I  am  as  poor  as  you. 

1  8erv.  Such  a  bouse  broke! 

So  noble  a  master  fall'n!     All  gone!  and  not 
One  friend  to  take  his  fortune  by  the  arm 
And  go  along  with  him! 

2  Serv.  As  we  do  turn  our  badcB 
To  our  companion  thrown  into  his  grave^ 
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So  his  funiliars  &om  his  buried  fortunes 

Slink  all  away ;  leave  their  false  vows  with  him. 

Like  empty  purses  pick'd ;  and  his  poor  sel^ 

A  dedicated  oeggar  to  the  air. 

With  his  disease  of  all-shunn'd  poverty, 

Walks,  like  contempt,  alone. — ^More  of  our  fellowcL 

Enter  other  Servants. 

Flav.  All  broken  implements  of  a  ruin*d  house. 

3  Serv.  Yet  do  our  hearts  wear  Timon^s  livery. 
That  see  I  by  our  faces ;  we  are  fellows  still, 
Serving  alike  in  sorrow :  leaked  is  our  bark ; 
And  we,  poor  mates,  stand  on  the  dying  deck 
Hearing  the  surges  threat:  we  must  aupart 
Into  this  sea  of  air. 

Flav,  Good  fellows  all. 

The  latest  of  my  wealth  I'll  share  amongst  you. 
Wherever  we  shall  meet,  for  Timon's  sake, 
Let 's  yet  be  fellows ;  let's  shake  our  heads,  and  say. 
As  'twere  a  knell  unto  our  master's  fortune. 
We  have  seen  better  days.     Let  each  take  some. 

[Giving  them  money, 
Kay,  put  out  all  vour  hands.     Not  one  word  more: 
Thus  part  we  ricn  in  sorrow,  parting  poor. 

[Servants  embrace,  and  part  several  wayt^ 
O,  the  fierce  wretchedness  that  glory  brings  us! 
Who  would  not  wish  to  be  from  wealth  exempt 
Since  riches  point  to  misery  and  contempt  ? 
Who  would  be  so  mock'd  with  glory  ?  or  to  live 
But  in  a  dream  of  friendship  ? 
To  have  his  pomp,  and  all  what  state  compoimds, 
But  only  painted,  like  his  vamish'd  friends  ? 
Poor  honest  lord,  brought  low  by  his  own  heart, 
Undone  by  goodness!     Strange,  unusual  blood. 
When  man's  worst  sin  is,  he  does  too  much  good! 
Who  then  dares  to  be  luJf  so  kind  again  ? 
For  bounty,  that  makes  sods,  does  still  mar  men. 
My  dearest  lord, — bless'd  to  be  most  accurs'd. 
Rich  only  to  be  wretched, — thy  great  fortunes 
Are  made  thy  chief  afflictions.     Alas,  kind  lord! 
He 's  flung  in  rage  from  this  ingrateful  seat 
Of  monstrous  Mends ;  nor  has  he  with  him  to 
Supply  his  life,  or  that  which  can  command  it. 
I'll  foUow  and  enquire  him  out : 
rU  ever  serve  his  mind  with  my  best  will ; 
Whilst  I  have  gold.  Til  be  his  steward  still  [ExU, 
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SCENE  HL— The  Woods.    B^&reTutov'aCave. 

Enter  Timon. 
Tim.  0  blessed  breeding  sun,  draw  from  the  earth 
Rotten  humidity ;  below  thy  sister's  orb 
Infect  the  air!     Twinn'd  brothers  of  one  womb, — 
Whose  procreation,  residence,  and  birth 
Scarce  is  dividant, — ^touch  them  with  several  fortunes; 
The  greater  scorns  the  lesser:  not  nature, 
To  \diom  all  sores  lay  siege,  can  bear  great  fortune 
Bat  by  contempt  of  nature. 
Baise  me  this  begear  and  deny't  that  lord ; 
The  senator  shall  Dear  contempt  hereditary. 
The  beggar  native  honour. 
It  is  the  pasture  lards  the  rother*8  sides, 
The  want  that  makes  him  lean.     Who  dares,  who  dare% 
In  purity  of  manhood  stand  ui)right. 
And  say,  This  man  '«  ajlaittrer?  if  one  be. 
So  are  they  all ;  for  every  grise  of  fortune 
Is  smooth'd  by  that  below :  the  learned  pate 
Ducks  to  the  golden  fool :  all  is  oblique; 
There 's  nothing  level  in  our  cursed  natures 
But  direct  viUany.    Therefore,  be  abhorr'd 
All  feasts,  societies,  and  throngs  of  men! 
His  semblable,  yea,  himself  Timon  disdains  i 
Destruction  fang  mankind! — Earth,  yield  me  roots! 

[Digging, 
Who  seeks  for  better  of  thee,  sauce  his  ipalate 
With  thy  most  operant  poison!     What  is  here  ? 
Gold  ?  yellow,  ghtterina,  precious  gold  ?  No,  gods, 
I  am  no  idle  votarist.     Koots,  you  clear  heavens! 
Thus  much  of  this  will  make  black,  white;  foul,  fair; 
Wrong,  right ;  base,  noble ;  old,  young ;  coward,  valiant 
Ha,  you  gods!  why  this  ?  what  this,  you  gods?  why,  this 
Will  lug  your  priests  and  servants  from  your  sides ; 
Pluck  stout  men's  pillows  from  below  their  heads : 
This  vellow  slave 

Will  knit  and  break  religions ;  bless  the  accurs'd; 
Make  the  hoar  leprosy  aSor'd ;  place  thieves, 
And  give  them  title,  knee,  and  app^robation. 
With  senators  on  the  bench :  this  is  it 
That  makes  the  wappen'd  widow  wed  again ; 
She  whom  the  spitaL-house  and  ulcerous  sores 
Would  cast  the  gorge  at,  this  embalms  and  spices 
To  the  April  day  again.    Come,  damned  earUi, 
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Thou  common  whore  of  mankind,  that  putt'st  odds 

Among  the  rout  of  nations,  I  will  make  thee 

Do  thy  right  nature. — [March  afar  oS.\    Ha!  a  cutuiii— 

Thou'rt  quick, 
But  yet  I'll  bury  thee:  thou'lt  go,  strong  thie( 
When  gouty  kee|»ers  of  thee  cannot  stand : — 
Kay,  stay  thou  out  for  earnest.  [Keeping  soTne  goUL 

Enter  Alcibiades,  with  drum  and  fife,  in  warlike 
manner;  Phrynia  a»(Z  Timandra. 

Alcib.  ■  What  art  thou  there?  speak. 

Tvm.  A  beast,  as  thou  art  The  canker  gnaw  thy  heart 
For  showing  me  again  the  eyes  of  man ! 

Alcib.  W^t  is  thy  name?    Is  man  so  hateful  to  thee, 
That  art  thyself  a  man? 

Tim.  I  am  misanthropos,  and  hate  mankind. 
For  thy  part,  I  do  wish  thou  wert  a  dog, 
That  I  might  love  thee  something. 

Alcib.  I  know  thee  well ; 

But  in  thy  fortunes  am  unleam*d  and  strange. 

Tim.  I  know  thee  too ;  and  mure  than  t^t  I  know  tht«e 
I  not  desire  to  know.     Follow  thy  drum ; 
With  man's  blood  ^aint  the  ground,  gules,  gules : 
Religious  canons,  civil  laws  are  cruel ; 
Then  what  should  war  be  ?  This  fell  whore  of  thine 
Hath  in  her  more  destruction  than  thy  sword. 
For  all  her  cherubin  look. 

Phr.  Thy  lips  rot  off! 

Tim.  I  will  not  kiss  thee;  then  the  rot  returns 
To  thine  own  lips  again. 

Alcib.  How  came  the  noble  Timon  to  this  change? 

Tim.  As  the  moon  does,  b^  wanting  light  to  give: 
But  then  renew  I  could  not,  like  the  moon ; 
There  were  no  suns  to  borrow  of. 

Aldh.  Noble  Timon, 

What  friendship  may  I  do  thee? 

Tim.  None,  but  to 

Maintain  my  opinion. 

Alcib.  What  is  it,  Timon? 

Tim.  Promise  me  friendship,  but  perform  none :  if  thou 
wilt  not  promise,  the  gods  plague  thee,  for  thou  art  a  man  I 
if  thou  dost  perform,  confound  thee,  for  thou  art  a  man! 

Alcib.  I  have  heard  in  some  sort  of  thy  miseries. 

TVm.  Thou  saw'st  them  when  I  had  prosperity. 

Alcib.  I  see  them  now;  then  was  a  blessed  time. 

Tim,  As  thine  is  now,  held  with  a  brace  of  harlota. 
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Timan.  Is  this  the  Athenian  minion  whom  the  world 
Voic'd  80  regardfully? 

Tim,  Art  thou  Timandra? 

TimatL  Yes. 

Tim.  Be  a  whore  still!  they  love  thee  not  that  use  thee; 
Give  them  diseases,  leaving  with  thee  their  lust. 
Make  use  of  thy  salt  hours:  season  the  slaves 
VoT  tubs  and  baths ;  bring  down  rose-cheek'd  youth  to 
The  tub-fast  and  the  diet 

Timan.  Hang  thee,  monster  I 

Akib.  Pardon  him,  sweet  Timandra;  for  his  witi 
Are  drown'd  and  lost  in  his  calamities. — 
I  have  but  little  gold  of  late,  brave  Timon, 
The  want  whereof  doth  daily  make  revolt 
In  my  jtenurious  band :  I  have  heard  and  grieved. 
How  cursed  Athens,  mindless  of  thy  worth, 
Forgetting  thy  great  deeds,  when  neighbour  states, 
But  for  thy  sword  and  fortune,  trod  upon  them, — 
Tim.  I  pr'ythee,  beat  thy  drum,  and  get  thee  gone. 
Alcib.  I  am  thy  friend,  and  pity  thee,  dear  Timon. 
Tim^  How  dost  thou  pity  him  whom  thou  dost  troublet 
I  had  rather  be  alone. 

Alcib.  Why,  fetre  thee  well ; 

Here  is  some  gold  for  thee. 

7^771.  Keep  it,  I  cannot  eat  it. 

Alcib.  When  I  have  laid  proud  Athens  on  a  heap, — 
Tim.  Warr'st  thou  'gainst  Athens? 
A  fcib.  Ay,  Timon,  and  have  canaa 

Tim.  The  gods  confound  them  aU  in  thy  conquest; 
And  thee  after,  when  thou  hast  conquered ! 
Alcib.  Why  me,  Timon? 
Tim.  That,  by  killing  of  villains. 
Thou  wast  bom  to  conquer  my  coimtry. 
Put  up  thy  gold :  go  on, — ^here  *8  gold, — ^go  on ; 
Be  as  a  planetary  pla^e,  when  Jove 
iVill  o'er  some  hign-vic'd  city  hang  his  poison 
t ji  the  sick  air :  let  not  thy  sword  skip  one : 
Pity  not  honour'd  age  for  his  white  beard. 
He  is  an  usurer :  strike  me  the  counterfeit  matron : 
It  is  her  habit  only  that  is  honest, 
Herself 's  a  bawd:  let  not  the  virgin's  cheek 
Make  soft  thy  trenchant  sword ;  for  those  milk  paps, 
That  through  the  window-bars  bore  at  men's  eyes, 
Are  not  witnin  the  leaf  of  pity  writ. 
But  set  them  down  horrible  traitors :  spare  not  the  babe^ 
Whose  dimpled  smiles  from  fools  exhaust  their  mercy ; 
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Think  it  a  bastard,  whom  the  oracle 
Hath  doubtfully  pronounced  thy  throat  shall  cut, 
And  mince  it  sans  remorse :  swear  against  objects ; 
Put  armour  on  thine  ears  and  on  thine  eyes ; 
Whose  proof  nor  yells  of  mothers,  maids,  nor  babes, 
Nor  signt  of  priests  in  holy  vestments  bleeding, 
Shall  pierce  a  jot.     There 's  gold  to  pay  thy  soldiers : 
Make  large  confusion;  and,  thy  fury  spent, 
Confounded  be  thyself !    Speak  not,  be  gone. 

Aldb,  Hast  thou  gold  yet?    I'll  take  the  gqld  thou giv'st 
me, 
Not  all  thy  counsel 

Tim.  Dost  thou,  or  dost  thou  not,  heaven's  curse  upon 
thee! 

Phr,  and  Timan.  Give  us  some  gold,  good  Timon :  hast 
thou  more? 

Tim.  Enough  to  make  a  whore  forswear  her  trade, 
And  to  make  whores,  a  bawd.     Hold  up,  you  sluts. 
Your  aprons  mountant:  you  are  not  oathable, — 
Although  I  know  you'll  swear,  terribly  swear. 
Into  strong  shudders  and  to  heavenly  agues, 
The  immortal  gods  that  hear  you, — spare  your  oaths, 
I'll  trust  to  your  conditions :  be  whores  still ; 
And  he  whose  pious  breath  seeks  to  convert  you, 
Be  strong  in  wnore,  allure  him,  bum  him  up ; 
Let  your  dose  fire  predominate  his  smoke, 
And  be  no  turncoats :  yet  may  your  pains  six  months 
Be  quite  contrary :  ana  thatch  your  poor  thin  roofs 
With  burdens  of  the  dead ; — some  that  were  hang'd. 
No  matter : — ^wear  them,  betray  with  them :  whore  still ; 
Paint  till  a  horse  may  mire  upon  your  face : 
A  pox  of  wrinkles ! 

Phr.  and  Timan.  Well,  more  gold. — ^Whatthen? — 
Believ't,  that  we'll  do  anything  for  gold. 

Tim.  Consumptions  sow 
In  hollow  bones  of  man ;  strike  their  sharp  shins. 
And  mar  men's  spurring.    Crack  the  lawyer's  voice. 
That  he  may  never  more  false  title  plead, 
Nor  sound  his  q^uillets  shrilly :  hoar  the  flamen, 
That  scolds  agamst  the  quality  of  flesh 
And  not  believes  himself:  down  with  the  nose, 
Down  with  it  flat ;  take  the  bridge  quite  away 
Of  him  that,  his  particular  to  foresee. 
Smells  from  the  general  weal:  make  curl'd-pate  rufiSans 

bald; 
And  let  the  unscarr'd  braggarts  of  the  war 
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Derive  some  pain  from  yon :  plague  all ; 

That  your  activity  may  defeat  and  quell 

The  source  of  all  erection. — There  'fl  more  gold  i — 

Po  vou  damn  others  and  let  this  danm  you. 

Ana  ditches  grave  you  all! 

Phr.  and  Timan,  More  counsel  with  more  money,  bounte* 

ous  Timon. 
Tim,  More  whore,  more  mischief  first;  I  have  given  you 

earnest. 
Alcib.  Strike- up  the  drum  towards  Athens!  Farewell 
Timon : 
If  I  thrive  well  I'll  visit  thee  again. 

Tim,  If  I  hope  well  I'll  never  see  thee  more. 
Aldb,  I  never  did  thee  harm. 
Tim.  Yes,  thou  spok'st  well  of  ma 
Aldb.  CaU'st  thou  that  harm! 

Tim^  Men  daily  find  it.     Get  thee  away,  and  take 
Thy  beagles  with  thee. 

A  lab.  We  but  offend  him.  — Strike ! 

[Drum  beats.     Exeunt  Alcib.,  Phr.,  and  Tim. 
Tim.  That  nature,  being  sick  of  man's  unkindness, 
Should  yet  be  hungry! — Common  mother,  thou,     [Digging, 
Whose  womb  immeasurable  and  infinite  breast 
Teems  and  feeds  all ;  whose  self-same  mettle. 
Whereof  thy  proud  child,  arrogant  man,  is  puff'd. 
Engenders  the  black  toad  and  adder  blue. 
The  gilded  uewt  and  eyeless  venom'd  worm, 
With  all  the  abhorred  births  below  crisp  heaven 
Whereon  Hyperion's  quickening  fire  doth  shine ; 
Yield  him,  wno  all  thy  human  sons  doth  hate, 
From  forth  thy  plenteous  bosom,  one  poor  root  I 
Ensear  thy  fertile  and  conceptions  womb, 
Let  it  no  more  bring  out  iugrateful  man ! 
Go  great  with  tigers,  dragons,  wolves,  and  bears ; 
Teem  with  new  monsters,  whom  thy  upward  face 
Hath  to  the  marbled  mansion  all  above 
Never  presented  ! — O,  a  root, — dear  thanks  ! 
Dry  up  thy  marrows,  vines,  and  plough-torn  leas; 
Whereof  ingrateful  man,  with  lic[uorish  draughts 
And  morsels  unctuous,  greases  his  pure  min^ 
That  from  it  all  consideration  slips ! 

Enter  Apemantus. 
More  man?  plague,  plague! 

Apem^  I  was  directed  hither :  men  report 
Thou  dost  affect  my  manners,  and  dost  use  them. 
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Tim.  Tis,  then,  because  thou  dost  not  keep  a  dog 
Whom  I  would  imitate :  consumption  catch  thee ! 

Apem.  This  is  in  thee  a  nature  but  affected ; 
A  poor  immanly  melancholy  sprung 
From  change  of  fortune.    Why  this  spade  ?  this  place  t 
This  slave-Bke  habit?  and  these  looks  of  care  ? 
Thy  flatterers  yet  wear  silk,  drink  wine,  lie  soft ; 
Hug  their  diseas'd  perfumes,  and  have  forgot 
That  ever  Timon  was.     Shame  not  these  woods 
By  putting  on  the  cunning  of  a  carper. 
Be  thou  a  flatterer  now,  and  seek  to  thrive 
By  that  which  has  undone  thee :  hinge  thy  knee, 
Aid  let  his  very  breath  whom  thou*lt  observe 
Blow  off  thy  cap ;  praise  his  most  vicious  strain. 
And  call  it  excellent :  thou  wast  told  thus ; 
Thou  gav'st  thine  ears,  like  tapsters  that  bid  welcome^ 
To  knaves  and  all  approachers :  *tis  most  just 
That  thou  tura  rascal;  hadst  thou  wealth  a^ain 
Bascals  should  have*t.    Do  not  assume  my  likeness. 

Tim.  Were  I  like  thee,  I'd  throw  away  myselt 

Apem.  Thou  hast  cast  away  thyself^  being  like  thyseli  ; 
A  madman  so  long,  now  a  fooL     What,  thi&^st 
That  the  bleak  air,  thy  boisterous  chamberlain. 
Will  put  thy  shirt  on  warm  ?    Will  these  moss'd  trees. 
That  nave  outliv'd  the  eagle,  page  thy  heels, 
And  skip  when  thou  point'st  out  ?  .  Will  the  cold  brook. 
Candied  with  ice,  caudle  thy  momins  taste 
To  cure  thy  o'emight*s  surfeit?  call  the  creatures, — 
Whose  naked  natures  live  in  all  the  spite 
Of  wreakful  heaven ;  whose  bare  unhoused  trunks, 
To  the  conflicting  elements  exposed. 
Answer  mere  nature, — bid  them  flatter  thee ; 
O,  thou  Shalt  find,— 

Tim.  A  fool  of  thee :  depart. 

Apem.  I  love  thee  better  now  than  eer  I  did. 

Tim,  I  hate  thee  worse. 

Apem,  Why? 

Ttm.  Thou  flatter  st  misery. 

Apem,  I  flatter  not ;  but  say  thou  art  a  caitiff. 

Tim.  Why  dost  thou  seek  me  out? 

Apem^  To  vex  thee. 

Tim.  Always  a  villain's  office  or  a  fooFs. 
Dost  please  thyself  in*t? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  What!  a  knave  too? 

Apem.  If  thou  didst  put  this  sour-cold  habit  oa 
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To  castigate  thy  pride,  'twere  well :  but  thou 

Dost  it  enforcedly ;  thou'dst  courtier  be  again 

Wert  thou  not  beggar.     Willing  misery 

Outlives  incertain  pomp,  is  crown'd  before 

The  one  is  filling  still,  never  complete ; 

The  other,  at  high  wish :  best  state,  contentless, 

Hath  a  distract^  and  most  wretched  being, 

Worse  than  the  worst,  content. 

Thou  should'st  desire  to  die,  being  miserable. 

Tim.  Not  by  his  breath  that  is  more  miserable. 
Thou  art  a  slave,  whom  Fortune's  tender  arm 
With  favour  never  clasp'd  ;  but  bred  a  dog. 
Hadst  thou,  like  us  from  our  first  swath,  proceeded 
The  sweet  degrees  that  this  brief  world  anords 
To  such  as  may  the  passive  drugs  of  it 
Freely  command,  thou  wouldst  have  plung'd  thyself 
In  general  riot ;  melted  down  thy  youth 
In  different  beds  of  lust ;  and  never  leam'd 
The  icy  precepts  of  respect,  but  follow'd 
Tlie  sugar'd  game  before  thee.    But  myself 
Who  had  the  world  as  my  confectionary ; 
Tlie  mouths,  the  tongues,  the  eyes,  and  hearts  of  men 
At  duty,  more  than  I  could  frame  em]>loyment; 
That  numberless  upon  me  stuck,  as  leaves 
Do  on  the  oak,  have  with  one  winter's  brush 
Fell  from  their  boughs,  and  left  me  open,  bare     ' 
For  every  storm  that  blows ; — I,  to  bear  this. 
That  never  knew  but  better,  is  some  burden : 
Thy  nature  did  commence  in  sufferance,  time 
Hath  made  thee  hard  in't.    Why  shouldst  thou  hate  men? 
They  never  flatter*d  thee :  what  hast  thou  given? 
If  thou  wilt  curse,  thy  father,  that  poor  rag. 
Must  be  thy  subject ;  who,  in  spite,  put  stuff 
To  some  she  beggar,  and  compoundea  thee 
Poor  rogue  her^tairy.     Hence!  be  gone! — 
If  thou  hadst  not  been  bom  the  worst  of  men. 
Thou  hadst  been  a  knave  and  flatterer. 

A  pern.  Art  thou  proud  yet? 

Tim,  Ay,  that  I  am  not  thee. 

Apem.  I,  that  I  was 

No  prodigal 

Tim,  I,  that  I  am  one  now : 

Were  all  the  wealth  I  have  shut  up  in  thee, 
Id  give  thee  leave  to  hang  it.     Get  thee  gon«.— 
That  the  whole  life  of  Athens  were  in  this ! 
Thus  would  I  eat  it.  [Eating  a  root 
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Apem.  Here ;  I  will  mend  thy  fe«ast. 

[Offering  him  sornf flung. 

Tim.  First  mend  my  company,  take  away  thyself. 

Apem.  So  I  shall  mend  mine  own  by  the  lack  of  thine. 

Tim.  'Tis  not  well  mended  so,  it  is  but  botch'd; 
If  not,  I  would  it  were. 

Apem.  What  wouldst  thou  have  to  Athens? 

Tim.  Thee  thither  in  a  whirlwind.     If  thou  wilt, 
Tell  them  there  I  have  gold ;  look,  so  I  have. 

Apem.  Here  is  no  use  for  gold. 

Tvm.  The  best  and  truest : 

For  here  it  sleeps,  and  does  no  hired  harm. 

Apem.  Where  ly'st  o'  nights,  Timon? 

Tim.  Under  that's  above  me. 

Where  feed'st  thou  o'  days,  Apemantus? 

Apem.  Where  my  stomach  finds  meat;  or,  rather,  where 
I  eat  it. 

Tim.  Would  poison  were  obedient,  and  knew  my  mind! 

Apem.  Where  wouldst  thou  send  it! 

Tim.  To  sauce  thy  dishes. 

Apem.  The  middle  of  humanity  thou  never  knewest, 
but  the  extremity  of  both  ends:  when  thou  wast  in  thy 
gilt  and  thy  perfume  they  mocked  thee  for  too  much 
cariosity ;  in  thy  rags  thou  knowest  none,  but  art  despised 
for  the  contrary.     There 's  a  medlar  for  thee,  eat  it. 

Tim.  On  what  I  hate  I  feed  not. 

Apem.  Dost  hate  a  medlar? 

Tim.  Ay,  though  it  look  like  thee. 

Apem.  An  thou  hadst  hated  medlars  sooner,  thou  shouldst 
liave  Iqved  thyself  better  now.  What  man  didst  thou  ever 
know  unthrift  that  was  beloved  after  his  means? 

Tirn.  Who  without  those  means  thou  talkest  of  didst 
thou  ever  know  beloved? 

Apem.  Myself 

Tvm.  I  understand  thee;  thou  hadst  some  means  to  keep 
a  dog. 

Apeva.  What  things  in  the  world  canst  thou  nearest 
compare  to  thy  flatterers? 

Tim.  Women  nearest;  but  men,  men  are  the  things 
themselves.  What  wouldst  thou  do  with  the  world,  Ape- 
mantus, if  it  la^  in  thy  power? 

Avem.  Give  it  the  beasts,  to  be  rid  of  the  men. 

Tim.  Wouldst  thou  have  thyself  fall  in  the  confusion 
of  men,  and  remain  a  beast  with  the  beasts? 

Apem.  Ay,  Timon. 

Tim.  A  beastly  ambition,  which  the  gods  grant  thee  tf 
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attain  to!  If  thou  wert  the  lion,  the  fox  would  beguile 
thee:  if  thou  wert  the  lamb,  the  fox  would  eat  thee:  if 
thou  wert  the  fox,  the  lion  would  suspect  thee,  when, 
peradventure,  thou  wert  accused  by  the  ass :  if  thou  wert 
the  ass,  thy  dullness  would  torment  thee;  and  still  thou 
livedst  but  as  a  breakfast  to  the  wolf:  if  thou  wert  the  wolfi 
thy  greediness  would  afflict  thee,  and  oft  thou  shouldst 
hazard  thy  life  for  thy  dinner :  wert  thou  the  unicorn,  pride 
and  wrath  would  confound  theo,  and  make  thine  o^ti  self 
the  conquest  of  thy  fury :  wert  thou  a  bear,  thou  wouldst 
be  killed  by  the  horse;  wert  thou  a  horse,  thou  wouldst 
be  seized  by  the  leopard ;  wert  thou  a  leopard,  thou  wert 
^erman  to  the  lion,  and  the  spots  of  thy  kindred  were 
jurors  on  thy  life :  all  thy  safety  were  remotion ;  and  thy 
defence  absence.  What  beast  couldst  thou  be,  that  were 
not  subject  to  a  beast?  and  what  a  beast  art  thou  already, 
that  seest  not  thy  loss  in  transformation ! 

Apem.  If  thou  couldst  please  me  with  speaking  to  me, 
thou  might*8t  have  hit  upon  it  here:  the  commonwealth 
of  Athens  is  become  a  forest  of  beasts. 

Tim,  How  has  the  ass  broke  the  wall,  that  thou  art  out 
of  the  city? 

Apem.  Yonder  comes  a  poet  and  a  painter:  the  plague  of 
company  light  upon  thee!  I  will  fear  to  catch  it,  and  give 
way :  when  I  know  not  what  else  to  do,  I'll  see  thee  again. 

Tim.  When  there  is  nothing  living  but  thee,  thou  shalt 
be  welcome.  I  had  rather  be  a  beggar's  dog  than  Ai>eman- 
tus. 

Apem,  Thou  art  the  cap  of  all  the  fools  alive. 

Tim^,  Would  thou  wert  clean  enough  to  spit  upon! 

Apem^  A  pjlague  on  thee,  thou  art  too  bad  to  cursel 

Tim,  All  villains  that  do  stand  by  thee  are  pure. 

Apem,  There  is  no  leprosy  but  what  thou  speak'st. 

7'tm.  If  I  name  thee. — 
rU  beat  thee,  but  I  should  infect  my  hands. 

Apem,  I  would  my  tongue  could  rot  them  off  I 

Tim,  Awa^r,  thou  issue  of  a  man^  dog! 
Choler  does  kill  me  that  thou  art  alive ; 
I  swoon  to  see  thee. 

Apemi  Would  thou  wouldst  burst! 

Tim^  Away, 

Thou  tedious  rogue!     I  am  sorry  I  shall  lose 
K  stone  by  thee.  [Throua  a  ttone  (U  ktaik 

Apem,  Beast! 

Tim.  Slave! 

Apem.  Toadl 
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Trm,  Rogue,  rogue,  rogue! 

[Apem.  retreats  backward^  as  going. 
I  am  sick  of  this  false  world ;  and  will  love  naught 
But  even  the  mere  necessities  upon't. 
Then,  Timon,  presently  prepare  thy  grave ; 
Lie  where  the  light  foam  of  the  sea  may  beat 
Thy  grave-stone  daily :  make  thine  epitaph. 
That  death  in  me  at  others'  lives  may  laugh. 
O  thou  sweet  king-killer  and  dear  divorce 

[Looking  on  the  gold. 
Twixt  natural  son  and  sire !  thou  bright  defiler 
Of  Hjrmen's  purest  bed!  thou  valiant  Mars  I 
Thou  ever  young,  fresh,  lov'd,  and  delicate  wooer. 
Whose  blush  doth  thaw  the  consecrated  snow 
That  lies  on  Dian's  lap!  thou  visible  god, 
That  solder'st  close  impossibilities, 
Ajid  mak'st  them  kiss!  that  speak' st  with  every  tongue 
To  every  purpose!    O  thou  touch  of  hearts! 
Think,  thy  slave,  man,  rebels ;  and  by  thy  virtue 
Set  them  into  confounding  odds,  that  beasts 
May  have  the  world  in  empire! 

Apem.  Would 'twere  80 ! — 

But  not  till  I  am  dead. — ^I'U  say  thou^st  gold: 
Thou  wilt  be  throng'd  to  Shortly. 

Tim.  Throng'd  to? 

Apem.  Ay. 

Tim.  Thy  back,  I  pr'ythee. 

Apem.  live,  and  love  thy  misery! 

Tim.  Long  live  so,  and  so  die !  [Mcit  Apemantus.]  I  am 
quit. 
More  things  like  men? — Eat,  Timon,  and  abhor  them. 

Enter  Thieves. 

1  TTiief.  Where  should  he  have  this  gold  ?  It  is  some  poor 
fragment,  some  slender  ort  of  his  remainder:  the  'mere 
want  of  gold  and  the  faUing-from  of  his  fidends  drove  hinT 
into  this  melancholy. 

2  Thief.  It  is  noised  he  hath  a  mass  of  treasure. 

3  Thi^.  Let  us  make  the  assay  upon  him :  if  he  care  not 
for't,  he  will  supply  us  easily;  if  he  covetously  reserve  it, 
how  shall  *8get  it  ? 

2  Thief.  True ;  for  he  bears  it  not  about  him,  'tis  hid. 

1  Thief.  Is  not  this  he? 
Thieves.  Where? 

2  Tliief  'Tis  his  description. 

3  7%i^.  He ;  I  know  him. 
VOL.  V.  B 
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Thievfu.  Save  thee,  Timon. 

Tinu  Now,  thieves? 

Thieves.  Soldiers,  not  thieves. 

Tim,  Both  too ;  and  M^omen'a  sons. 

Thieves.  We  are  not  thieves,  but  men  that  mnch  do  want^ 

Tim.  Your  greatest  want  is,  you  want  much  of  meat. 
Why  should  you  want?    Beholo,  the  earth  hath  roots; 
\N'iUiin  this  mile  brejik  forth  a  hundred  springs: 
The  oaks  bear  mast,  the  briers  scarlet  hips ; 
The  bounteous  housewife,  nature,  on  each  bush 
Lays  her  ftill  mess  before  you.    Want!  wh^r  want? 

1  Thief,  We  cannot  live  on  grass,  on  berries,  water, 
As  beasts  and  birds  and  fishes. 

Tim,  Nor  cm  the  beasts  themselves,  the  birds,  and  fishes; 
You  must  eat  men.     Yet  thanks  1  must  you  con. 
That  jrou  are  thieves  profess'd ;  that  you  work  not 
In  holier  sha])es :  for  there  is  boundless  theft 
In  limited  professions.     Rascal  thieves. 
Here  *s  gold.     Go,  suck  the  subtle  blood  o'  the  grape 
Till  the  high  fever  seethe  your  blood  to  froth. 
And  so  ^  scape  hanging :  trust  not  the  physician ; 
His  antidotes  are  poison,  and  he  slays 
More  than  you  roD :  take  wealth  and  lives  together; 
Do  villany,  do,  since  you  protest  to  do't. 
Like  wort  men.     I'll  example  you  with  thievery: 
The  snn  's  a  thief,  and  with  his  great  attraction 
Bobs  the  vast  sea :  the  moon  's  an  arrant  thie^ 
And  her  pale  fire  she  snatches  from  the  sun : 
The  sea  *s  a  thief,  whose  liquid  surge  resolves 
The  moon  into  salt  tears :  the  earth  's  a  thief. 
That  feeds  and  breeds  by  a  composture  stolen 
From  general  excrement :  each  thing 's  a  thief: 
The  laws,  your  curb  and  whip,  in  their  rough  power 
Have  uncheck*d  theft     Love  not  yourselves ;  away, 
Rob  one  another ; — ^there's  more  j?old ; — cut  throats; 
All  that  you  meet  are  thieves.     To  Athens  go. 
Break  open  shops ;  nothing  can  you  steal 
But  thieves  do  lose  it :  steal  not  less  for  this 

1  give  you ;  and  gold  confound  you  howsoe'er ! 

Allien.  [Timon  retires  to  his  cave. 

3  Thief.  Has  almost  charmed  me  from  my  profession  by 
l«er8uading  me  to  it 

1  Thief  Tis  in  the  malice  of  mankind  that  he  thus  advises 
lis ;  not  to  have  us  thrive  in  our  mystery. 

2  Thirf,  ril  believe  him  as  an  enemy,  and  give  over  my_ 
trade. 
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1   Thief,  Let  us  first  see  peace  in  Athens:  there  is  no 
time  so  miserable  but  a  man  may  be  true.  [ISxeufU  Thieves. 

Enter  Flavius. 
Flav.  O  you  eods!  ^ 

Is  yond  despisM  and  ruinous  man  my  lord? 
Full  of  decay  and  failing?    0  monument 
And  wonder  of  good  deeds  evilly  bestowed! 
What  an  alteration  of  honour 
Has  de8]>erate  want  made! 
What  viler  thing  upon  the  earth  tban  Mends 
Who  can  bring  ooblest  minds  to  basest  endsl 
How  rarely  does  it  meet  with  this  time's  guise, 
When  man  was  wish'd  to  love  his  enemies! 
Grant  I  may  ever  love,  and  rather  woo 
Those  that  would  mischief  me  than  those  that  do! — 
Has  caught  me  in  his  eye :  I  vrill  present 
My  honest  ^ef  unto  lum ;  and,  as  my  lord. 
Still  serve  mm  with  my  life. — My  dearest  master! 

TiMON  comes  forward  from  his  cave, 

Tim,  Away!  what  art  thou? 

F/av.  Have  you  forgot  me,  sir? 

Tim.  Why  dost  ask  that?  I  have  forgot  all  men ; 
Then,  if  thou  grant'st  thou'rt  a  man,  I  nave  forgot  thee. 

Fav,  An  honest  poor  servant  of  yours. 

7'm.  Then  I  know  thee  not : 
I  ne'er  bad  honest  man  about  me,  I ;  all 
1  kept  were  knaves,  to  serve  in  meat  to  villains. 

Flav.  The  gods  are  witness. 
Ne'er  did  poor  steward  wear  a  truer  grief 
For  his  undone  lord  than  mine  eyes  for  yom. 

Tim.  What,  dost  thou  weep? — Come  nearer; — then  I  love 
thee 
Because  thou  art  a  woman,  and  disclaim'st 


„  ,  s  -      Y'  I  weeping! 

A'/a«.  I  beg  of  you  to  know  me,  good  my  lord, 
To  accept  my  grief,  and,  whilst  this  poor  wealth  lasts, 
To  entertain  me  as  your  steward  still 

Tim.  Had  I  a  steward 
So  true,  so  just,  and  now  so  comfortable? 
It  almost  turns  my  dangerous  nature  mild. 
l<et  me  behold  thy  face.     Surely,  this  man 
Was  bom  of  woman. — 
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Forgive  my  general  and  exceptless  rashnesa, 

You  perpetual-sober  gods !     1  do  proclaim 

One  honest  man, — ^mistake  me  not, — ^but  one; 

No  more,  I  pray, — and  he's  a  steward. — 

How  fain  would  I  have  hated  all  mankind ! 

And  thou  redeem'st  thyself:  but  all,  save  thee^ 

I  fell  with  curses. 

Methinks  thou  art  more  honest  now  than  wise; 

For  by  oppressing  and  betraying  me 

Thou  might'st  have  sooner  got  another  service; 

For  man^r  so  arrive  at  second  masters 

V\K)n  their  first  lord's  neck     But  tell  me  true, — 

For  I  must  ever  doubt,  though  ne'er  so  sure, — 

Is  not  thy  kindness  subtle,  covetous, 

If  not  a  usuring  kindness,  and,  as  rich  men  deal  gifts, 

Expecting  in  return  twenty  for  one? 

Pfav.  No,  my  most  worthy  master ;  in  whose  breast 
Doubt  and  suspect,  alas,  are  plac'd  to )  late : 
You  should  have  fear'd  false  times  when  you  did  feast: 
Suspect  still  comes  where  an  estate  is  least. 
That  which  I  show,  heaven  knows,  is  merely  love, 
Duty,  and  zeal  to  your  unmatched  mind. 
Care  of  your  food  and  living;  and,  believe  it, 
My  most  honour'd  lord. 
For  any  benefit  that  points  to  me. 
Either  in  hope  or  present,  I'd  exchange 
For  this  one  wish, — that  you  had  power  and  wealth* 
To  requite  me,  by  making  rich  yourself. 

7'iw.  Look  thee,  'tis  so ! — ^Thou  singly  honest  man, 
Here,  take : — ^the  gods,  out  of  my  misery. 
Have  sent  thee  treasure.     Ck),  live  rich  and  happy ; 
But  thus  condition'd: — thou  shalt  build  from  men; 
Hate  all,  curse  all ;  show  charity  to  none ; 
But  let  the  famish'd  flesh  slide  from  the  bone 
Ere  thou  relieve  the  beggar :  give  to  dogs 
What  thou  deny'st  to  men ;  let  prisons  swallow  'em. 
Debts  wither  'em  to  nothing :  be  men  like  blasted  woods, 
And  may  diseases  lick  up  their  fedse  bloods ! 
And  so,  farewell  and  thnve. 

Flav.  0,  let  me  stay. 

And  comfort  you,  my  master. 

Tim.  If  thou  hat'st  curses,  • 

Stay  not;  but  fly  whilst  thou'rt  bless'd  and  free: 
Ne'er  see  thou  man,  and  let  me  ne'er  Bee  thoe. 

[joixeunt  dCvemUjf. 
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ACT  Y. 

SCENE  L— The  Woods.     Befort  Timon's  Cavt, 

Enter  Poet  and  Painter ;  Ttmon  vxitching  them  from 
his  cave. 

Pain.  As  I  took  note  of  the  place,  it  cannot  lie  far  where 
he  abides. 

Poet.  What  *s  to  be  thonght  of  him?  Does  the  rumoui 
hold  for  true  that  he's  so  fuU  of  gold? 

Pain.  Certain :  Alcibiades  reports  it ;  Phrynia  and  Tim  • 
andra  had  gold  of  him :  he  likewise  enriched  poor  straggling 
soldiers  with  great  quantity:  *tis  said  he  gave  unto  his 
steward  a  mighty  sum. 

Poet.  Then  tbls  breaking  of  his  has  been  but  a  try  for  his 
inends. 

Pain.  Nothing  else :  you  shall  see  him  a  palm  in  Athens 
again,  and  flourish  with  the  highest  Therefore  'tis  not  amiss 
we  tender  our  loves  to  him,  in  this  supposed  distress  of 
his :  it  will  show  honestly  in  us ;  and  is  very  likely  to  load 
our  purposes  with  what  they  travail  for,  if  it  be  a  just  and 
true  report  that  goes  of  his  having. 

PoeL  What  have  you  now  to  present  unto  him? 

Pain.  Nothing  at  this  time  but  my  visitation:  only  1 
will  promise  him  an  excellent  piece. 

Poet.  I  must  serve  him  so  too, — tell  him  of  an  intent 
that 's  coming  toward  him. 

Pain.  Good  as  the  best.  Promising  is  the  very  air  o*  the 
time :  it  opens  the  eyes  of  expectation :  performance  is  ever 
the  duller  for  his  act ;  and  but  in  the  plainer  and  simpler 
kind  of  people  the  deed  of  saying  is  quite  out  of  use.  To 
promise  is  most  courtly  and  fashionable :  performance  is  a 
kind  of  will  or  testament  which  argues  a  great  sickness  in 
bis  judgment  that  makes  it. 

7\'m.  EbLceUent  workman !  thou  canst  not  paint  a  man  so 
bad  as  is  thyself. 

Poet.  I  am  thinking  what  I  shall  say  I  have  provided 
for  him:  it  must  be  a  personating  of  himself:  a  satire 
against  the  softness  of  prosx>erity,  with  a  discovery  of  the 
infinite  flatteries  that  follow  youth  and  opulency. 

Tim.  Must  thou  needs  stand  for  a  villain  in  thine  own 
work?  wilt  thou  whip  thine  own  faults  in  other  men?  Do 
■0,  1  have  gold  for  thee. 

Foet.  Nay,  let 's  seek  him: 
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Then  do  we  sin  against  our  own  estate 
When  we  may  prutit  meet  and  come  too  late. 

Pain.  True; 
When  the  day  serves,  before  black -comer'd  nis;ht. 
Find  what  thou  want'st  by  free  and  oti'er'd  light. 
Come. 

Tim.  1*11  meet  you  at  the  turn.     What  a  god 's  gold, 
Tliat  he  is  worshipp'd  in  a  baser  temple 
Than  where  swine  feed  I 

'Tis  thou  that  rigg'st  the  bark,  and  plough*8t  the  foam: 
Settlest  admired  reverence  in  a  sUve : 
To  thee  be  worship !  and  thy  saints  for  aye 
Bo  crown*d  with  plagues,  that  thee  alone  obe 
Fit  I  meet  them.  [Advancing  from  his  caw; 

PoeL  Hail,  worthy  Timon ! 

Pain.  Our  late  noble  master  I 

Tim.  Have  I  once  liVd  to  see  two  honest  men? 

Poet.  Sir, 
Having  often  of  your  open  bounty  tasted, 
Heariog  you  were  retir'd,  your  friends  foll*n  off^ 
Whose  thankless  natures, — O  abhorred  spirits! — 
Not  all  the  whips  of  heaven  are  large  enough : 
What !  to  you. 

Whose  star-like  nobleness  gave  life  and  infiuencd 
To  their  whole  being !     I'm  rapt,  and  cannot  cover 
The  monstrous  bulk  of  this  ingratitude 
With  any  size  of  words. 

THm.  Let  it  go  naked,  men  may  see't  the  better: 
You  that  are  honest,  by  being  what  you  are, 
Make  them  best  seen  and  known. 

Pain.  He  and  myself 

Have  travail'd  in  the  great  shower  of  your  gifts, 
And  sweetly  felt  it. 

Tim.  Ay,  you  are  honest  men. 

Pain.  We  are  hither  come  to  offer  you  our  service. 

Tim.  Most  honest  men !    Why,  how  shall  I  requite  you! 
Cim  you  eat  roots,  and  drink  cold  water?  no. 

Both.  What  we  can  do,  we'll  do,  to  do  you  service. 

Tim^  Ye' re  honest  men :  yeVe  heard  that  I  have  gold ; 
I  am  sure  you  have :   speak  truth ;  ye're  honest  men. 

Pain.  So  it  is  said,  my  noble  lord :  but  therefore 
Came  not  my  friend  nor  L 

Tim.  Good  honest  men! — ^Thou  draw'st  a  counteiTeit 
Best  in  all  Athens :  thou'rt  indeed  the  best; 
Thou  counterfeit'st  most  lively. 

Fain,  So,  so,  my  lord. 
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Tim,  £*en  bo,  sir,  as  I  say. — ^And,  for  thy  fiction, 

[To  iht  Poet 
Why,  thy  verse  swells  with  stuff  so  fine  and  smooth 
That  thou  art  even  natural  in  thine  art — 
But  for  all  this,  my  honest-natur'd  friends, 
I  must  needs  say  you  have  a  little  fault : 
Marry,  *tis  not  monstrous  in  you ;  neither  wish  I 
You  take  much  pains  to  mend. 

Botii,  Beseech  your  honour 

To  make  it  known  to  us. 

Tim.  Youll  take  it  ilL 

BotK  Most  thankfully,  my  lord. 

Tim.  WiU  you  indeed? 

Both,  Doubt  it  not,  worthy  lord. 

Tim,  There's  never  a  one  of  you  but  trusts  a  knave 
That  mightily  deceives  you. 

BotK  Do  we,  my  lord? 

Tim.  Kjy  and  you  hear  him  cog,  see  him  dissemble, 
Know  his  gross  patchery,  love  him,  feed  him. 
Keep  in  your  bosom :  yet  remain  assured 
That  he 's  a  made-up  villain. 

Pain,  I  know  none  such,  my  lord. 

Poet.  Nor  L 

Tim,  Look  you,  I  love  you  wdl ;  FU  give  you  gold 
Kid  me  these  villains  from  your  companies : 
Hang  them  or  stab  them,  drown  them  in  a  draught, 
Conround  them  by  some  course,  and  come  to  me, 
I'll  give  you  gold  enough. 

Both,  Name  them,  my  lord ;  let  *s  know  them. 

Tim.  You  that  way,  and  you  this, — ^but  two  in  company: 
Each  man  apart,  all  single  and  alone. 
Yet  an  arch-villain  keeps  him  company. 
If  where  thou  art  two  villains  shall  not  be,  [To  the  Painter. 
Come  not  near  him. — If  thou  wouldst  not  reside 

[To  the  Poet. 
But  where  one  villain  is,  then  him  abandon. — 
Hence !  pack !  there 's  gold, — ye  came  for  gold,  ye  slaves : 
You  have  done  work  t<x  me,  there's  pa3rment:  nencel — 
You  are  an  alchemist,  make  gold  of  that: — 
Out,  rascal  dogs !  [Exit^  beating  and  driving  them  ouL 

Enter  Flavius  and  two  Senators. 
Flav,  It  is  in  vain  that  you  would  speak  with  Timon; 
For  he  is  set  so  only  to  himself 
rhat  nothing  but  himseli^  which  looks  like  man, 
la  friendly  with  him. 
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1  Sen,  Bring  us  to  his  cave : 
It  is  our  part  and  promise  to  the  Atheuiaiuf 
To  speak  with  Timon. 

2  &len.  At  all  times  alike 

Men  are  not  still  the  same:  *twas  time  and  griefs 
lliat  firam'd  him  thus :  time,  with  his  fairer  naud. 
Offering  the  fortunes  of  his  former  days. 
The  former  man  may  make  him.     Bring  us  to  him. 
And  chance  it  as  it  may. 

Flav,  Here  is  his  cave. — 

Peace  and  content  be  here !   Lord  Timon !  Timon  I 
Look  out,  and  speak  to  fiiends ;  the  Athenians, 
By  two  of  their  most  reverend  senate,  greet  thee: 
Speak  to  them,  noble  Timon. 

Timon  cornea  from  his  Cave, 
Tim.  Thou  sun,  that  comfort'st,  bum  ! — Speak,  and  ha 
hanfij'd : 
For  each  true  word  a  blister !  and  each  false 
Be  as  a  cauterizing  to  the  root  o*  the  tongue, 
Consuming  it  with  speaking! 

1  Sen.  Worthy  Timon,— 

Tim.  Of  none  but  such  as  you,  and  you  of  Timon. 
1  Sen.  The  senators  of  Athens  street  thee,  Timon. 
Tim.  I  thank  them;   and  would  send  them  back  tha 
plague. 
Could  I  but  catch  it  for  them. 

1  Sen.  0,  forget 
What  we  are  sorry  for  ourselves  in  thee. 
The  senators  with  one  consent  of  love 
Entreat  thee  back  to  Athens ;  who  have  thought 
On  special  dignities,  which  vacant  lie 

For  thy  best  use  and  wearing. 

2  Sen.  They  confess 
Toward  thee  forgetfulness  too  general,  gross : 
Which  now  the  public  body, — which  doth  seldom 
Play  the  recanter, — feeling  in  itself 

A  lack  of  Timon's  aid,  hatn  sense  withal 

Of  its  own  fail,  restraining  aid  to  Timon ; 

And  send  forth  ns  to  make  their  sorrow'd  render. 

Together  with  a  recompense  more  fruitful 

Than  their  offence  can  weigh  down  by  the  dram  ; 

Ay,  even  such  heaps  and  sums  of  love  and  wealth 

As  shall  to  thee  blot  out  what  wrongs  were  their^ 

And  write  in  thee  the  figures  of  their  love, 

Ever  to  read  them  thine. 
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Tim.  You  witch  me  in  it; 

Sarprise  me  to  the  very  bhnk  of  tears : 
Lend  me  a  foors  heart  and  a  woman  s  eyefe, 
And  I'll  beweep  these  comforts,  worthy  senators. 

1  Sen.  Therefore  so  please  thee  to  return  with  ua. 
And  of  our  Athens, — thine  and  ours, — to  take 
The  captainship,  thou  shalt  be  met  with  thanks, 
AlloVd  with  aosolute  power,  and  thy  good  name 
JAve  with  authority  :~8o  soon  we  shall  drive  back 
Of  Alcibiades  the  approaches  wild ; 

Who,  like  a  boar  too  savage,  doth  root  up 
His  country's  peace. 

2  Sen.  And  shakes  his  threat'ning  sword 
Against  the  walls  of  Athens. 

1  Sen.  Therefore,  Timon, — 

Tim.  Well,  sir,  I  will;  therefore,  I  will,  sir;  thus, — 
If  Alcibiades  kill  my  countr3rmen. 
Let  Alcibiades  know  this  of  Timon, 
That  IHmon  cares  not.    But  if  he  sack  fair  Athens, 
And  take  our  goodly  aged  men  by  the  beards, 
Giving  our  holy  virgins  to  the  stain 
Of  contumelious,  beastly,  mad-brain'd  war; 
Then  let  him  know,— and  tell  him  Timon  speaks  it, 
In  pity  of  our  aged  and  our  youth, — 
I  cannot  choosel)ut  tell  him  that  I  care  not. 
And  let  him  tak't  at  worst ;  for  their  knives  care  not, 
While  you  have  throats  to  answer ;  for  myself 
There 's  not  a  whittle  in  the  unruly  camp 
But  I  do  prize  it  at  my  love,  before 
The  reverend'st  throat  in  Athens.    So  I  leave  you 
To  the  protection  of  the  prosperous  gods. 
As  thieves  to  keepers. 

Flav.  Stay  not,  all 's  in  vain. 

7%m.  Why,  I  was  writing  of  my  epitaph ; 
It  will  be  seen  to-morrow :  my  long  sickness 
Of  health  and  living  now  bedns  to  mend, 
And  nothing  brings  me  all  thin^.     Go,  live  still; 
Be  Alcibiades  your  plague,  you  nis, 
And  last  so  long  enough! 

1  Sen.  We  speak  in  vain. 

Tim.  But  yet  I  love  my  country;  and  am  not 
One  that  rejoices  in  the  connnon  wreck. 
As  common  bruit  doth  put  it. 

1  Sen.  That 's  well  spoke. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  my  loving  countiymen, —    [them. 

1  Sen.  These  words  become  your  lips  as  they  pass  thorough 
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2  Sen.  And  enter  in  onr  ears  like  great  triumphers 
In  tbeir  applauding  gates. 

Tim.  Commend  me  to  them; 

And  tell  them  that,  to  ease  them  of  their  griefs, 
Their  fears  of  hostile  strokes,  their  aches,  losses, 
Their  pangs  of  love,  with  other  incident  throes 
That  nature's  fragile  vessel  doth  sustain 
In  life's  uncertain  voyage,  I  will  some  kindness  dq  them, — 
I'll  teach  them  to  prevent  wild  Alcibiades'  wrath. 

1  Seti.  I  like  this  weU ;  he  will  return  again. 

Tim.  I  have  a  tree,  which  grows  here  in  my  close, 
That  mine  own  use  invites  me  to  cut  down. 
And  shortly  must  I  fell  it :  tell  my  Mends, 
Tell  Athens,  in  the  sequence  of  degree. 
From  high  to  low  throii<vhout,  that  whoso  please 
To  stop  affliction,  let  him  take  his  halter. 
Come  hither,  ere  my  tree  hath  felt  the  axe. 
And  hauoj  him^self. — I  pray  you,  do  my  greeting.  fhim. 

Fi'av.  Trouble  him  no  further ;  thus  you  stiU  shall  find 

Tim.  Come  not  to  me  again :  but  say  to  Athens, 
Timon  hath  made  his  everlasting  mansion 
Upon  the  beached  verge  of  the  salt  flood ; 
Who  once  a  day  with  his  embossed  froth 
The  turbulent  surge  shall  cover:  thither  come, 
And  let  my  grave-stone  be  your  oracle. — 
lips,  let  sour  words  go  by  and  language  end : 
Wnat  is  amiss,  plague  and  infection  mend! 
Graves  only  be  men's  works  and  death  their  gain! 
Sun,  hide  thy  beams !    Timon  hath  done  his  reign. 

\ Retires  to  hU  eave, 

1  Sen.  His  discontents  are  unremovably 
Coupled  to  nature. 

2  Sen.  Our  hope  in  him  is  dead :  let  us  return. 
And  strain  what  other  means  is  left  unto  us 

In  our  dear  peril 
1  Sen.  It  requires  swift  foot.  [Exeuni 


SCENE  Il.—The  Walls  of  Athena. 

Enter  two  Senators  and  a  Messenger. 

1  Sen.  Thou  hast  painfuUy  discover'd :  are  his  filee 
As  full  as  thy  report? 

Mess.  I  have  spoke  the  least: 

Besides,  his  expedition  promises 
Present  approach. 
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2  Sen,  We  stand  mnch  hazard  if  they  bring  not  Timon. 
Mess.  I  met  a  courier,  one  mine  ancient  friend; 

Whom,  though  in  general  part  we  were  oppos'd. 
Yet  our  old  love  had  a  particular  force, 
And  made  us  speak  like  Mends : — ^this  man  was  riding 
From  Alcibiades  to  Timon's  cave 
With  letters  of  entreaty,  which  imported 
His  fellowship  i*  the  cause  against  your  city, 
In  part  for  his  sake  mov'd. 
1  Sen,  Here  come  our  brothers. 

Enter  Senators /rom  Timon 

3  Sen.  No  talk  of  Timon,  nothing  of  him  expect. — 
The  enemies'  drum  is  heard,  and  fearful  scounng 

.  Doth  choke  the  air  with  dust:  in,  and  prepare: 
Ours  is  the  fall,  I  fear;  our  foes  the*snare.  [Ex-eani 


SCENE  in.— The  Woods.    Timon's  Cave,  and  a 
rude  Tomb  seen. 

Enter  a  Soldier  seeking  Timon. 
Sold.  By  all  description  this  should  be  the  place. 
Who  *s  here?  speak,  ho! — No  answer? — ^What  is  this? 
Timon  is  dead,  who  hath  outstretched  his  span : 
Some  beast  reared  this ;  there  does  not  live  a  man. 
Dead,  sure;  and  this  his, grave, — ^what  's  on  this  tomb 
I  cannot  read ;  the  character  I'll  take  with  wax: 
Our  captain  hath  in  every  figure  skill. 
An  ag^d  interpreter,  though  young  in  days : 
Before  proud  Athens  he 's  set  down  by  tiiis, 
Whose  £Edl  the  mark  of  his  ambition  is.  [Esnt, 


SCENE  jy.—Btfore  the  WaOs  of  Athens, 

Trumpets  sound.    Enter  Alcibiades  and  Forces. 
Alcib,  Sound  to  this  coward  and  lascivious  town 
Our  terrible  approach.  [A  parley  sounded 

Enter  Senators  on  the  Walls, 
Till  now  you  have  gone  on,  and  filVd  the  time 
With  all  licentious  measure,  making  your  wills 
Hie  scope  of  justice;  till  now,  myself,  and  such 
As  slept  within  the  shadow  of  your  power. 
Have  wander'd  with  our  traversed  ai-ms,  and  breath'd 
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Our  sufferance  vainly.     Now  the  time  is  flush. 
When  crouching  marrow,  in  the  bearer  strong, 
Cries,  of  itself^  No  more:  now  breathless  wrong 
Shall  sit  and  x>ant  in  your  ereat  chairs  of  ease ; 
And  pursy  insolence  shall  break  his  wind 
With  fear  and  horrid  flight. 

1  Sen,  Noble  and  youn^. 
When  thy  first  griefs  were  but  a  mere  concei^ 
Ere  thou  hadst  power  or  we  had  cause  of  fear. 
We  sent  to  thee,  to  give  thy  rashes  balm. 

To  wipe  out  our  ingratitude  wiw  loves 
Above  their  quantity. 

2  Sen,  So  did  we  woo 
Transformed  Timon  to  our  city's  love. 

By  humble  message  and  by  promised  means; 
We  were  not  all  unkind,  «or  all  deserve 
The  conmion  stroke  of  war. 

1  Sen.  These  walls  of  ours 
Were  not  erected  by  their  hands  from  whom 
You  have  receiv'd  your  griefs :  nor  are  they  such 

That  these  great  towers,  trophies,  and  schools  should  faXl 
For  private  faults  in  them. 

2  Sen,  Nor  are  they  living 
Who  were  the  motives  that  you  first  went  out; 
Shame,  that  they  wanted  cunning,  in  excess. 
Hath  broke  their  he^irts.     March,  noble  lord. 
Into  our  city  with  thy  banners  spread: 

By  decimation  and  a  tithed  death, — 

If  thy  revenges  himger  for  that  food 

WhiVh  nature  loathes, — take  thou  the  destined  tenth; 

And  by  the  hazard  of  the  spotted  die 

Let  die  the  spotted. 

1  Sen.  All  have  not  offended ; 
For  those  that  were,  it  is  not  square  to  take. 
On  those  that  are,  revenges :  crimes,  like  lands, 
Are  not  inherited.     Then,  dear  countryman. 
Bring  in  thy  ranks,  but  leave  without  thy  rage: 
Spare  thy  Athenian  cradle,  and  those  kin 
Which,  in  the  bluster  of  thy  wrath,  must  fall 
With  those  that  have  offended :  like  a  shepherd 
Approach  the  fold  and  cull  the  infected  forth. 
But  kill  not  all  together 

2  Sen.  What  thou  wilt. 
Thou  rather  shalt  enforce  it  with  thy  smile 
Than  hew  to't  with  thy  sword. 

1  Sen.  Set  bat  thy  fooi 
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Against  our  rampir'd  gates  and  they  shali  oi>e; 
8c>  thou  wilt  send  thy  gentle  heart  betore 
To  say  thou  It  enter  friendly. 

2  Sen,  Throw  thy  glove, 

Or  any  token  of  thine  honour  else, 
That  thou  wilt  use  the  wars  as  thy  redress, 
And  not  as  our  confusion,  all  thy  jjowers 
Shall  make  their  harbour  in  our  town  tiU  we 
Have  seal'd  thy  full  desire. 

A  Icib.  Then  there 's  my  glove  ; 

Descend,  and  open  your  uncharge<l  ports ; 
Those  enemies  of  Timon's  and  mine  own. 
Whom  you  yourselves  shall  set  out  for  rCT)roo^ 
Fall,  and  no  more :  and, — ^to  atone  your  tears 
With  my  more  noble  meaning, — not  a  man 
Shall  ])ass  his  quarter  or  offend  the  stream 
Of  regular  justice  in  your  city's  bounds, 
But  shall  be  render'd  to  your  public  laws 
At  heaviest  answer. 

Both.  Tis  most  nobly  spoken. 

Alcib.  Descend,  and  keep  your  words. 

{The  Senators  defend  and  open  the  gatet^ 

E'lter  a  Soldier. 

Sol.  Mv  noble  general,  Timon  is  dead; 
Eiitomb'd  upon  the  very  hem  o*  the  sea ; 
And  on  his  grave-sfcone  this  insculpture,  which 
With  wax  I  Drought  away,  whose  soft  impression 
lnter]>rets  for  my  poor  ignorance. 

Alcib.  [reads.]   Here  lies  a  wretcJied  eorsef  of  wretched 
soul  bereft: 
Seek  not  my  name:  a  plaffue  consume  you  wicked  caitiffs  left  I 
Here  lie  /,  Timon;  who,  alive,  all  living  men  did  Imte: 
Pass  by,  and  curse  tliy  fll;  bat  pass,  and  stay  not  here  thy 
These  well  express  in  thee  thy  latter  spirits :  [gait. 

Though  thou  abhorr'dst  in  us  our  human  griefs. 
Scorn  dst  our  brain's  flow,  and  those  our  droplets  which 
From  niggard  nature  fall,  yet  rich  conceit 
Taught  thee  to  make  vast  Neptune  weep  for  aye 
On  wiy  low  grave,  on  faults  forgiven.    Dead 
Is  noble  Timon :  of  whose  memory 
Hereafter  more. — Bring  me  into  your  city, 
And  I  will  use  the  olive  with  my  sword : 
Make  war  breed  peace;  mj^e  peace  stint  war;  make  each 
Prescri])e  to  other,  as  each  other's  leech. 
Let  our  drums  strike.  [Exeunt. 
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PEEJSONS  REPRESENTEIX 


Caius  Marcius  CoRioLANiJS,  a  noble  Roman, 
Titus  Lartius,  )  ^  ,  .  ,  ,r  ,  • 
CoMiNius  S  ^^^^^  against  the  Volacianh, 

Menenius  Aorippa,  Ftiend  to  Coriolanus. 

SiClNIUS  VeLUTUS,  )   ^  .,  r.i      o        1 

T  T.  i  Tribunes  oft/ie  People. 

Junius  Brutus,      \ 

Young  Marcius,  Sofi  to  (Joriolan  ocw 

A  Roman  Herald. 

TuLLus  AuFiDius,  General  o/tJie  Volscians, 

Lieutenant  to  Aufidius. 

Conspirators  with  AuFiDioflb 

A  Citizen  of  Antium. 

Two  Volsdan  Guards. 

VoLUMNiA,  Motlier  to  CORTOLANUa 
ViRoiLiA,  Wife  to  Coriolanus. 
Valeria,  Friend  to  Virgtlia. 
Gentlewoman  attending  on  Virgilia. 

Boman  and  Volscian  Senators,  Patricians,  iiEdiles,  Lictorik 
Soldiers,  Citizens,  Messengers,  Servants  to  Aufidius, 
and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE,  ^— Parity  in  Home,  and  partly  in  the  Territories  qf 
the  VoUdans  and  Antiates. 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  L— Rome.    A  Street 

Enter  a  t^ympany  qf  mutinous  Citizens,  with  staves^  dvhs^ 
and  other  weapons, 

1  Cit,  Before  we  proceed  any  further,  hear  me  speak. 

Citizens,  Speak,  speak. 

]  CU,  You  are  all  resolved  rather  to  die  than  to  famish  ? 

Citkens.  Resolved,  resolved. 

1  Cit  First,  you  know  Cains  Marcius  is  chief  enemy  to 
the  people. 

Citizens.  We  know*t,  we  know't. 

1  Cit,  Let  us  kill  him,  and  well  have  com  at  our  own 
price.     Is't  a  verdict? 

Citizens,  No  more  talking  on't;  let  it  he  done:  away, 
away! 

2  CiU  One  word,  good  citizens. 

1  CiL  We  are  accounted  poor  citizens;  the  patricians 
good.  What  authority  surfeits  on  would  relieve  us:  if 
they  would  yield  us  but  the  superfluity,  while  it  were 
wholesome,  we  might  guess  they  relieved  us  humanely; 
but  they  think  we  are  too  dear :  the  leanness  that  afflicts 
us,  the  object  of  our  misery,  is  an  inventory  to  particularize 
their  abundance ;  our  sufferance  is  a  gain  to  them. — Let  us 
revenue  this  with  our  pikes  ere  we  l^ome  rakes :  for  the 
gods  know  I  speak  this  in  hunger  for  bread,  not  in  thirst 
for  revenge. 

2  Cit.  Would  you  proceed  eefpecially  against  Caius 
Marcius  ? 

1  CiL  Against  him  first:  he's  a  very  dog  to  the  common- 
alty. 

2  Cit,  Consider  you  what  services  he  has  done  for  his 
country? 

1  Cit.  Very  well;  and  could  be  content  to  give  him  good 
report  for't,  but  that  he  pays  himself  with  being  proud. 
VOL.  V.  F 
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2  Cit,  Nay,  but  speak  not  maliciously. 

1  Cit.  I  say  unto  you,  what  he  hath  done  famously  he 
did  it  to  that  end:  though  soft-consclenccd  men  can  be 
content  to  say  it  was  for'his  country,  he  did  it  to  please 
his  mother,  and  to  be  partly  proud ;  which  he  is,  even  to 
the  altitude  of  his  virtue. 

2  Cit.  What  he  cannot  help  in  his  nature  you  account  a 
vice  in  him.     You  must  in  no  way  say  he  is  covetous. 

1  Cit.  If  I  must  not,  1  need  not  be  barren  of  accusations ; 
he  hath  faults,  with  surplus,  to  tire  in  rei)etition.  [SJiouts 
within.]  What  shouts  are  these?  The  other  side  o'the 
city  is  risen  :  why  stay  we  prating  here?  to  the  Capitol! 

Citizens,  Come,  come. 

1  CiL  Soft!  who  comes  here ? 

2  Cit.  Worthy  Menenius  Agrippa ;  one  that  hath  always 
loved  the  people. 

1  Cit,  He 's  one  honest  enough ;  would  all  the  rest  were  so! 

Enter  Menenius  Agrippa. 

Men.  What  work 's,  my  coimtiymen,  in  hand?  where  go 
you 
With  bats  and  clubs  ?  the  matter?  speak,  I  pray  you. 

1  Cit.  Our  business  is  not  unknown  to  the  senate ;  they 
have  had  inkling  this  fortnight  what  we  intend  to  do, 
which  now  we'll  show  'em  in  deods.  They  say  poor  suitors 
have  strong  breaths ;  they  shall  know  we  have  strong  arms 
too. 

Men.  Why,  masters,  my  good  friends,  mine  honest  neigh- 
bours, 
Will  you  uudo  yourselves? 

1  Cit.  We  cannot,  sir,  we  are  undone  already. 

Men.  I  tell  ^ou,  friends,  most  charitable  care 
Have  the  patricians  of  you.     For  your  wants, 
Your  suffering  in  this  dearth,  you  may  as  well 
Strike  at  the  heaven  with  your  staves  as  lift  them 
Against  the  Roman  state ;  whose  course  will  on 
The  way  it  takes,  cracking  ten  thousand  curbs 
Of  more  strong  link  asunder  than  can  ever 
Appear  in  your  impediment :  for  the  dearth. 
The  gods,  not  the  i)atriciaus,  make  it ;  and 
Your  knees  to  them,  not  arms,  must  help.     Alack, 
You  are  transported  by  calamity 
Thither  where  more  attends  y«u ;  and  yoii  slander 
The  helms  o'  the  state,  who  care  for  you  like  fathers. 
When  you  curse  them  as  enemies. 

1  Cit.  Care  for  us !  True,  indeed  J  They  ne'er  cared  \   . 
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us  yet.  Suffer  us  to  famish,  and  their  storehouses  cramTncd 
with  grain;  make  edicts  for  usury,  to  support  usurers; 
repeal  daily  any  wholesome  act  established  against  the 
rich ;  and  provide  more  piercing  statutes  daily,  to  chain  up 
and  restrain  the  poor.  If  the  wars  eat  us  not  up,  they 
will ;  and  there 's  all  the  love  they  bear  us. 

Men,  Either  you  must 
Confess  yourselves  wondrous  malicious, 
Or  1)0  accns'd  of  folly.    I  shall  tell  you 
A  pretty  tale  :  it  may  be  you  have  heard  it ; 
But,  since  it  serves  my  purpose,  I  will  venture 
To  stale*t  a  little  more. 

1  Cii.  Well,  m  hear  it,  sir:  yet  you  must  not  think  to 
fob-off  our  disgrace  with  a  tale :  but,  an't  please  you,  deliver. 

Men,  There  was  a  time  when  all  the  body's  members 
Bebell'd  against  the  belly ;  thus  accus'd  it  :— 
That  only  like  a  gulf  it  did  remain 
I'  the  midst  o'  the  body,  idle  and  unactive. 
Still  cupboarding  the  viand,  never  bearing 
like  labour  with  the  rest ;  where  the  other  instrument! 
"Did  see  and  hear,  devise,  instruct,  walk,  feel. 
And,  mutually  participate,  did  minister 
Unto  the  apjietite  and  affection  common 
Of  the  whole  body.     The  belly  answered, — 

1  CU,  Well,  sir,  what  answer  matle  the  belly? 

Men,  Sir,  I  shall  tell  you. — With  a  kind  of  smile, 
Which  ne*er  came  from  the  lungs,  but  even  thus, — 
For,  look  you,  I  may  make  the  belly  smile 
As  well  as  speak, — it  tauntingly  replied 
To  the  discontented  members,  the  mutinous  parts 
That  envied  his  receipt ;  even  so  most  fitly 
As  you  malign  our  senators  for  that 
They  are  not  such  as  you. 

1  Cit,  Your  belly's  answer?  What! 

The  kingly-crowned  head,  the  vigilant  eye. 
The  counseUor  heart,  the  arm  our  soldier. 
Our  steed  the  le^,  the  tongue  our  trumpeter. 
With  other  muniments  and  petty  helps 
In  this  our  fabric,  if  that  they, — 

Men.  What  then?— 

'Fore  me,  this  fellow  speaks! — what  then?  what  then  ? 

1  Cit  Should  by  the  cormorant  belly  be  restram'd. 
Who  is  the  sink  o*  the  body, — 

Men.  Well,  what  then? 

1  Cit,  The  former  agents,  if  they  did  complain. 
What  could  the  belly  answer  ? 
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Men.  I  will  tell  you ; 

If  you'll  bestow  a  small, — of  what  you  have  little, — 
Patience  awhile,  you'll  hear  the  belly's  answer. 

1  Cit,  You  are  long  about  it 

Men,  Note  me  this,  good  friend ; 

your  most  grave  belly  was  deliberate. 
Not  rash  like  his  accusers,  and  thus  answer'd : 
True  is  it,  my  incorporaU  friends^  quoth  he, 
TJiat  I  receive  the  general  food  at  first 
Which  you  do  live  upon  ;  and  fit  it  is, 
Because  J  am  the  storelumse  and  tJie  shop 
Of  tlie  whole  body :  but,  if  you  do  remernber, 
I  send  it  through  tlie  rivers  of  your  blood. 
Even  to  the  court,  tlie  Jieart, — to  the  seat  o'  the  brain; 
And,  through  tfie  cranks  and  offices  of  man, 
77ie  strongest  nerves  and  smaU  ir^ferior  veins 
From  me  receive  that  natural  competency 
Whereby  tliey  live:  and  though  that  all  at  once 
You,  my  good  friends, — this  says  the  belly, — ^mark  me,— 

1  Cit  Ay,  sir;  well,  welL 

Men,  Though  aU  at  once  cannot 

See  what  I  do  deliver  oniJt.  //>  ea^h. 
Yet  1  can  mxike  my  audit  up,  tliat  all 
From  me  do  ba^k  receive  the  flour  of  all. 
And  leave  me  but  the  bran.    What  say  you  to*t? 

1  CiL  It  was  an  answer:  how  apply  you  this? 

Men,  The  senators  of  Rome  are  this  good  belly. 
And  you  the  mutinous  members :  for,  examine 
Their  counsels  and  their  cares ;  digest  things  rightly 
Touching  the  weal  o*  the  common;  you  shidl  find. 
No  pubhc  benefit  which  you  receive 
But  it  proceeds  or  conies  from  them  to  you. 
And  no  way  from  yourselves. — ^What  do  you  think, — 
You,  the^reat  toe  of  this  assembly? 

1  Cit,  1  the  great  toe?  why  the  great  toe? 

Men,  For  that,  being  one  o'  the  lowest,  basest,  pooresti 
Of  this  most  wise  rebeOion,  thou  go'st  foremost: 
Tbou  rascal,  that  art  worst  in  blood  to  run, 
I..ead'st  first  to  win  some  vantage. — 
But  make  you  ready  your  stiff  bats  and  dubs  i 
Bome  and  her  rats  are  at  the  point  of  battle; 
The  one  side  must  have  bale. — 

Enter  Caius  Marciits. 

Hail,  noble  Marcius! 
Mar,  Thanks.  —What 's  thematter,  you  dissentious  roguei^ 
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That,  rubbing  tbe  poor  itch  of  your  opinion, 
Make  yourselves  scabs? 

1  CiL  We  have  ever  your  good  word. 

Mar,  He  that  will  give  good  words  to  ye  will  Hatter 
Beneath  abhorring. — What  would  you  have,  you  curs. 
That  like  nor  peace  nor  war  ?  the  one  aflfrights  you. 
The  other  makes  you  proud.     He  that  trusts  to  you. 
Where  he  should  find  you  lions  finds  you  hares; 
Where  foxes,  geese :  you  are  no  surer,  no, 
Than  is  the  coal  of  fire  upon  the  ice, 
Or  hailstone  in  the  sun.     Your  virtue  is 
To  make  him  worthy  whose  offence  subdues  him. 
And  curse  that  justice  did  it.    Who  deserves  greatness 
Deserves  your  hate ;  and  your  affections  are 
A  sick  man's  appetite,  who  desires  most  that 
Which  would  increase  his  eviL     He  that  depends 
U]iQn  your  favours  swims  with  fins  of  lead. 
And  hews  down  oaks  with  rushes.     Hang  ye !    Trust  yel 
With  every  minute  you  do  change  a  mind; 
And  call  him  noble  that  was  now  your  hate, 
Him  vile  that  was  your  garland.    What 's  the  matter. 
That  in  these  several  pl^^es  of  the  city 
You  cry  against  the  noble  senate,  who, 
Under  the  gods,  keep  you  in  awe,  which  else 
Would  feed  on  one  another? — ^What's  their  seeking? 

Men.  For  com  at  their  own  rates ;  whereof,  they  say, 
The  city  is  well  stor'd. 

Mar,  Hang 'em!    They  say  I 

They'll  sit  by  the  fire  and  presume  to  know 
What 's  done  i'  the  Capitol ;  who 's  like  to  rise. 
Who  thrives  and  who  declines ;  side  factions,  and  give  out 
Conjectural  marriages ;  making  parties  strong, 
And  feebling  such  as  stand  not  in  their  liking 
Below  their  cobbled  shoes.    They  say  there 's  grain  enough  I 
Would  the  nobility  lay  aside  their  ruth 
And  let  me  use  my  sword,  I'd  make  a  quarry 
With  thousands  of  these  quarter'd  slaves,  as  high 
As  I  could  pick  my  lance. 

Men.  Nay,  these  are  almost  thoroughly  persuaded ; 
For  though  abundantly  they  lack  discretion, 
Yet  are  tney  passing  cowardly.     But,  I  beseech  you. 
What  says  the  other  troop? 

Mar.  They  are  dissolved :  hang  'em  I 

They  said  they  were  an-hungiy ;  sigh'd  forth  proverbs, — 
That  hunger  broke  stone  walls,  that  dogs  must  eat. 
That  meat  was  made  for  mouths,  that  we  gods  sent  not 
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Com  for  the  rich  men  only : — with  these  shreds 

They  vented  their  complainings ;  which  being  auswer'd. 

And  a  petition  granted  them, — a  strange  one, 

To  break  the  heart  of  generosity, 

And  make  bold  power  look  pale, — ^they  threw  their  cap* 

As  they  would  hang  them  on  the  horns  o'  the  moon. 

Shouting  their  emulation. 

Men,  What  is  granted  them? 

Mar,  Five  tribunes,  to  defend  their  vulgar  wisdoma, 
Of  their  own  choice :  one  *s  Junius  Brutus, 
Sicinius  Velutus,  and  I  know  not. — ^'Sdeathl 
The  rabble  should  have  first  unroof  d  the  city 
Ere  80  prevail'd  with  me :  it  will  in  time 
Win  upon  power,  and  throw  forth  greater  themes 
For  insurrection's  arguing. 

Men.  This  is  strange. 

Mar.  Go,  get  you  home,  you  fragments! 

Enter  a  Mefflenger,  hastily. 

Mesa.  Where 's  Caius  Marcius? 

Mar,  Here :  what  *8  the  matterY 

Mess.  The  news  is,  sir,  the  Volsces  are  in  arms. 
Mar.  I  am  glad  on't :  then  we  shall  ha'  means  to  vent 
Our  musty  superfluity. — See,  our  best  elders. 

Enter  Cominius,  Titus  Lartius,  and  other  Senators; 
Junius  Brutus  and  Sicinius  Velutus. 

1  Sen.  Marcius,  *tis  true  that  you  have  lately  told  us, — 
The  Volsces  are  in  arms. 

Mar,  They  have  a  leader, 

Tullus  Aufidius,  that  will  put  you  to't. 
I  sin  in  envying  his  nobility ; 
And  were  I  anything  but  what  I  am, 
1  would  wish  me  omy  he. 

Com.  You  have  fought  together. 

Mar.  Were  half  to  half  the  world  by  the  ears,  and  he 
Upon  my  party,  I'd  revolt,  to  make 
Only  my  wars  with  him :  he  is  a  lion 
That  1  am  proud  to  hunt. 

1  Sen.  Then,  worthy  Marcius, 

Attend  tipon  Cominius  to  these  wars. 

Com.  it  is  your  former  promise. 

Mar.  Sir,  it  is ; 

And  I  am  constant. — ^Titus  Lartius,  thou 
Shalt  see  me  once  more  strike  at  Tullus'  faoeu 
What,  art  thou  stiff?  staud'si  out? 
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Tit.  No,  CaitiJB  Marcius ; 

I'U  lean  upon  one  crutch  and  fight  with  the  other 
Ere  stay  behiud  this  business. 

Jklen,  0,  true  bred! 

1  Sen.  Your  comj>any  to  the  Capitol;  where,  I  know. 
Our  greatest  frieuds  attend  us. 

TtL  Lead  you  on : 

Follow,  Cominius ;  we  must  follow  you ; 
Bidit  worthy  your  priority. 

Com.  Noble  Marcius! 

1  Sen,  Hence  to  your  homes;  be  gone !    [To  the  Citizens. 

Mar.  Nay,  let  them  follow : 

The  Volsces  have  much  com;  take  these  rats  tiiither 
To  gnaw  their  gamers. — ^Worshipful  mutineers, 
Your  valour  puts  well  forth :  pray,  follow. 

[Exeunt  Senators,  Com.,  Mab.,  Tit.,  and  Mjin, 
Citizens  steed  away. 

Sic  Was  ever  man  so  proud  as  is  this  Marcius? 

Bnu  He  has  no  equaL 

Sic  When  we  were  chosen  tribunes  for  the  people, — 

Bru,  Mark'd  you  his  lip  and  eyes? 

Sic  Nay,  but  his  tannts. 

Bm.    Being    mov*d,    he  will    not   spare   to    gird    th« 
gods. 

Sic  Be-mock  the  modest  moon. 

Bru.  The  present  wars  devour  him :  he  is  grown 
Too  proud  to  be  so  valiant. 

Sic.  Such  a  nature. 

Tickled  with  good  success,  disdains  the  shadow 
Which  he  treads  on  at  noon :  but  I  do  wonder 
His  insolence  can  brook  to  be  commanded 
Under  Cominius. 

BriL,  Fame,  at  the  which  he  aims, — 

In  whom  already  he  is  well  grac'd, — cannot 
Better  be  held,  nor  more  attaiu'd,  than  by 
A  place  below  the  first :  for  what  miscarries 
Shall  be  the  general's  fault,  though  he  perform 
To  the  utmost  of  a  man ;  and  giddy  censure 
Will  then  cn^  out  of  Marcius,  0,  ifhe 
Had  home  the  business/ 

Sic  Besides,  if  things  go  well, 

Opinion,  that  so  sticks  on  Marcius,  shidl 
<H  his  demerits  rob  Cominius. 

Bru.  Come: 
Half  all  Cominius'  honours  are  to  Marcius, 
Though  Marcius  eam'd  them  not;  and  all  his  £Milti 
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To  Marcins  shall  be  h<mour8,  though,  indeed, 
In  aught  he  merit  not. 

Sic,  Let  *8  henoe,  and  hear 

How  the  despatch  is  made ;  and  in  what  fashion. 
More  than  in  singularity,  he  goes 
Upon  this  present  action. 

£ru.  Let 's  along.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  n.— CoRiOLL     The  Senate  House. 

Enter  Tullits  Aufidius  and  certain  Senaton. 

1  Sen,  So,  your  opinion  is,  Aufidius, 
That  they  of  Rome  are  entered  in  our  counsels, 
And  know  how  we  proceed. 

A^^f,  Is  it  not  vours? 

What  ever  hath  been  thought  on  in  this  state, 
That  could  be  brought  to  bodily  act  ere  Rome 
Had  circumvention  I    *Tis  not  four  days  gone 
Since  I  heard  thence ;  these  are  the  words :  I  think 
I  have  the  letter  here ;  yes,  here  it  is :  [Reads, 

They  have  pres^d  a  power,  but  it  is  not  hnovm 
Whether  for  east  or  west:  the  dearth  is  great; 
The  people  miUinofis:  and  it  is  rumour^ d, 
Cominivs,  Marcnis  your  old  enemy, — 
Who  is  of  Rome  worse  hated  than  of  you, — 
And  TUiLS  Lartius,  a  most  valiant  Roman, 
These  three  lead  on  this  preparation 
Whither  *tis  bent:  most  likely  His  for  you  • 
Consider  of  it, 

1  Sen.  Our  army 's  in  the  field : 

We  never  yet  made  doubt  but  Rome  was  ready 
To  answer  us. 

Auf.  Nor  did  you  think  it  folly 

To  keep  your  great  pretences  vail*d  till  when 
They  needs  must  show  themselves ;  which  in  the  hatching 
It  seem'd,  appear'd  to  Rome.     By  the  discoveiy 
We  shall  be  shorten' d  in  our  aim ;  which  was. 
To  take  in  many  towns  ere,  almost,  Rome 
Should  know  we  were  afoot. 

2  Sen,  Noble  Aufidius, 
Take  your  commission;  hie  you  to  your  bands: 
Let  us  alone  to  ^uarii  Oorioli: 

If  they  set  down  before 's,  for  the  remove 
Bring  up  your  army ;  but  I  think  you'll  find 
They^ve  not  prepar'd  for  ua. 
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Auf,  O,  doubt  not  that; 

I  speak  from  certainties.     Nay,  more, 
Some  parcels  of  their  power  are  forth  already, 
And  only  hitherward.     I  leave* your  honours. 
If  we  and  Caius  Marcins  chance  to  meet, 
'Tis  sworn  between  us  we  shall  ever  strike 
Till  one  can  do  no  more. 

A  U.  The  gods  assist  you ! 

Au/,  And  keep  your  honours  safe! 

1  Se/L  Farewell 

2  Sen.  FarewelL 
AIL  Farewea  [ExemtL 


SCENE  IIL— RoMB.    An  Apartment  in  Marcius's  House. 

Enter  Volumnia  and  Viroilia:  they  mt  down  on  two  law 
stools  and  sew. 

Vol  I  pray  you,  daughter,  sing,  or  express  yourself  in  a 
more  comfortable  sort :  if  my  son  were  my  husband,  I  should 
fireelier  rejoice  in  that  absence  wherem  he  won  honour 
than  in  the  embracements  of  his  bed  where  he  would  show 
most  lova  When  yet  he  was  but  tender-bodied,  and  the 
only  son  of  my  womb ;  when  youth  with  comeliness  plucked 
all  caze  his  way ;  when,  for  a  day  of  king's  entreaties,  a 
mol£er  should  not  sell  him  an  hour  from  her  beholding ;  I, 
— considering  how  honour  would  become  such  a  person ; 
that  it  was  no  better  than  picture-like  to  hang  by  tne  wall 
if  renown  made  it  not  stir, — was  pleased  to  let  him  seek 
danger  where  he  was  like  to  find  fama  To  a  cruel  war  I 
sent  him ;  from  whence  he  returned,  his  brows  bound  with 
oak.  I  tell  thee,  daughter,  I  sprang  not  more  in  joy  at  first 
hearing  he  was  a  man-child  than  now  in  first  seeing  he  had 
proved  himself  a  man. 

Ftr.  But  had  he  died  in  the  business,  madam  ?  how  then  ? 

VoL  Then  his  good  report  should  have  been  my  son ;  f 
therein  would  have  found  issue.  Hear  me  profess  sincerely, 
— ^had  I  a  dozen  sons,  each  in  my  love  alike,  and  none  less 
dear  than  thine  and  my  good  Marcius,  I  had  rather  had 
eleven  die  nobly  for  their  coimtry  than  one  voluptuously 
surfeit  out  of  action. 

Enter  a  Oentlewoman. 
OenL  Madam,  the  Lady  Valeria  is  come  to  visit  yon. 
Vir.  Beseech  you,  give  me  leave  to  retire  myselC 
VoL  Indeed  you  smdl  not. 
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Methinks  I  hear  hither  your  husband's  drum; 
See  him  pluck  Aufidius  down  by  the  hair ; 
As  children  from  a  bear,  the  Volsces  shunning  him: 
Methiuks  I  see  him  stamp  thus,  and  call  thus, — 
Come  on,  you  cowards!  you  were  not  in  fear 
Though,  you  were  horn  in  Rome:  nis  bloody  brow 
With  his  mail'd  hand  then  wiping,  forth  he  goes, 
Like  to  a  harvest-man  that  *s  task'd  to  mow 
Or  all,  or  lose  his  hire. 

Vir.  His  bloody  brow!  O  Jupiter,  no  blood! 

VoL  Away,  you  fool!  it  more  becomes  a  man 
Than  gilt  his  trophy:  the  breasts  of  Hecuba, 
When  she  did  suckle  Hector,  look'd  not  lovelier 
Than  Hector's  forehead  when  it  spit  forth  blood 
At  Grecian  swords  contending. — ^Tell  Valeria 
We  are  fit  to  bid  her  welcome.  [Exit  Gentlewoman. 

Vir,  Heavens  bless  m^  lord  from  fell  Aufidius  I 

Vol.  He'll  beat  Aufidius'  head  below  his  knee, 
And  tread  upon  his  neck. 

Re-enter  Gentlewoman,  with  Valeria  and  her  Usher. 

Vol,  My  ladies  both,  good-day  to  you. 

VoL  Sweet  madam. 

Vir,  I  am  glad  to  see  your  ladyship. 

Vol,  How  do  you  both?  you  are  manifest  housekeepers. 
What  are  you  sewing  here?  A  fine  spot,  in  good  faith. — 
How  does  your  little  son? 

Vir,  I  thank  your  ladyship ;  well,  good  madam. 

Vol,  He  had  rather  see  the  swords  and  hear  a  drum  than 
look  upon  his  schoolmaster. 

VaL.  O'  my  word,  the  father's  son :  I'll  swear  *tis  a  very 
pretty  boy.  O'  my  troth,  1  looked  upon  him  o'  Wednesday 
half  an  hour  together :  has  such  a  confirmed  countenance. 
I  saw  him  run  after  a  gilded  butterfly ;  and  when  he  caught 
it  he  let  it  go  again ;  and  after  it  again ;  and  over  and  over 
he  comes,  and  up  again ;  catched  it  again :  or  whether  his 
fall  enraged  him,  or  how  'twas,  he  did  so  set  his  teeth  and 
te<ar  it ;  0,  I  warrant,  how  he  mammocked  it! 

VoL  One  on  *s  father's  moods. 

VaL  Indeed,  la,  'tis  a  noble  child. 

Vir,  A  crack,  madam. 

VaL  Come,  lay  aside  your  stitchery  ;  I  must  have  you 
play  the  idle  huswife  with  me  this  afternoon. 

vir.  No,  good  madam ;  I  will  not  out  of  doora. 

VaL  Not  out  of  doors ! 

VoL  She  shall,  she  shalL 
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Vir.  Indeed,  no,  by  your  patience;  1*11  not  over  the 
threshold  till  my  lord  return  from  the  wars. 

VaL  i^e,  you  confine  yourself  most  unreasonably ;  come, 
you  must  go  visit  the  good  lady  that  lies  in. 

Vir,  I  will  wish  her  speedy  strength,  and  visit  her  with 
my  prayers ;  but  I  cannot  go  thither. 

VoL  Why,  1  pray  you? 

Vir.  'Tis  not  to  save  labour,  nor  that  I  want  love. 

VaL  You  would  be  another  Penelope :  yet  they  say  all 
the  yam  she  spun  in  Ulysses'  absence  did  but  fill  Ithaca 
fiill  of  moths.  Come ;  I  would  your  cambric  were  sensible 
as  your  fingeif,  that  ^ou  might  leave  pricking  it  for  pity. 
Come,  you  shall  go  with  us. 

Vir.  No,  good  madam,  pardon  me;  indeed  I  will  not 
forth. 

Vol.  In  truth,  la,  eo  with  me;  and  111  tell  you  excellent 
aews  of  vour  husband. 

Vir,  0,  good  madam,  there  can  be  none  yet. 

VaL  Venly,  I  do  not  jest  with  you ;  tifiere  came  news 
from  him  last  night. 

Vir.  Indeed,  madam? 

VaL  In  earnest,  it  's  true ;  I  heard  a  senator  speak  it 
Thus  it  is; — The  Volsces  have  an  army  forth;  against 
whom  Cominius  the  general  is  gone,  with  one  part  of  our 
Boman  power:  your  lord  and  'Htus  Lartius  are  set  down 
before  tneir  city  Corioli;  they  nothing  doubt  prevailini;, 
and  to  make  it  brief  wars.  This  is  true,  on  mine  honour; 
and  so,  I  pray,  go  with  us. 

Vir.  Give  me  excuse,  good  madam;  I  will  obey  you  in 
everything  hereafter. 

VoL  Let  her  alone,  lady;  as  she  is  now,  she  will  but 
disease  our  better  mirth. 

VaL  In  troth,  I  think  she  would. — ^Fare  you  well  then. 
— Come,  good  sweet  lady. — Pr'ythee,  Virgilia,  turn  thy 
Bolemness  out  o'  door,  and  go  along  with  tis. 

Vir.  No,  at  a  word^  madam;  indeed  I  must  not.  I  wish 
you  much  mirth. 

VaL  Well,  then,  farewelL  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IW.—B^ore  Corioli 

Enter ^  with  drums  and  colours,  Marcius,  Titus  Lartius, 
Officers,  and  Soldiers. 
Mar.  Yonder  comes  news : — a  wager  they  have  met. 
Lart.  My  horse  to  yours,  na 
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Mar,  'Tia  done. 

Lart,  Agreed. 

ErUer  a  Messenger. 

Ifar.  Say,  has  our  general  met  the  enemy? 

Me88.  They  lie  in  view ;  but  have  not  spoke  as  yet. 

Lart,  So,  the  good  horse  is  mine. 

Mar,  I'll  buy  him  of  you. 

Lart.  No,  Til  nor  sell  nor  give  him :  lend  you  hmi  I  will 
^or  half  a  hundred  years. — Summon  the  town. 

Mar,  How  far  off  lie  these  armies  ? 

Mess,  Within  this  mile  and  hM 

Mar,  Then  shall  we  hear  their  *larum,  and  they  ours. — 
Now,  Mars,  I  pr'ythee,  make  us  quick  in  work. 
That  we  with  smoking  swords  may  march  firom  hence 
To  help  our  fielded  friends! — Come,  blow  thy  blast. 

They  sound  a  parley.     Enter,  on  the  Walls,  some  Senatom 

and  others, 
Tidlus  Aufidius,  is  he  within  your  walls  ? 

1  ^e;i.  No,  nor  a  man  that  fears  you  less  than  he, 
That 's  lesser  than  a  little.     Hark,  our  drums 

[Drums  afar  off. 
Are  bringing  forth  our  youth !  we'll  break  our  walls, 
Rather  than  they  shall  pound  us  up :  our  gates. 
Which  yet  seem  shut,  we  have  but  pinn'd  with  rushes ; 
They'll  open  of  themselves.     Hark  you  far  off  I 

[Alarum  afar  off. 
There  is  Aufidius ;  list  what  work  he  makes 
Amongst  your  cloven  army. 

Mar,  0,  they  are  at  it! 

Lart.  Their  noise  be  our  instruction. — Ladders,  ho  I 

The  Volsces  enter  and  pass  over. 
Mar.  They  fear  us  not,  but  issue  forth  their  city. 
Now  put  your  shields  before  your  hearts,  and  fight    [Titus : 
With  hearts  more  proof  than  shields.  —  Advance,  brave 
The^  do  disdain  us  much  beyond  our  thoughts. 
Which  makes  me  sweat  with  wrath. — Come  on,  my  fellows : 
He  that  retires  Til  take  him  for  a  Yolsce, 
And  he  shall  feel  mine  edge. 

Alarums,  and  exeunt  Romans  and  Yohces  JlghUng.  .The 
Romans    are    beaten  back  to  their  trenches.     lie-enter 
Maboius. 
Mar,  All  the  contagion  of  the  south  light  on  yon, 
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You  shames  of  Rome! — you  herd  of— Boils  and  plague* 
Plaster  you  o'er,  that  you  may  be  abhorr'd 
Further  than  seen,  and  one  infect  another 
Against  the  wind  a  mile!     You  souls  of  geese, 
That  bear  the  shajies  of  men,  how  have  you  run 
From  slaves  that  apes  would  beat!     Pluto  and  hell! 
All  hurt  behind ;  backs  red,  and  faces  i>ale 
With  flight  and  afued  fear!     Mend,  and  charge  home, 
Or,  by  the  fires  of  heaven,  I'll  leave  the  foe 
And  make  my  wars  on  you :  look  to't :  come  on ; 
If  you'll  stand  fast  we'll  beat  them  to  their  wives, 
As  they  us  to  our  trenches  followed. 

Another  alarum.  The  Volsces  and  Romans  re-entevy  and 
the  fight  is  renewed.  The  Volsces  reUrt  i$Uo  Corioliy  and 
Marcius  follows  them  to  the  gates. 

So,  now  the  gates  are  ope  : — ^now  prove  good  seconds : 

'TiB  for  the  followers  fortune  widens  them, 

Kot  for  the  fliers :  mark  me,  and  do  the  like. 

[He  enters  the  gates, 

1  Sol.  Fool-hardiness :  not  L 

2  SoL  Nor  L   [Marcius  is  shut  in, 
1  SoL  See,  they  have  shut  him  in. 

AU,  To  the  pot,  I  warrant  him. 

[Alarum  continues. 

Re-enter  Titus  Lartius. 

Lart,  What  is  become  of  Marcius  ? 

AIL  Slain,  sir,  doubtless. 

1  Sol.  Following  the  fliers  at  the  very  heels, 
With  them  he  enters ;  who,  upon  the  sudden, 
('lapp'd-to  their  gates :  he  is  himself  alone, 
To  answer  all  the  city. 

Lart.  O  noble  fellow! 

Who,  sensible,  outdares  his  senseless  sword. 
And  when  it  bows  stands  up!  Thou  art  left,  Marcius t 
A  carbuncle  entire,  as  big  as  thou  art, 
Were  not  so  rich  a  jewel.     Thou  wast  a  soldier 
Even  to  Cato's  wish,  not  fierce  and  terrible 
Only  in  strokes ;  but  with  thy  grim  looks  and 
The  thunder-like  percussion  of  thy  sounds 
Thou  mad'st  thine  enemies  shake,  as  if  the  world 
Were  feverous  and  did  tremble. 

Re-enter  Marcius,  bleeding^  oMaulted  by  the  enemy, 
1  SoL  Look,  sir. 
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Lnrt  '  O,  'tis  Marcius! 

Ijet  's  fetch  him  off,  or  make  remain  alike. 

[  Theyfight^  attd  all  enter  the  city. 


SCENE  Y.—  WUhin  Corioll    A  Street. 

Enter  certain  Bomans,  with  apoih, 

1  Rom,  This  will  I  carry  to  Rome. 

2  Rom.  And  I  this. 

3  Rwn,  A  murrain  on't!  I  took  this  for  silver. 

[Alarum  continues  still  afar  off. 

Enter  MiRcius  and  Titus  Lartius  with  a  trumpet. 

Mar.  See  here  these  movers  that  do  pi-ize  their  houra 
At  a  crack'd  drachm!     Cushicms,  leaden  spoons, 
Irons  of  a  doit,  doublets  that  han^en  would 
Bury  with  those  that  wore  them,  these  base  slaves. 
Ere  yet  the  fight  be  done,  pack  up : — down  with  them  I — 
And  hark,  what  noise  the  general  makes  ! — ^To  him  I  ^ 
There  is  tiie  man  of  my  souVs  hate,  Autidius, 
Piercing  our  Romans :  then,  valiant  Titus,  take 
Convement  numbers  to  make  good  the  city ; 
Whilst  I,  with  those  that  have  the  spirit,  will  hasfcfi 
To  help  Cominius. 

Lart.  Worthy  sir,  thou  bleed'st; 

Thy  exercise  hath  been  too  violent  for 
A  second  course  of  fight. 

Mar,  Sir,  praise  me  not ; 

My  work  hath  yet  not  w«nn  d  me :  fare  you  well : 
The  blood  I  droj)  is  rather  physical 
Than  dangerous  to  me :  to  Aufidiu»  thus 
I  will  appear,  and  fight. 

Lart,  Now  the  fair  goddess,  Fortuna, 

Fall  deep  in  love  with  thee ;  and  her  great  charms 
Misguide  thy  opposers'  swords!    Bold  gentleman. 
Prosperity  be  thy  page ! 

Mar.  Thy  friend  no  less 

Than  those  she  placeth  highest ! — So,  ffurewelL 

Lar.  Thou  worthiest  Marcius! —  [^jjt<  Marcius. 

Go,  sound  thy  trumpet  in  the  market-place ; 
Call  thither  all  the  officers  o*  the  town. 
Where  they  shall  know  our  mind:  away  I  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  Yl.—Neartlie  Camp  o/Cominius. 

Enter  Cominius  and  Forces,  retreating. 
Com.'  Breathe  you,  my  friends :  well  fought ;  we  are  come 
off 
like  Komans,  neither  foolish  in  our  standa 
Nor  cowardly  in  retire:  believe  me,  sirs, 
We  shall  be  charged  again.    Whiles  we  have  sti-uck, 
By  interims  and  conveying  gusts  we  have  heard 
The  charges  of  our  friends.     Ye  Roman  gods, 
Lead  their  successes  as  we  wish  our  own, 
Til  at  both  our  powers,  with  smiling  fronts  encountering^ 
May  give  you  thankfiil  sacrifice! — 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Thy  news 

Mesa,  The  citizens  of  Corioli  have  issued. 
And  given  to  Lartius  and  to  Marcius  battle: 
I  saw  our  party  to  their  trenches  driven. 
And  then  I  came  away. 

0<yin,  Though  thou  speak*st  truth, 

Methinks  thou  speak'st  not  welL     How  long  is't  since  ? 

Mess.  Above  an  hour,  my  lord. 

Corn,  *Tis  not  a  mile ;  briefly  we  heard  their  dinunai 
How  couldst  thou  in  a  mile  confound  an  hour. 
And  bring  thy  news  so  late  ? 

Me88,  Spies  of  the  Volsces 

Held  me  in  chase,  that  I  was  forc'd  to  wheel 
Three  or  four  miles  about :  else  had  I,  sir, 
Half  an  hour  since  brought  my  report. 

CoTn.  Who  *8  yonder, 

That  does  appear  as  he  were  flay'd  ?    0  godsl 
He  has  the  stamp  of  Marcius;  and  I  have 
Before-time  seen  him  thus. 

J/ar.  [toithm,']  Come  I  too  late ? 

GoTn.  The  shepherd  knows  not  thunder  from  a  tabof 
More  than  I  know  the  sound  of  Marcius'  tongue 
From  every  meaner  man. 

ETiier  Marcius. 

Mar,  Come  I  too  late  ? 

Com,  Ay,  if  you  come  not  in  the  blood  of  others^ 
But  mantled  in  your  own. 

Mar,  0 !  let  me  clip  you 

In  arms  ms  autuid  as  when  I  woo'd ;  in  heart 
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As  merry  as  when  our  nuptial  day  was  done, 
And  tapers  bum'd  to  bedward ! 

Com,  Flower  of  warriorSy 

How  is't  with  Titus  Lartius  ? 

Mar,  As  with  a  man  busied  about  decrees : 
(youdemnin^  some  to  death  and  some  to  exile ; 
Raiisomingliim  or  pitying,  threatening  the  other ; 
Holding  Corioli  in  the  name  of  Rome, 
Even  like  a  fawning  greyhound  in  the  leash. 
To  let  him  slip  at  wilL 

Com,  Where  is  that  slave 

Which  told  me  they  had  beat  you  to  your  trenches? 
Where 's  he  ?  call  him  hither. 

Mar,  Let  him  alone ; 

He  did  inform  the  truth :  but  for  our  gentlemen, 
The  common  file, — a  plague! — ^tribunes  for  them ! — 
The  mouse  ne'er  shunn'd  the  cat  as  they  did  budge 
From  rascals  worse  than  they. 

Cora,  But  how  prevail'd  you? 

Mar.  Will  the  time  serve  to  tell  ?    I  do  not  think. 
Where  is  the  enemy  ?  are  you  lords  o'  the  field? 
If  not,  why  cease  you  till  you  are  so  ? 

ComrL  MarduB, 

We  have  at  disadvantage  fought,  and  did 
Retire,  to  win  our  purpose. 

Mar.  How  lies  their  battle?  know  you  on  which  side 
They  have  placed  their  men  of  trust  ? 

GoTti,  As  I  guess,  Marcius^ 

Tlieir  bands  in  the  vaward  are  the  Antiates, 
Of  their  best  trust ;  o'er  them  Aufidius, 
Their  very  heart  of  hope. 

Mar,  I  do  beseech  you. 

By  all  the  battles  wherein  we  have  fought. 
By  the  blood  we  have  shed  together,  by  the  vows 
We  have  made  to  endure  friends,  that  you  directly 
Set  me  against  Aufidius  and  his  Antiates ; 
And  that  you  not  delay  the  present,  but, 
Filling  the  air  with  swords  advanc'd  and  darts, 
We  prove  this  very  hour. 

Com,  Though  I  could  wish 

You  were  conducted  to  a  gentle  bath, 
And  balms  apj)lied  to  you,  yet  dare  I  never 
Deny  your  asking :  take  your  choice  of  those 
That  best  can  aid  your  action. 

Mar.  Those  are  they 

That  most  are  willing. — If  any  such  be  here, — 
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As  it  were  sin  to  doubt, — ^tliat  love  this  painting 

"Wlierein  you  see  me  smear'd;  if  any  fear 

Lesser  his  person  than  an  ill  rej>ort; 

If  any  think  brave  death  outweighs  bad  life^ 

And  that  his  country 's  dearer  than  himself ; 

Let  him  alone,  or  so  many  so  minded. 

Wave  thus  [waving  his  hand],  to  express  his  disposition. 

And  follow  Marcius. 

IThey  all  shout,  and  wave  their  swords;  take  him  up 
in  their  armsy  and  cast  up  their  caps, 
0,  me  alone!  make  you  a  sword  of  me? 
If  these  shows  be  not  outward,  which  of  you 
But  is  four  Volsces  ?  none  of  you  but  is 
Able  to  bear  against  the  great  Aufidius 
A  shield  as  hard  as  his.     A  certain  number, 
Thouffh  thanks  to  all,  must  I  select  from  all :  the  rest 
Shall  Dear  the  business  in  some  other  fight, 
As  cause  will  be  obey'd.     Hease  you  to  march ; 
And  four  shall  quicldy  draw  out  my  command. 
Which  men  are  host  inclin'd. 

Corn.  March  on,  my  fellows : 

Make  g^ood  this  ostentation,  and  you  ^all 
Divide  in  all  with  us.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  YIL—The  Gates  o/CoriolL 

Titus  Lartius,  having  set  a  guard  upon  Corioli,  going  with 
drum  and  trumpet  toward  Cominius  and  Caius  Marcius, 
enters  with  a  Lieutenant,  a  party  t)/*  Soldiers,  and  a  Scout. 
Lart.  So,  let  the  ports  be  guarded :  keep  your  duties 

As  I  have  set  them  down.     K I  do  send,  despatch 

Those  centuries  to  our  aid ;  the  rest  will  serve 

For  a  short  holding :  if  we  lose  the  field 

We  cannot  keep  the  town. 
Lieut,  Feu*  not  our  care,  sir. 

Lart,  Hence,  and  shut  your  gates  upon*s. — 

Our  guider,  come ;  to  the  Roman  camp  conduct  us.  [ExeunA, 


SCENE  VnL— ^  Field  of  Battle  between  the  Roman  and 
the  Volsdan  Gamps, 

A  larum   Enter^/rom  opposite  sides,  Marcius  and  Aufidi  vs. 

Mar,  1*11  fight  with  none  but  thee;  for  I  do  hate  thee 
Worse  than  a  promise-breaker. 

VOL.  V.  a 
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Avf,  We  hate  alike : 

Not  Afric  owns  a  serpent  I  ablior 
More  than  thy  fame  and  envy.     Fix  thy  foot. 

Mar,  Let  the  first  budger  die  the  other's  slave. 
And  the  gods  doom  him  aSter ! 

Auf,  If  I  fly,  Marcius, 

Halloo  me  like  a  hare. 

Mar.  Within  these  three  hours,  TuUus, 

Alone  I  fouglit  in  your  Corioli  wails. 
And  made  what  work  I  pleas'd:  'tis  not  my  blood 
Wherein  thou  seest  me  mask'd ;  for  thy  revenge 
Wrench  up  thy  power  to  the  highest. 

Anf,  Wert  thou  the  Hector 

That  was  the  whip  of  your  bragg'd  progeny. 
Thou  shouldst  not  scape  me  here. — 

[They  Jlght^  and  certain  Volsces  come  to 
the  aic?  o/AuFiDius. 
OflScious,  and  not  valiant, — you  have  sham'd  me 
In  your  condemned  seconds. 

[Exeunt  fighting^  driven  in  by  Mail 


SCENE  JX.—The  Roman  Camp, 

Alarum,     A  retreat  w  sounded.     Flourish,     Enter,  cU  one 
side,  CoMiNius  and  Romans;  at  tfie  other  side,  Marcius, 
with  his  arm  in  a  scarf,  and  other  Romans. 
Com.  If  I  should  teU  thee  o'er  this  thy  day's  work, 
Thou'lt  not  believe  thy  deeds :  but  I'll  report  it 
Where  senators  shall  mingle  tears  with  smiles ; 
Where  great  patricians  shall  attend,  and  shrug, 
I'  the  end  admire ;  where  ladies  shall  be  frighted. 
And,  gladly  quak'd,  hear  more ;  where  the  dull  tribunea^ 
That,  with  the  fusty  plebeians,  hate  thine  honours, 
Shall  say,  against  their  hearts.  We  thank  the  gods 
Our  Maine  fmth  such  a  soldier/ 
Yet  cam'st  thou  to  a  morsel  of  this  feast, 
Having  fully  dined  before. 

Enter  Titus  Lartius,  rvith  his  power,  from  the  pursuit 

Lart,  0  general. 

Here  is  the  steed,  we  the  caparison : 
Hadst  thou  beheld, — 

Mar,  Pray  now,  no  more ;  my  mother 

Who  has  a  charter  to  extol  her  blood. 
When  she  does  praise  me  grieves  me.     I  have  done 
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As  you  have  done, — that  *s  what  I  can ;  indnc'd 
As  you  have  been, — that 's  for  my  country : 
He  that  has  but  effected  his  good  will 
Hath  overtaken  mine  act. 

Corn,,  You  shall  not  be 

The  grave  of  your  deserving;  Rome  must  know 
The  value  of  her  own :  'twere  a  concealment 
Worse  than  a  theft,  no  less  than  a  traducement, 
To  hide  your  doings ;  and  to  silence  that 
Which,  to  the  spire  and  top  of  praises  vouch*d, 
Would  seem  but  modest :  therefore,  I  beseech  you,— 
In  sign  of  what  you  are,  not  to  reward 
What  you  have  done, — before  our  army  hear  me. 

Mar,  I  have  some  wounds  upon  me,  and  they  smart 
To  hear  themselves  remember'i 

Com.  Should  they  not. 

Well  might  they  fester  'gainst  ingratitude, 
And  tent  themselves  with  death.     Of  all  the  horses,  '- 
Whereof  we  have  ta'en  good,  and  good  store, — of  all 
The  treasure  in  this  field  achiev'd  and  city, 
We  render  you  the  tenth ;  to  be  ta'en  forth 
Before  the  common  distribution  at 
Your  only  choice. 

Mar,  I  thank  you,  general ; 

But  cannot  make  my  lieart  consent  to  take 
A  bribe  to  pay  my  sword :  I  do  refuse  it ; 
And  stand  ujjon  my  common  2)art  with  those 
That  have  beheld  tbe  doing. 

[A  long  flourish.  7%eya/Z  cry,  "Marcius  I  Marcius!" 
ca^t  up  their  caps  arid  lances:  Cominius  and 
Lartius  stand  hare. 

Mar.  May  these  same  indtruments  which  you  profane 
Never  sound  more!     When  drums  and  trumpets  shall 
r  the  field  prove  flatterers,  let  coui-ts  and  cities  be 
Made  all  of  false-fac*d  soothing! 
When  steel  grows  soft  as  the  ]>arasite's  silk. 
Let  him  be  made  a  coverture  for  the  wars ! 
No  more,  I  say !  for  that  I  have  not  wash  d 
My  nose  that  bled,  or  foil'd  some  debile  wretch,— 
Which,  without  note,  here's  many  else  have  done, — 
You  shout  me  forth  in  acclamations  hyi)erbolical; 
As  if  I  loved  my  little  should  be  dieted 
In  praises  sauc'd  with  lies. 

Coin.  Too  modest  are  you; 

More  cruel  to  your  good  report  than  grateful 
To  us  that  give  you  truly :  by  your  patieuoe* 
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If  gainst  yourself  you  be  incensed,  "we*ll  put  you, — 
Like  one  that  means  his  proper  harm, — in  manacles, 
Then  reason  safely  with  you. — ^Therefore  be  it  known. 
As  to  us,  to  all  the  worlo,  that  Caius  Marcius 
Wears  this  war's  garland :  in  token  of  the  which. 
My  noble  steed,  ^own  to  the  camp,  I  give  him. 
With  all  his  trim  belonging ;  and  m)m  this  time, 
For  what  he  did  before  Corioli,  call  him, 
With  all  the  applause  and  clamour  of  the  host, 
Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus. — 
Bear  the  addition  nobly  ever ! 

[Flourish,     Trumpets  sound,  and  drums, 

AU.  Caius  Marcius  Coriolanus! 

Cor,  I  will  go  wash ; 
And  when  my  face  is  fair  you  shall  perceive 
Whether  I  blush  or  no :  howbeit,  I  thank  you.^ 
1  mean  to  stride  your  steed ;  and  at  all  times 
To  undercrest  your  good  addition 
To  the  fairness  of  my  power. 

Com,  So,  to  our  tent; 

Where,  ere  we  do  repose  us,  we  will  write 
To  Rome  of  our  success. — You,  Titus  Lartiua, 
Must  to  Corioli  back :  send  us  to  Rome 
The  best,  with  whom  we  may  articulate, 
For  their  own  good  and  ours. 

Lart,  I  shall,  my  lord. 

Cor.  The  gods  begin  to  mock  me.     I,  that  now 
Refused  most  princely  gifts,  am  bound  to  beg 
Of  my  lord  general. 

Com,  Take't:  'tis  yours.— What  is't? 

Cor,  I  sometime  lay  here  in  Corioli 
At  a  poor  man's  house ;  he  us'd  me  kindly: 
He  cried  to  me ;  I  saw  him  prisoner; 
But  then  Aufidius  was  withm  my  view. 
And  wrath  o'erwhelm'd  my  pity :  I  request  you 
To  give  my  poor  host  freedom. 

C(yr,  0,  well  begg'dl 

Were  he  the  butcher  of  my  son  he  should 
Be  free  as  is  the  wind.    Deliver  him,  Titus. 

LarL  Marcius,  his  name? 

Cor,  By  Jupiter,  forgot:^ 

I  am  weary;  jrea,  my  memory  is  tir'd. — 
Have  we  no  wine  here? 

Com,  Go  we  to  our  tent : 

The  blood  upon  yonr  visage  dries;  'tis  time 
It  should  be  look'd  to :  come.  [BxeunL 
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SCENE  X,—TIie  Camp  of  the  Volsces. 

A  JUmrish,     Comets,     Enter  Titllus  Aupidius,   bloody^ 
with  two  or  three  Soldiers. 

Auf,  The  town  is  ta'en! 

1  86L  Twill  be  delivered  back  on  good  condition. 

Avf.  Condition! — 
I  wonld  I  were  a  Roman ;  for  I  cannot. 
Being  a  Volsce,  be  that  I  am. — Condition! 
What  good  condition  can  a  treaty  find 
I'  the  part  that  is  at  mercy  ? — Five  times,  Marciua, 
I  have  fought  with  thee ;  so  often  hast  thou  beat  me; 
And  wonldst  do  so,  I  think,  should  we  encounter 
As  often  as  we  eat. — By  the  elements, 
If  e*er  a^ain  I  meet  him  beard  to  beard. 
He  's  mine  or  I  am  his :  mine  emulation 
Hath  not  that  honour  in't  it  had ;  for  where 
I  thought  to  crush  him  in  an  equal  force, — 
True  sword  to  sword, — I'll  ^tch  at  him  some  way 
Or  wrath  or  craft  may  get  mm. 

I  Sol  He's  the  devil 

Avf,  Bolder,  though  not  so  subtle.    My  valour's  poison'd 
With  only  sufifering  stain  by  him ;  for  him 
Shall  fly  out  of  itsdf :  nor  sleep  nor  sanctuary. 
Being  naked,  sick ;  nor  fane  nor  Capitol, 
The  prayers  of  priests  nor  times  of  sacrifice, 
Embarquements  all  of  fary,  shall  lift  up 
Their  rotten  privilege  and  custom  'gainst 
My  hate  to  Marcius :  where  I  find  him,  were  it 
At  home,  upon  my  brother's  guard,  even  there, 

X'nst  the  hospitable  canon,  would  I 
ti  my  fierce  hand  in 's  heart.     Go  you  to  the  city; 
Learn  how  'tis  held ;  and  what  they  are  that  must 
Be  hostages  for  Rome. 

1  SoL  Will  not  you  go? 

Auf.  lam  attended  at  the  cypress  grove : 
Ipray  you, — 

'lis  south  the  dty  miUs, — bring  me  word  thither 
How  the  world  goes,  that  to  the  pace  of  it 
I  may  spur  on  my  journey. 

1  aoL  I  shall,  sir.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT  IL 

SCENE  L—RoMB.    A  public  Place. 
EfUer  Mbnenius,  Sioinius,  and  Brutus. 

Men.  The  augurer  tells  me  we  shall  have  news  to-nightb 

Bru.  Good  or  bad? 

Men.  Not  according  to  the  prayer  of  the  people,  for  they 
love  not  Marcins. 

Sic  Nature  teaches  beasts  to  know  their  friends. 

Men,  Pray  you,  who  does  the  wolf  love? 

Sic.  The  lamb. 

Men.  Ay,  to  devour  him ;  as  the  hungry  plebeians  would 
the  noble  Marcius. 

Bni.  He 's  a  lamb  indeed,  that  baas  like  a  bear. 

Men.  He's  a  bear  indeed,  that  lives  like  a  lamb.  You 
two  are  old  men :  tell  me  one  thing  that  I  shall  ask  you. 

Both  Ti^.  Well,  sir. 

Men.  In  what  enormity  is  Marcius  poor  in,  that  you  two 
have  not  in  abundance? 

Bi'u.  He's  poor  in  no  one  fault,  but  stored  with  all. 

Sic  Esi)ecially  in  pride. 

Bru.  And  topping  all  others  in  boasting. 

Mer^  This  is  strange  now :  do  you  two  know  how  you 
are  censured  here  in  the  city,  I  mean  of  us  o'  the  right-hand 
file?    Do  you? 

Both  Trib.  Why,  how  are  we  censured? 

Men,  Because  you  talk  of  pride  now, — will  you  not  bo 
angry? 

Both  Trib.  Well,  well,  sir,  welL 

Men.  Why,  His  no  great  matter;  for  a  very  little  thief  of 
occasion  will  rob  you  of  a  great  deal  of  patience :  give  your 
disxK)sitions  the  reins,  and  be  angry  at  your  pleasures ;  at 
the  least,  if  you  take  it  as  a  pleasure  to  you  in  being  so. 
You  blame  Marcius  for  being  proud? 

Bru,  We  do  it  not  alone,  sir. 

Men.  I  know  you  can  do  very  little  alone ;  for  your  helps 
are  many,  or  else  your  actions  would  grow  wondrous  single : 
your  abUitics  are  too  infant-like  for  domg  much  alone.  You 
talk  of  pride:  0  tliat  you  could  turn  your  eyes  toward  the 
napes  of  your  necks,  and  make  but  an  interior  survey  of 
your  good  selves !    0  that  you  could  1 

Bru.  What  then,  sir? 

Men.  Why,  then  you  should  discover  a  brace  of  unmerit* 
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ing,   proud,   violent,  testy  magistrates, — alias,   fools, — m 
any  in  Rome. 

Sic  Menenius,  you  are  known  well  enough  too. 

Men,  I  am  known  to  be  a  humorous  patrician,  and  one 
.that  loves  a  cup  of  hot  wine  with  not  a  drop  of  allaying 
Tiber  in't :  said  to  be  something  imperfect  in  favouring  the 
first  complaint,  hasty  and  tinder-like  upon  too  trivial  motio^ ; 
one  that  converses  more  with  the  buttock  of  the  night  than 
with  the  forehead  of  the  morning.  What  I  think  1  utter, 
and  spend  my  malice  in  my  breath.  Meeting  two  such 
wealsmen  as  you  are, — 1  cannot  call  you  Lycurguses, — if 
the  drink  vou  give  me  touch  my  palate  adversely,  I  make 
a  crooked  iace  at  it.  I  cannot  sav  your  worships  have  de- 
livered the  matter  well  when  I  nnd  the  ass  in  compound 
with  the  major  part  of  your  syllables :  and  though  I  must 
be  content  to  Dear  with  those  that  say  you  are  reverend 
grave  men,  yet  they  lie  deadly  that  tell  you  have  good  fstces. 
If  you  see  this  in  the  map  of  my  microcosm,  follows  it  that 
I  am  known  well  enough  too  ?  What  harm  can  your  bisson 
conspectuities  glean  out  of  this  character,  if  I  be  known 
well  enough  too  ? 

Bru.  Come,  sir,  come,  we  know  you  well  enough. 

Men,  You  know  neither  me,  yourselves,  nor  anything. 
You  are  ambitious  for  poor  knaves'  caps  and  legs :  you  wear 
out  a  good  wholesome  forenoon  in  hearing  a  cause  between 
an  orange-wife  and  a  fosset-seller ;  and  then  rejourn  the 
controversy  of  threepence  to  a  second  day  of  audience. — 
When  you  are  hearing  a  matter  betT^een  party  and  party,  if 
you  chanced  to  be  pinched  with  the  cohc,  you  ma^e  faces 
Hke  mummers ;  set  up  the  bloody  flag  a^amst  all  patience ; 
and,  in  roaring  for  a  chamber-pot,  dismiss  the  controversy 
bleeding,  the  more  entangled  by  your  hearing :  all  the 
peace  you  make  in  their  cause  is  calling  both  the  parties 
knaves.     Y'ou  are  a  pair  of  strange  ones. 

BriL  Come,  come,  you  are  well  understood  to  be  a  pre- 
fecter  pber  for  the  table  than  a  necessary  bencher  in  the 
CapitoL 

Men.  Our  very  priests  must  become  mockers  if  they  shall 
encounter  such  ridiculous  subjects  as  you  are.  When  you 
speak  best  unto  the  purpose  it  is  not  worth  the  wagging  of 
your  beards ;  and  your  oeards  deserve  not  so  honourable  a 
grave  as  to  stuff  a  botcher's  cushion  or  to  be  entombed  in 
an  ass's  pack-saddle.  Yet  jovl  must  be  saying,  Mai-cius  is 
proud ;  who,  in  a  cheap  estimation,  is  worth  all  your  per- 
decessors  since  Deucalion;  though  peradventure  some  of 
tiie  best  of  them  were  hereditary  hangmen.     God-den  to 
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yonr  worships  i  more  of  your  conversation  would  infect  my 
brain,  being  the  herdsmen  of  the  beastly  plebeians  :  I  will 
be  bold  to  take  my  leave  of  yon. 

[Brutus  and  Sicnous  retire. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Viroilia,  Valeria,  <lrc. 
How  now,  my  as  fair  as  noble  ladies, — and  the  moon, 
were  she  earthly,  no  nobler, — ^whither  do  you  follow  your 
eyes  so  fast? 

Vol.  Honourable  Menenius,  my  boy  Marcius  approaches; 
for  the  love  of  Juno,  let  *s  go. 

Men.  Hal  Marcius  coming  home! 

Vol.  Ay,  worthy  Menenius;  and  with  most  prosperous 
approbation. 

Men.  Take  my  cap,  Jupiter,  and  I  thank  thee. — Hoo! 
Marcius  coming  home ! 

Vol.  Vir.  Nay,  'tis  trua 

Vol.  Look,  here  '^  a  letter  from  him :  the  state  hath  ano- 
ther, his  wife  another;  and  I  think  there's  one  at  home  for 
you. 

Men.  I  will  make  my  very  house  reel  to-night. — A  letter 
for  me? 

Vir.  Yes,  certain,  there's  a  letter  for  you  ;  I  saw  it. 

MeTL  A  letter  for  me!  It  gives  me  an  estate  of  seven 
years'  health  ;  in  which  time  I  will  make  a  lip  at  the  phy- 
sician :  the  most  sovereign  prescription  in  Galen  is  but  em- 
piricntic,  and,  to  this  preservative,  of  no  better  report  than 
a  horse-drench.  Is  he  not  wounded?  he  was  wont  to  come 
home  wounded. 

Vir.  O,  no,  no,  no. 

Vol.  O,  he  is  wounded,  I  thauk  the  gods  for't. 

Men,  So  do  I  too,  if  it  be  not  t(K)  much. — Brings  a 
victory  in  his  pocket? — ^The  wounds  become  him. 

VoL  On's  brows:  Menenius,  he  comes  the  third  time 
home  with  the  oaken  garland. 

Men.  Has  he  disciplined  Anfidius  soundly? 

VoL  Titus  Lartius  writes, — they  fought  together,  but  An* 
fidius  got  off. 

Men.  And  'twas  time  for  him  too.  111  warrant  him  that : 
an  he  had  stayed  by  him,  I  would  not  have  been  so  fidiused 
for  all  the  chests  in  Corioli,  and  the  gold  that 's  in  them. 
Is  the  senate  possessed  of  this? 

Vol  Good  ladies,  let's  go. — Yes,  yes,  yes ;  the  senate  has 
letters  from  the  general,  wherein  he  g^ves  my  son  the  whole 
name  of  the  war :  he  hath  in  this  action  outdone  his  former 
deeds  doubly. 
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Vol.  In  troth,  there's  wondrous  things  spoke  of  him. 

Men,  Wondi-ousI  ay,  I  warrant  you,  and  not  without 
his  true  purchasing. 

Vir,  The  gods  grant  them  true  I 

Vol  True,  pow,  wow. 

Men.  True!  Til  be  sworn  thev  are  true. — ^Where  is 
he  wounded? — [To  the  Tribunes,  who  come  forward.]  God 
save  your  good  worships !  Marcius  is  coming  home :  he  has 
more  cause  to  be  proud. — Where  is  he  wounded  ? 

Vol,  T  the  shoulder  and  i'  the  left  arm :  there  will  be 
large  cicatrices  to  show  the  people  when  he  shall  stand  for 
his  place.  He  received  in  the  repulse  of  Taiquin  seven 
hurts  i'  the  body. 

Men.  One  i'  the  neck  and  two  i*  the  thigh, — there's 
nine  that  I  know. 

VoL  He  had,  before  this  last  expedition,  twenty-five 
wounds  upon  him. 

Men,  xJow  it 's  twenty-seven :  evenr  gash  was  an 
enemy's  grav&  [A  shout  and  Jhurinh.]  Hark  I  the 
trumpets. 

Vol  These  are  the  ushers  of  Marcius :  before  him 
He  carries  noise,  ~and  behind  him  he  leaves  tears ; 
Death,  that  dark  spirit,  in 's  nervy  nxra  doth  lie ; 
Which,  being  advanc'd,  declines,  and  then  men  die. 

A  sennet.     Trumpets  sound,    ErUer  Cominius  and  TiTua 

Labtius  ;     between   them^  Coriolanus,    crowned   with 

an   oaken  garland;    with   Captains,    Soldiers,    and   a 

Herald. 

Her,  Enow,  Home,  that  all  alone  Marcius  did  fight 
Within  Corioli  gates :  where  he  hath  won. 
With  fame,  a  name  to  Caius  Marcius ;  these 
In  honour  follows  Coriolanus  : — 
Welcome  to  Bome,  renowned  Coriolanus  I  [FlourisK 

All  Welcome  to  Rome,  renowned  Coriolanus! 

Oor,  No  more  of  this,  it  does  offend  my  heart; 
Pray  now,  no  more. 

Com.  Look,  sir,  your  mother ! 

Cor,  O, 

You  have,  I  know,  petition'd  all  the  gods 
For  my  prosperity!  [Krieelsk 

Vol  Nay,  my  good  soldier,  up; 

My  eentle  Marcius^  worthy  Caius,  and 
By  oeed-achieving  honour  newly  nam'd, — 
What  is  it? — Coriolanus  must  I  call  theet 
But,  0,  thy  wife! 
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Cor.  My  gracious  silence,  hail ! 

Wouldst  thou  have  laugh'd  had  I  come  coffin'd  home, 
That  weep'st  to  see  me  triumph?    Ah,  my  dear, 
Such  eyes  the  ■widows  in  Corioli  wear, 
And  mothers  that  lack  sons. 

Men.  Now  the  gods  crown  thee ! 

Cor.  Aj*d  live  you  yot  ? — 0  my  sweet  lady,  pardon. 

[To  Valeria. 

Vol.  I  know  not  where  to  turn. — 0,  welcome  home; — 
And  welcome,  general ; — ^and  you  are  welcome  alL 

Men.  A  hundred  thousand  welcomes. — I  could  weep 
And  I  could  laugh  ;  I  am  light  and  heavy. — Welcome: 
A  curse  begin  at  very  root  on 's  heart 
That  is  not  glad  to  see  thee ! — You  are  three 
That  Rome  should  dote  on :  yet,  by  the  faith  of  men. 
We  have  some  old  crab  trees  here  at  home  that  wiU  not 
Be  grafted  to  your  relish.    Yet  welcome,  warriors : 
We  call  a  nettle  but  a  nettle ;  and 
The  faults  of  fools  but  folly. 

Com.  Ever  riglit. 

Cor.  Menenius  ever,  ever. 

Her.  Give  way  there,  and  go  on ! 

Cor.  Your  hand,  and  yours  x 

[To  his  wife  and  mot/ier. 
Ere  in  our  own  house  I  do  shade  my  head, 
The  good  patricians  must  be  visited ; 
From  whom  I  have  receiv'd  not  only  greetings, 
But  with  them  change  of  honours. 

VoL  I  have  lived 

To  see  inherited  my  very  wishes. 
And  the  buildings  of  my  fancy :  only 
There's  one  thing  wanting,  which  I  doubt  not  but 
Our  Rome  will  cast  upoii  thee. 

Cor.  Know,  good  mother, 

I  had  rather  be  their  servant  in  my  way 
Than  sway  with  them  in  theirs. 

Com.  On,  to  the  CapitoL 

[Flourish.     Comets.    Exeunt  in  state, 
as  be/ore.     The  Tribunes  remain, 

Bni,  All  tongues  speak  of  him,  and  the  bleared  sights 
Are  spectacled  to  see  him :  your  prattling  nurse 
Into  a  rapture  lets  her  baby  cry 
While  she  chats  him :  the  kitchen  malkin  pins 
Her  richest  lockram  'bout  her  reechy  neck, 
€lambering  the  waUs  to  eye  him :  stalls,  bulks,  windows^ 
Are  smother'd  up,  leads  fiU'd,  and  ridges  hora'd 
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With  variable  complexions;  all  agreeing 
In  earnestness  to  see  him :  seld-sbown  flamcns 
Do  press  among  the  popular  throngs,  and  puff 
To  win  a  vulgar  station :  our  veil'd  dames 
CV)mmit  the  war  of  white  and  damask,  in 
Their  nicely  gawded  cheeks,  to  the  wanton  spoil 
Of  Phoebus*  burning  kisses :  such  a  pother. 
As  if  that  whatsoever  god  who  leads  him 
Were  slily  crept  into  his  human  powers. 
And  gave  him  graceful  posture. 

Sic,  On  the  sudden, 

I  warrant  him  consul 

Bru.  Then  our  office  may, 

During  his  power,  go  sleep. 

Sic  He  cannot  temperately  transport  his  honours 
From  where  he  should  begin  and  end;  but  will 
liose  those  that  he  hath  won. 

Bru.  In  that  ihete  's  comfort 

Sic.  Doubt  not  the  commoners,  for  whom  we  stand. 
But  they,  upon  their  ancient  malice,  wiU  forget. 
With  the  least  cause,  these  his  new  honours ;  which 
That  he'll  give  them  make  I  as  little  question 
As  he  is  proud  to  do't. 

Bru.  1  heard  him  swear, 

Were  he  to  stand  for  consul,  never  would  he 
Apx)ear  i'  the  market-place,  nor  on  him  pat 
The  napless  vesture  of  humility; 
Kor,  showing,  as  the  manner  is,  his  wounds 
To  the  people,  beg  their  stinking  breaths. 

Sic  l^riffht 

Bru.  It  was  his  word :  O,  he  would  miss  it  rather 
Than  carry  it  but  by  the  suit  of  the  gentry  to  him. 
And  the  desire  of  the  nobles. 

Sic  I  wish  no  better 

Than  have  him  hold  that  purpose,  and  to  put  it 
In  execution. 

Bru,  'Tis  most  like  he  wilL 

Sic  It  shall  be  to  him  then,  as  our  good  wills, 
A  sure  destruction. 

Bru,  So  it  must  faJl  out 

To  him  or  our  authorities.    For  an  end. 
We  must  suggest  the  people  in  what  hatred 
He  still  hathheld  them ;  that  to 's  power  he  would 
Have  made  them  mules,  silenc*d  their  pleaders,  and 
Dispropertied  their  freedoms :  holding  theiBy 
In  numau  action  and  capacity. 
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Of  no  more  soul  nor  fitness  for  the  world 

Than  camels  in  their  war;  who  have  their  provand 

Only  for  bearing  burdens,  and  sore  blows 

For  sinking  nnaer  them. 

Sic        ^  This,  as  you  say,  suggested 

At  some  time  when  his  soaring  insolence 
Shall  touch  the  people, — which  time  shaH  not  want. 
If  it  be  put  upon't ;  and  that 's  as  easy 
As  to  set  dogs  on  sheep, — will  be  his  fire 
To  kindle  their  dry  stubble ;  and  their  blaze 
Shall  darken  him  for  ever. 

.^i^er  a  Messenger. 

Brtu  What 's  the  matter? 

Mess.  Ton  are  sent  for  to  the  CapitoL    'Tis  thought 
That  Marcius  shall  be  consul : 
I  haye  seen  the  dumb  men  throng  to  see  him,  and 
The  blind  to  hear  him  speak :  matrons  iiune  gloves, 
Ladies  and  maids  their  scarfs  and  handkercmers, 
Upon  him  as  he  passM :  the  nobles  bended 
As  to  Jove's  statue ;  and  the  commons  made 
A  shower  and  thunder  with  their  caps  and  shouts: 
I  never  saw  the  like. 

-6n*.  ^  Let  *s  to  the  Capitol ; 

And  carry  with  us  ears  and  eyes  for  the  time. 
But  hearts  for  the  event. 

Sic  Have  with  you.    [Exeunt 


SCENE  II.— EoMK.     The  Capitol 

Enter  two  Officers,  to  lay  cushions, 

1  Off,  Come,  come ;  they  are  almost  here.  How  many 
stand  for  consulships? 

2  Off.  Three,  they  say:  bat  *tis  thought  of  every  one 
Coriolanus  will  carry  it. 

1  Off.  That's  a  brave  fellow;  but  he's  vengeance  proud, 
and  loves  not  the  common  people. 

2  Off.  Faith,  there  have  been  many  great  men  that  have 
flattered  the  people,  who  ne'er  loved  them ;  and  there  be 
many  that  they  have  loved,  they  know  not  wherefore :  so 
that,  if  they  love  they  know  not  why,  they  hate  upon  no 
better  a  ground :  therefore,  for  Coriolanus  neither  to  care 
whether  they  love  or  hate  him  manifests  the  true  know- 
ledge he  has  in.  their  disposition ;  and,  out  of  his  noble 
"Carelessness,  lets  them  x>lainly  see't. 
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1  Off.  If  lie  did  not  care  whether  he  had  their  love  or 
no,  he  waved  indifferently  *twixt  doinjj  them  neither  good 
nor  harm;  but  he  seeks  their  hate  with  greater  devotion 
than  they  can  render  it  him;  and  leaves  nothing  undone 
that  may  fully  discover  him  their  opposite.  Now,  to  seem 
to  affect  the  malice  and  displeasure  of  the  people  is  as 
bad  as  that  which  he  dislikes, — ^to  flatter  them  for  their 
love. 

2  Off,  He  hath  deserved  worthily  of  his  country :  and  his 
ascent  is  not  by  such  easy  degrees  as  those  who,  having 
been  supple  and  courteous  to  tne  people,  bonnetted,  with- 
out auy  further  deed  to  have  them  at  all  into  their  estima- 
tion  and  report?  but  he  hath  so  planted  his  honours  in 
their  eyes,  and  his  actions  in  their  hearts,  that  for  their 
tonnes  to  be  silent,  and  not  confess  so  much,  were  a 
kind  of  ingratefal  injury ;  to  report  otherwise  were  a  malice 
that,  giving  itself  the  lie,  would  pluck  reproof  and  rebuke 
from  every  ear  that  heard  it. 

1  Off,  No  more  of  him;  he  is  a  worthy  man :  make  way, 
they  are  coming. 

A  Sennet,     Enter,  with  lictors  before  them^  Cominius  the 
Consul,   Menenius,    Coriolanus,    Senators,   Sicinius, 
and  Brutus.     The  Senators  take  their  places;  tfie  Tri- 
bunes take  theirs  also  by  tiiemselves. 
Men,  Having  determin'd  of  the  Volsces,  and 

To  send  for  Titus  Lartius,  it  remains. 

As  the  main  point  of  this  our  after-meeting, 

To  gratify  his  noble  service  that 

Hatn  thus  stood  for  his  country :  therefore  please  you. 

Most  reverend  and  grave  elders,  to  desire 

The  present  consul,  and  last  general 

In  our  well-found  successes,  to  report 

A  little  of  that  worthy  work  performed 

By  Cains  Marcius  Coriolanus ;  whom 

We  meet  here,  both  to  thank  and  to  remember 

With  honours  like  himself. 

1  Sen,  Speak,  good  Cominius : 

Leave  nothing  out  for  length,  and  make  us  think 

Kather  our  state's  defective  for  requital 

Than  we  to  stretch  it  out. — Masters  o*  the  people^ 

We  do  request  your  kindest  ears ;  and,  after. 

Your  loving  motion  toward  the  common  body, 

To  yield  what  passes  here. 
Sic  We  are  con  vented 

U|>on  a  pleasing  treaty ;  and  have  hearts 
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Inclinable  to  honour  and  advance 
The  theme  of  our  assembly. 

Bru.  Which  the  rather 

We  shall  be  bless*d  to  do,  if  he  remember 
A  kinder  value  of  the  people  than 
He  hath  hereto  priz'd  them  at. 

Men,  That 's  off,  tliat  's  off; 

1  would  you  rather  had  been  silent.     Please  you 
To  hear  Cominius  speak? 

Bru.  Most  willingly : 

But  yet  my  caution  was  more  pertinent 
Than  the  rebuke  you  give  it. 

Men,  He  loves  your  people; 

But  tie  him  not  to  be  their  bedfellow. — 
Worthy  Cominius,  sjieak. 

[CoRiOLANUS  riseSy  and  offers  to  go  away. 
Nay,  keep  your  place. 

1  Sen,  Sit,  Coriolanus ;  never  shame  to  hear 
What  you  have  nobly  done. 

Cor,  Your  honours' pardon: 

I  had  rather  have  my  wounds  to  heal  again 
Than  hear  say  how  1  got  them. 

Bru.  Sir,  I  hope 

My  words  disbench'd  you  not. 

Cor,  No,  sir ;  yet  oft, 

When  blows  have  made  me  stay,  I  fled  from  words. 
You  sooth'd  not,  therefore  hurt  not :   but  your  })eopl6, 
1  love  them  as  they  weigh. 

Men,  Pray  now,  sit  down. 

Cor,   I  had  rather  have  one  scratch  my  head  i*  the 
Sim 
When  the  alarum  were  struck,  than  idly  sit 
To  hear  my  nothings  monster'd.  [Exit» 

Men,  ^  Masters  o*  the  people. 

Your  multiplying  spawn  how  can  he  flatter, — 
Til  at 's  thousand  to  one  eood.  one, — when  you  now  see 
He  had  rather  venture  all  his  Umbs  for  honour 
Than  one  on's  ears  to  hear  it? — Proceed,  Cominius. 

Com,  I  shall  lack  voice :  the  deeds  of  Coriolanus 
Should  not  be  utter'd  feebly.  — It  is  held 
That  valour  is  the  chiefest  virtue,  and 
Most  dignifies  the  haver :  if  it  be, 
ITie  man  I  speak  of  cannot  in  the  world 
Be  singly  counterpois'd.     At  sixteen  years, 
When  Tarquin  made  a  head  for  Rome,  he  fought 
Beyond  the  mark  of  others :  our  then  dictator^ 
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Whom  with  all  praise  I  point  at,  saw  him  light, 

When  with  his  Amazonian  chin  he  drove 

The  bristled  lips  before  him :  he  bestrid 

An  o'erpress'd  Roman,  and  i'  the  consul's  view 

Slew  three  opposers :  Tarqnin's  self  he  met, 

And  struck  him  on  his  knee :  in  that  day's  feats, 

When  he  might  act  the  woman  in  the  scene, 

He  prov'd  best  man  i'  the  field,  and  for  his  meed 

Was  brow-bound  with  the  oak.     His  pupil  age 

Alan-enter'd  thus,  he  waxed  like  a  sea; 

And  in  the  brunt  of  seventeen  battles  since 

He  lurch'd  all  swords  of  the  garland.     For  this  lasti 

Before  and  in  Corioli,  let  me  say, 

I  cannot  speak  him  home :  he  stopped  the  fliers ; 

And  by  his  rare  example  made  the  coward 

Turn  terror  into  sport :  as  weeds  before 

A  vessel  under  sau,  so  men  obey'd. 

And  fell  below  his  stem :  his  sword, — death's  stamps— 

Where  it  did  mark,  it  took ;  firom  face  to  foot 

He  was  a  thins  of  blood,  whose  every  motion 

Was  timed  witn  dying  cries :  alone  he  enter'd 

The  mortal  gate  of  the  city,  which  he  painted 

With  shunless  destiny ;  aidless  came  off. 

And  with  a  sudden  re-enforcement  struck 

Corioli  like  a  planet.     Now  all 's  his : 

When,  by  and  by,  the  din  of  war  'gau  T»ierce 

His  ready  sense ;  then  straight  his  dou  oled  spirit 

Ile-quicken'd  what  in  flesh  was  fatigate. 

And  to  the  battle  came  he ;  where  he  did 

Run  reeking  o'er  the  lives  of  men  as  if 

'Twere  a  perpetual  spoil :  and  till  we  call'd 

Both  field  and  city  ours  he  never  stood 

To  ease  his  breast  with  panting. 

Men»  Worthy  man! 

1  Sen,  He  cannot  but  with  measure  fit  the  honoms 
Which  we  devise  him. 

Com,  Our  spoils  he  kick'd  at ; 

And  look'd  upon  things  precious  as  they  were 
Vhe  common  muck  of  the  world :  he  covets  less 
Than  misery  itself  would  give ;  rewards 
His  deeds  with  doing  them ;  and  is  content 
To  spend  the  time  to  end  it. 

Men.  He  'a  right  nobl«t 

Let  him  be  call'd  for. 

1  Sen.  Call  Coriolanus. 

Off,  He  doth  appear. 
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Re-enter  Coriolanus. 

Men.  The  senate,  Coriolanus,  are  well  pleas*d 
To  make  thee  consul 

Oor.  I  do  owe  them  still 

My  life  and  services. 

Men.  It  then  remains 

That  you  do  speak  to  the  people. 

Cor,  I  do  beseech  you 

Let  me  o'erleap  that  custom ;  for  I  cannot 
Put  on  the  gown,  stand  naked,  and  entreat  them, 
For  my  wounds'  sake,  to  give  their  suffrage :  please  yon 
That  I  may  pass  this  doing. 

Sic  Sir,  the  people 

Must  have  their  voices ;  neither  will  they  bate 
One  jot  of  ceremony. 

Men.  Put  them  not  to*t  :-^ 

Pray  you,  go  fit  you  to  the  custom ;  and 
Take  to  you,  as  your  predecessors  have, 
Your  honour  with  your  form. 

Cor.  It  is  a  part 

That  I  shall  blush  in  acting,  and  might  well 
Be  taken  from  the  people. 

Bru.  Mark  you  that? 

Cor.  To  brag  unto  them, — ^thus  I  did,  and  thuf ; — 
Show  them  the  unaching  scars  which  I  should  hide^ 
As  if  I  had  receiv'd  them  for  the  hire 
Of  their  breath  only! — 

Men.  Do  not  stand  upon't. — 

We  recommend  to  you,  tribunes  of  the  people, 
Our  purjwse  to  them ; — and  to  our  noble  consul 
Wish  we  ail  joy  and  honour. 

Sen,  To  Coriolanus  come  aU  joy  and  honour! 

[Flourish,     Exeunt  all  hut  Sic.  atid  Bru. 

Btu,   You  see  how  he  intends  to  use  the  people. 

Sic    May   they  perceive  *s   intent!      He   will   requite 
them 
As  if  he  did  contemn  what  he  requested 
Should  be  in  them  to  give. 

Bru.  Come,  we'll  inform  them 

Of  our  proceedings  here :  on  the  market-place 
I  know  they  do  attend  ua  [Exeunt^ 
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SCENE  IIL— Rome.     The  Forum, 

Enter  several  Citizens. 

1  CU.  Once,  if  he  do  require  our  voices,  we  ought  not 
to  deny  him. 

2  CU.  We  may,  sir,  if  we  wilL 

3  CU.  We  have  power  in  ourselves  to  do  it,  but  it  is  a 
power  that  we  have  no  power  to  do :  for  if  he  show  us  his 
wounds  and  tell  us  his  deeds,  we  are  to  put  our  tonnes 
into  those  wounds,  and  speak  for  them ;  so,  if  he  teU  us 
his  noVile  deeds,  we  must  also  tell  him  our  noble  accept- 
ance of  them.  Ingratitude  is  monstrous :  and  for  the  mul- 
titude to  be  incfrateful,  were  to  make  a  monster  of  the 
multitude ;  of  tke  which  we,  being  members,  should  bring 
ourselves  to  be  monstrous  members. 

1  CU,  And  to  make  us  no  better  thought  of,  a  little 
help  will  serve ;  for  once  we  stood  up  about  the  com,  he 
himself  stuck  not  to  call  us  the  many  neaded  multitude. 

3  CU.  We  have  been  called  so  of  many ;  not  that  our  heads 
are  some  brown,  some  black,  some  auburn,  some  bald,  but 
that  our  wits  are  so  diversely  coloured ;  and  truly  I  think, 
if  all  our  wits  were  to  issue  out  of  one  skuU,  they  would  fly 
east,  west,  north,  south;  and  their  consent  of  one  direct 
i^ay  should  be  at  once  to  all  the  points  o'  the  compass. 

2  CU.  Think  you  so?  Which  way  do  you  judge  my  wit 
would  fly  ? 

3  CU.  Nay,  your  wit  will  not  so  soon  out  as  another 
man's  will, — 'tis  strongly  wedged  up  in  a  block-head;  but 
if  it  were  at  liberty,  'twould,  sure,  southward. 

2CiL  Why  that  way? 

3  CU.  To  lose  itself  in  a  fog;  where  being  three  parts 
melted  away  with  rotten  dews,  the  fourth  would  return, 
for  conscience'  sake,  to  help  to  get  thee  a  wife. 

2  CU.  You  are  never  without  your  tricks : — ^you  may, 
you  may. 

3  CU.  Are  you  all  resolved  to  give  your  voices?  But 
that 's  no^matter,  the  greater  part  carries  it.  I  say,  if  he 
would  incline  to  the  people,  there  was  never  a  worthier 
man.  Here  he  comes,  and  in  the  gown  of  humility :  mark 
his  behaviour.  We  are  not  to  stay  altogether,  but  to  come 
by  him  where  he  stands,  by  ones,  by  twos,  and  by  threes. 
He's  to  make  his  requests  by  particulars;  wherein  every 
one  of  us  has  a  single  honour,  in  giving  him  our  own 
voices  with  our  own  tongues:  therefore  follow  me,  and 
I'll  direct  you  how  you  shall  go  by  him. 

VOL.  V.  H 
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AU.  Content,  oontent.  [Exeunt: 

Enter  Coriolanus  and  Menenius. 

Men.  0  sir,  you  are  not  right :  have  yon  not  known 
The  wortiiiest  men  have  done't! 

Cor,  What  must  I  say? — 

I  pray,  sir, — PlaOTe  upon'tl  I  cannot  bring 
My  tongue  to  such  a  pace. — Look,  dr; — my  wounds;-^ 
1  got  them  in  my  country's  service,  when 
tSom^  certain  qf  your  brethren  roar'd,  and  ran 
From  the  noise  ofowr  own  drums. 

Men.  O  me,  the  gods ! 

You  must  not  speak  of  that :  you  must  desire  them 
To  think  upon  you. 

Cor.  Think  ujwn  me!  hang 'em I 

I  would  they  would  forset  me,  like  the  virtues 
Which  our  divines  lose  by  'em. 

Men.  You'U  mar  all : 

I'll  leave  you.    Pray  you,  speak  to  *em,  I  pray  you. 
In  wholesome  manner. 

Cor.  Bid  them  wash  their  faces 

And  keep  their  teeth  clean.  [Exit  MsNKNiua 

So,  here  comes  a  brace : 

Re-enter  two  Citizens. 
You  know  the  cause,  sirs,  of  my  standing  here. 

1  Git.  We  do,  sir ;  tell  us  what  hath  brought  you  to't. 
Cor.  Mine  own  desert 

2  CiU  Your  own  desert! 

Cor.  Ay,  not  mine  own  desira 
^     \  CiL  How!  not  your  own  desire  I 

Cot.  No,  sir,  'twas  never  my  desire  yet  to  trouble  the 
poor  with  begging. 

1  Cit.  You  must  think,  if  we  give  you  anything,  we  hope 
to  gain  by  you. 

dor.  Well  then,  I  pray,  your  price  o'  the  consulship? 

1  CiU  The  price  is  to  ask  it  kindly. 

Cor.  Kindly!  sir,  I  pray,  let  me  ha'it:  I  have  wounds 
to  show  you,  which  shall  be  yours  in  private. — Your  good 
voice,  sir ;  what  say  you  ? 

2  Cit.  You  shall  ha'  it,  worthy  sir. 

Cor.  A  match,  sir. — ^There  is  in  all  two  worthy  voices 
begged — I  have  your  alms :  adieu. 
1  CiL  But  this  is  something  odd. 
S  Cit.  An  'twere  to  giv^  again, — ^but  'tis  no  matter. 

[Exeunt  two  Citizens 
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Be-enter  other  two  Citizens. 

Cor.  Pray  you  now,  if  it  may  stand  with  the  tune  of 
your  voices  that  1  may  be  consul,  I  have  here  the  cus- 
tomary gown, 

3  Git,  You  have  deserved  nobly  of  your  country,  and  you 
have  not  deserved  nobly. 

Cor,  Your  enigma? 

3  Cit,  You  have  been  a  scourge  to  her  enemies,  you  have 
been  a  rod  to  her  friends;  you  nave  not,  indeed,  loved  the 
common  people. 

Cor.  You  should  account  me  the  more  virtuous,  that  I 
have  not  been  common  in  my  love.  I  will,  sir,  flatter  my 
sworn  brother,  the  people,  to  earn  a  dearer  estimation  of 
them ;  'tis  a  condition  tney  account  gentle :  and  since  the 
wisdom  of  their  choice  is  rather  to  have  my  hat  than  my 
heart,  I  will  practise  the  insinuating  nod,  and  be  off  to 
them  most  counterfeitly ;  that  is,  sir,  I  will  counterfeit  the 
bewitchment  of  some  popular  man,  and  give  it  bountifully 
to  the  desirers.     Therefore,  beseech  you,  1  may  be  consul 

4  CU.  We  hope  to  find  you  our  friend;  and  therefore 
give  you  our  voices  heartily. 

3  VU.  You  have  received  many  wounds  for  yotu*  country. 

Cor.  I  will  not  seal  your  knowledge  with  showing  them. 
I  will  make  much  of  your  voices,  and  so  trouble  you  no 
further. 

Both  CU.  The  gods  give  you  joy,  sir,  heartily  1     [Eaxunt, 

Cor.  Most  sweet  voices ! — 
Better  it  is  to  die,  better  to  starve. 
Than  crave  the  hire  which  lirst  we  do  deserve. 
Why  in  this  wolfish  toge  should  I  stand  here. 
To  beg  of  Hob  and  Dick,  that  do  appear, 
Tlieir  needless  vouches?    Custom  calls  me  to't : — 
What  custom  wills,  in  all  things  should  we  do't, 
The  dust  on  antique  time  would  lie  unswept. 
And  moimtainous  error  be  too  highly  heap'd 
For  truth  to  o'erpeer.     Rather  tlmn  fool  it  so. 
Let  the  high  ofBce  and  the  honour  so 
To  one  that  would  do  thus. — I  am  half  through; 
The  one  part  suffer'd,  the  other  will  I  do. 
Here  come  more  voices. 

Re-enter  other  three  Citizens. 
Your  voices:  for  your  voices  I  have  fought; 
Watch'd  for  your  voices ;  for  your  voices  bear 
Of  wounds  two  dozen  odd;  battles  thrice  six 
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I  have  seen  and  heard  of;  for  your  voices  have 

Done  many  thin^,  some  less,  some  more :  your  voices : 

Indeed,  I  would  oe  consuL 

5  CU.  He  has  done  nobly,  and  cannot  go  without  any 
honest  man's  voice. 

6  CU.  Therefore  let  him  be  consul:  the  gods  give  him 
joy,  and  make  him  good  friend  to  the  j)eople ! 

All.  S  Citizens,    Amen,   amen. — God   save   thee,    noble 
consul!  [Exeunt. 

Cor,  Worthy  voices! 

Rt-enter  Meitenius,  tmth  Brutus  and  Sicinius. 

Men.  You  have  stood  your  limitation  ;  and  the  tribunes 
Endue  you  with  the  i>eople'8  voice : — remains 
That,  in  the  official  marks  invested,  you 
Anon  do  meet  the  senate. 

Cor,  Is  this  done? 

Sic.  The  custom  of  request  you  have  discharg'd  : 
The  people  do  admit  you ;  and  are  summon'd 
To  meet  anon,  upon  your  approbation. 

Cor.  Where?  at  the  senate-house? 

Sic  There,  Coriolanua. 

Cor.  May  I  change  these  garments? 

Sic.  You  may,  sir. 

Cor.  That  I'll  straight  do ;  and,  knowing  myself  again, 
Repair  to  the  senate-house. 

Men.  I'll  keep  you  company. — ^Will  you  along? 

Bru.  We  stay  here  for  the  people. 

Sic  Fare  you  well. 

[Exeunt  Cor.  and  Men 
He  has  it  now ;  and  by  his  looks  methiuks 
'Tis  warm  at  his  heart. 

Bru.  With  a  proud  heart  he  wore  his  humble  weeds. 
Will  you  dismiss  the  i)eople? 

Re-enter  Citizens. 

Sic.  How  now,  my  masters !  have  you  chose  this  man? 

1  at.  He  has  our  voices,  sir. 

Bru.  We  pray  the  gods  he  may  deserve  your  loves. 

2  at.  Amen,  sir : — ^to  my  poor  unworthy  notice. 
He  mocked  us  when  he  begg'd  our  voices. 

3  Cit.  Certainly, 
He  flouted  us  downright. 

1  Cit.  No,  *tis  his  find  of  speech, — he  did  not  mock  iia 

2  Cit,  Not  one  amongst  us,  save  yourself  but  says 
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He  us'd  us  scornfully :  he  should  have  showed  us 
His  marks  of  merit,  wounds  receivUl  for 's  country. 

Sic  Why,  80  he  did,  I  am  sure. 

Citizens.  No,  no;  no  man  saw  *emi 

3  Cit,  He  said  he  had  wounds,  which  he  could  show  ir 
private ; 
And  with  his  hat,  thus  waving  it  in  scorn, 
/  wouXd  he  consul,  says  he ;  aged  custom. 
But  by  your  voices,  will  not  so  permit  m>e; 
Tour  voices  there/ore :  when  we  granted  that, 
Here  was,  /  tliank  you/or  your  voices, — tJiank  you, — 
Your  most  sweet  voices: — now  you  have  left  your  vo\ct% 
I  have  no  further  ifnlh  you : — was  not  this  mockery? 

Sic  Why,  either  were  you  ignorant  to  see't? 
Or,  seeing  it,  of  such  childish  mendliness 
To  yield  your  voices? 

Bru,  Could  you  not  have  told  him, 

As  you  were  lessoned, — when  he  had  no  power, 
But  was  a  petty  servant  to  the  state. 
He  was  your  enemy ;  ever  spake  against 
Your  liberties,  and  the  charters  that  you  bear 
I*  the  body  of  the  weal :  and  now,  arriving 
A  place  of  potency  and  sway  o'  the  state, 
If  he  should  still  malignantly  remain 
Fast  foe  to  the  plebeii,  your  voices  mignt 
Be  curses  to  yourselves?   You  should  nave  said. 
That  as  his  worthy  deeds  did  claim  no  less 
Than  what  he  stood  for,  so  his  gracious  nature 
Would  think  upon  you  for  your  voices,  and 
Translate  his  malice  towaros  you  into  love, 
Standing  your  Mendly  lord. 

Sic  Thus  to  have  said. 

As  you  were  fore-advis'd,  hadtouch'd  his  spirit 
And  tried  his  inclination ;  from  him  pluck'd 
Either  his  gracious  promise,  which  you  might. 
As  cause  had  call'd  you  up,  have  held  him  to ; 
Or  else  it  would  have  gall'd  his  surly  nature, 
Which  easily  endures  not  article 
Tying  him  to  aught ;  so,  putting  him  to  rage. 
You  should  have  ta'en  the  advantage  of  his  choler. 
And  pass'd  him  unelected. 

Bru,  ^  Did  you  perceive 

He  did  solicit  you  in  free  contem])t 
When  he  did  need  your  loves ;  and  do  you  think 
That  his  contempt  shall  not  be  bruising  to  you 
W^hen  he  hath  power  to  crush?  Why,  had  your  bodioi 
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No  heart  among  you?  Or  had  yon  tongues  to  cry 
Against  the  rectorship  of  judgment? 

iSic  Have  you 

Ere  now  denied  the  asker?  and  now  again. 
On  him  that  did  not  ask  but  mock,  bestow 
Your  su'd-for  tongues? 

3  Cit.  He 's  not  confirmed ;  we  may  deny  him  yet. 

2  CH.  And  will  deny  him : 
m  have  five  hundred  voices  of  that  sound.  fern. 

1  Cit,  I  twice  five  hundred,  and  their  friends  to  pieot 

Bru,  Get  yon  hence  instantly ;  and  tell  those  firiends 
They  have  chose  a  consul  that  will  from  them  take 
Their  liberties ;  make  them  of  no  more  voice 
Than  do^,  that  are  as  often  beat  for  barking 
As  therrfbre  kept  to  do  so. 

Sic.  Let  them  assemble; 

And,  oh  a  safer  judgment,  all  revoke 
Your  i^orant  election :  enforce  his  pride 
And  his  old  hate  unto  you :  besides,  forget  not 
With  what  contempt  he  wore  the  humble  weed ; 
How  in  his  suit  he  scom'd  you :  but  your  loves, 
rhinking  upon  his  services,  took  from  you 
The  apprehension  of  his  present  portance, 
Which,  most  gibingly,  ungravely,  he  did  fashion 
After  the  inveterate  hate  he  be^  you. 

Bth.  Lay 

A  fault  on  us,  your  tribunes ;  that  we  labour'd, — 
No  impediment  between, — but  that  you  must 
Cast  your  election  on  him. 

Sic,  Say  you  chose  him 

More  after  our  commandment  than  as  guided 
By  your  own  true  affections ;  and  that  your  minds, 
Pre-occupied  with  what  you  rather  must  do 
Than  what  you  should,  made  you  against  the  grain 
To  voice  him  consul.     Lay  the  fault  on  us. 

Bru,  Ay,  spare  us  not.     Say  we  read  lectures  to  you. 
How  youngly  he  began  to  serve  his  country, 
How  long  continue^l :  and  what  stock  he  springs  of — 
The  noble  house  o'  the  Marciaus ;  from  whence  came 
That  Ancus  Marcins,  Numa's  daughter's  son, 
WTio,  after  great  Hostilius,  here  was  king ; 
Of  the  same  house  Pubiius  and  Quintus  were. 
That  our  best  water  brought  by  conduits  hither; 
And  Censorinus,  darling  of  the  people. 
And  nobly  nam'd  so,  twice  being  censor. 
Was  his  great  ancestor. 
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Sic  One  thus  descended. 

That  hath  beside  well  iii  his  person  wrought 
To  be  set  high  in  place,  we  did  commend 
To  your  remembrances :  but  you  have  found, 
Scaling  his  present  bearing  with  his  past, 
That  he 's  your  lixed  enemy,  and  revoke 
Your  sudden  approbation. 

Bru,  Say  you  ne'er  had  done't,- 

Harp  on  that  still, — ^but  by  our  putting  on: 
And  presently,  when  you  have  drawn  your  number, 
Bepair  to  the  CapitoL 

UUksens.  We  will  so ;  almost  all 

Bepent  in  their  election.  [ExeiutL 

Bru.  Let  them  go  on; 

This  mutiny  were  better  put  in  ha^rd 
Than  stay,  past  doubt,  for  greater : 
If^  as  his  nature  is,  he  fall  in  rage 
With  their  refusal,  both  observe  and  answer 
The  vantage  of  his  anger. 

Sic  To  the  Capitol, 

Come :  we  will  be  there  before  the  stream  o'  the  people ; 
And  this  shall  seem,  as  partly  'tis,  their  own. 
Which  we  have  goaded  onward.  [JSxeunL 


ACT  IIL 

SCENE  L— RoMK.    A  Street. 

Comets.    Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenius,  Comuhis,  TiTua 
Lartius,  Senators,  and  Patricians. 

Cor,  TuUus  Aufidius,  then,  had  made  new  head? 

Lart.  He  had,  my  lord;  and  that  it  was  which  caua'd 
Our  swifter  composition. 

Cor.  So  then  the  Volsces  stand  but  as  at  first ; 
Beady,  when  time  shall  prompt  them,  to  make  road 
Upon 's  again. 

Com.  They  are  worn,  lord  consul,  so 

That  we  shall  hardly  in  our  ages  see 
Their  banners  wave  again. 

Cor.  Saw  you  Aufidius  t 

LarL  On  safeguard  he  came  to  me ;  and  did  curso 
Against  the  Volsces,  for  they  had  so  vilely 
Yielded  the  town :  he  is  retir'd  to  Antium. 

Car.  Spoke  he  of  ma? 
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Lart.  He  did,  my  lord. 

Cor.  How?  what? 

Lart.  How  often  lie  had  met  you,  sword  to  sword ; 
That  of  all  things  upon  the  earth  he  hated 
Your  person  most ;  that  he  would  pawn  hia  fortunes 
To  hopeless  restitution,  so  he  might 
Be  call'd  your  vanquisher. 

Cor.  At  Antium  lives  he? 

Lart  At  Antium. 

Cor.  I  wish  I  had  a  cause  to  seek  him  there, 
To  oppose  his  hatred  fully. — ^Welcome  home.  [To  LABTirSi 

E7iter  SiciNius  and  Brutus. 
Behold !  these  are  the  tribunes  of  the  people. 
The  tongues  o'  the  common  mouth.     I  do  despise  them; 
For  they  do  prank  them  in  authority, 
Against  aU  noble  sufferance. 

Sic.  Pass  no  further. 

Cor.  Ha!  what  is  that? 

Bru,  It  will  be  dangerous  to  go  on :  no  further. 

Cor.  What  makes  this  change? 

Men.  The  matter? 

Com.  Hath  he  not  pass'd  the  nobles  and  the  commons? 

Bru.  Cominius,  no. 

Cor.  Have  I  had  children's  voices? 

1  Sen.  Tribunes,  give  way;  he  shall  to  the  market-place. 

BrtL  The  people  are  incens'd  against  him. 

Sic.  Stop, 

Or  all  will  fall  in  broiL 

Cor.  Are  these  your  herd? — 

Must  these  have  voices,  that  can  yield  them  now, 
And    straight    disclaim    their  tongues? — What  are  your 

offices? 
You  being  their  mouths,  why  rule  you  not  their  teeth  ? 
Have  you  not  set  them  on? 

Men.  Be  calm,  be  calm. 

Cor.  It  is  a  purposed  thing,  and  grows  by  plot, 
To  curb  the  will  of  the  nobifity : 
SufFer't,  and  live  with  such  as  cannot  rule, 
Nor  ever  will  be  rul'd. 

Bru.  Call't  not  a  plot : 

The  people  cry  you  mock'd  them ;  and  of  late, 
When  com  was  given  them  gratis,  you  repin'd  ; 
Scandal'd  the  suppliants  for  the  people, — call'd  them 
Time-pleasers,  flatterers,  foes  to  nobleness. 

Cor.  Why,  this  was  known  before. 
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Brtu  Not  to  them  alL 

Cor,  Have  you  inform'd  them  sithence? 

Bru.  Howl  I  inform  them  I 

Cor,  You  are  like  to  do  such  business. 

Bru^  Not  tmlike, 

Each  way,  to  better  yours. 

Cor,  Why,  then,  should  I  be  consul?    By  yon  clouds, 
Let  me  deserve  so  ill  as  you,  and  make  me 
Your  fellow  tribune. 

Sic  You  show  too  much  of  that 

For  which  the  people  stir :  if  you  will  pass 
To  where  you  are  t)ound,  you  must  inquire  your  way, 
Which  you  are  out  of,  with  a  gentler  spirit; 
Or  never  be  so  noble  as  a  consul, 
Nor  yoke  with  him  for  tribune. 

McTi.  Let  *s  be  calm. 

Com.  The  people  are  abus'd;  set  on.    This  p  altering 
Becomes  not  Home ;  nor  has  Coriolanus   * 
Deserv'd  this  so  dishonour'd  rub,  laid  falsely 
r  the  plain  way  of  his  merit. 

Cor.  Tell  me  of  com ! 

This  was  my  speech,  and  I  will  speak 't  again, — 

Men,  Not  now,  not  now. 

1  Sen.  Not  in  this  heat,  sir,  now 

Cor.  Now,  as  T  live,  I  wiU. — My  nobler  friends, 
I  crave  their  pardons : 

For  the  mutable,  rank-scented  many,  let  them 
Kegard  me  as  I  do  not  flatter,  and 
Therein  behold  themselves ;  I  say  again. 
In  soothing  them  we  nourish  *gainst  our  senate 
The  cockle  of  rebellion,  insolence,  sedition, 
Which  we  ourselves  have  plough'd  for,  sow'd,  and  scattered, 
By  mingling  them  with  us,  the  honour'd  number; 
Who  lack  not  virtue,  no,  nor  power,  but  that 
Which  they  have  given  to  beggars. 

Men,  Well,  no  more. 

1  Sen,  No  more  words,  we  beseech  you. 

Cor,  How  I  no  morel 

As  for  my  country  I  have  shed  my  blood. 
Not  fearing  outward  force,  so  shall  my  lungs 
Coin  words  tiU  their  decay  against  those  measles 
Which  we  disdain  should  tetter  us,  yet  sought 
The  very  way  to  catch  them. 

Bru,  You  speak  o'  the  people 

As  if  you  were  a  god  to  punish,  not 
A  man  of  their  iniirmity. 
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Sic,  'Twere  well 

We  let  the  people  know  *t. 

Men.  Wliat,  what?  his  choler? 

Cor.  Choler! 
Were  I  as  patient  as  the  midnight  sleep, 
By  Jove,  'twould  be  my  mind ! 

Sic  It  is  a  mind 

That  shall  remain  a  poison  where  it  is, 
Not  poison  any  further. 

Cor.  Shall  remain ! — 

Hear  you  this  Triton  of  the  minnows?  mask  yo« 
His  absolute  shaU^ 

Com,  'Twas  from  the  canon. 

Cor.  ShaMI 

O  good,  but  most  unwise  patricians !  why, 
You  grave,  but  reckless  senators,  have  you  thus 
Given  Hydra  leave  to  choose  an  officer, 
That  with  his  peremptory  shcdl^  being  but 
The  horn  and  noise  <y  the  monster,  wants  not  spirit 
To  say  he'll  turn  vour  current  iu  a  ditch. 
And  make  your  channel  his  ?    If  he  have  power. 
Then  vail  your  ignorance :  if  none,  awake 
Your  dangerous  lenity.     If  you  are  leam'd. 
Be  not  as  common  fools ;  if  you  are  not, 
Let  them  have  cushions  by  you.    You  are  plebeians 
If  they  be  senators :  and  they  are  no  less 
When,  both  your  voices  blended,  the  ^eat'st  taste 
Most  palates  theirs.    They  choose  their  magistrate; 
And  such  a  one  as  he,  who  puts  his  shdUy 
His  popular  shaU^  agstinst  a  graver  bench 
Than  ever  frown'd  in  Greece.     By  Jove  himself^ 
It  makes  the  consuls  base :  and  my  soul  aches 
To  know,  when  two  authorities  are  up, 
Neither  supreme,  how  soon  conliision 
May  enter  twixt  the  gap  of  both,  and  take 
The  one  by  the  other. 

Com.  Well,  on  to  the  market-place. 

Cor.  Whoever  gave  that  counsel,  to  give  forth 
The  com  o'  the  storehouse  gratis,  as  'twas  us'd 
Sometime  in  Greece, — 

Men.  Well,  well,  no  more  of  that 

Cor.  Though  there  the  people  had  more  absolute  power,— 
t  say,  they  nourish'd  disobedience,  fed 
The  ruin  of  the  state. 

Bi^.  Why,  shall  the  people  give 

One  that  speaks  thus  theii  voice? 
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Cot,  111  give  my  reasons, 

More  worthier  than  their  voices.     They  know  the  com 
Was  not  our  recompense,  resting  well  assur'd 
They  ne'er  did  service  for't :  being  press'd  to  the  war, 
Even  when  the  navel  of  the  state  was  touch'd. 
They  would  not  thread  the  gates, — this  kind  of  servioe 
Did  not  deserve  com  gratis :  being  i'  the  war, 
Their  mutinies  and  revolts,  wherem  they  show*d 
Most  valour,  spoke  not  for  them.    The  accusation 
Which  they  have  often  made  a^inst  the  senate, 
All  cause  unborn,  could  never  be  the  motive 
Of  our  so  frank  donation.    WeU,  what  then? 
How  shall  this  bisson  multitude  digest 
The  senate's  courtesy?    Let  deeds  express 
What 's  like  to  be  their  words : —  We  did  request  U  • 
We  are  tJie  greater  poll,  and  in  true  fear 
Tliey  gave  us  our  demands: — thus  we  debase 
The  nature  of  our  seats,  and  make  the  rabble 
Call  our  cares  fears :  which  will  in  time 
Break  ope  the  locks  o'  the  senate,  and  bring  in 
The  crows  to  peck  the  eagles. 

Men.  Come,  enough. 

Bru.  Enough,  with  over-measure. 

Cor,  No,  take  more: 

What  may  be  sworn  by,  both  divine  and  human. 
Seal  what  I  end  withal! — ^This  double  worship, — 
Where  one  part  does  disdain  with  cause,  the  other 
Insult  without  all  reason  ;  where  gentry,  title,  wisdom. 
Cannot  conclude  but  by  the  yea  and  no 
Of  general  ^orance, — ^it  must  omit 
Heal  necessities,  and  give  way  the  while 
To  unstable  slightness :  purpose  so  barr'd,  it  follows. 
Nothing  is  done  to  purpose.     Therefore,  beseech  you,— 
Yon  that  will  be  less  fearfol  than  discreet; 
That  love  the  fundamental  part  of  state 
More  than  you  doubt  jihe  change  on't ;  that  prefer 
A  noble  life  before  a  long,  and  wish 
To  vamp  a  body  with  a  dangerous  physic 
That 's  sure  of  death  without  it, — at  once  pluck  out 
The  multitudinous  ton^e ;  let  them  not  lick 
The  sweet  which  is  their  poison :  your  dishonour 
Mangles  true  judgment,  and  bereaves  the  state 
Of  that  integrity  which  should  become 't ; 
Not  having  the  power  to  do  the  good  it  would. 
For  the  ill  which  doth  control 't. 

Bru,  Has  said  enough. 
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Sic,  Has  spoken  like  a  traitor,  and  shall  answer 
As  traitors  do. 

Cor,  Thou  wretch,  despite  o'erwhelm  thee ! — 
What  should  the  i>eople  do  with  these  bald  tribunest 
On  whom  dependm^,  their  obedience  fails 
To  the  greater  bench :  in  a  rebellion, 
When  what 's  not  meet,  but  what  must  be,  was  law, 
Then  were  they  chosen ;  in  a  better  hour 
Let  what  is  meet  be  said  it  must  be  meet, 
And  throw  their  power  i'  the  dust. 

Bru.  Manifest  treason. 

Sic  This  a  consul?  na 

Bru,  The  aediles,  ho ! — ^Let  him  be  apprehended. 

Sic    Go,  caU  the  people  [exit  Brutus]  ; — in  whose  name 
myself 
Attach  thee  as  a  traitorous  innovator, 
A  foe  to  the  public  weaL     Obey,  I  charge  thee, 
And  follow  to  thine  answer. 

Cor.  Hence,  old  goat ! 

Sen.  and  Pat  We'll  surety  him. 

Com.  ^  Aged  sir,  hands  off. 

Cor.  Hence,  rotten  thing!  or  I  shaQ  shake  thy  bones 
Out  of  thy  garments. 

Sic  Help,  ye  citizens ! 

Re-enter  Brutus,  vnth  the  ^diles  and  a  rabble  o/Citizeus. 

Men.  On  both  sides  more  respect. 

Sic.  Here 's  he  that  would  take  from  you  aU  your  power. 

Bru.  Seize  him,  sediles. 

Citizens.  Down  with  him!  down  with  him! 

2  Sen,  Weapons,  weapons,  weapons ! 

[Tkei/  all  btLstle  about  CoRiOLANua 
Tribunes,  patricians,  citizens! — what,  ho! — 
Sicinius,  Brutus,  Coriolanus,  citizens! 

Citizens.  Peace,  peace,  peace;  stay,  hold,  peace! 

Men,  What  is  about  to  be? — I  am  out  of  breath; 
Confusion 's  near;  I  cannot  speak. — ^You,  tribunes 
To  the  people, — Coriolanus,  patience: — 
Speak,  good  Sicinius. 

Sic,  Hear  me,  people;  peace! 

Citizens.  Let's  hear  our  tribune:  peace!— Speak,  speak 

Sic.  You  are  at  point  to  lose  your  liberties:  [speal^ 

Marcius  would  have  all  from  you ;  Marcius, 
Whom  late  you  have  nam'd  for  consul. 

Men,  Fie,  fie,  fiel 

Ihis  is  the  way  to  kindle,  not  to  quench. 
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1  Sen,  To  tinbnild  the  city,  and  to  lay  all  flat. 

*S'/c.  What  ia  the  city  but  the  people? 

CUizsTis.  True, 

The  people  are  the  city. 

Bru.  By  the  consent  of  all,  we  were  established 
The  people's  magistrates. 

Mit,  You  so  remain. 

Men.  And  so  are  like  to  do. 

Cor.  That  is  the  way  to  lay  the  city  flat; 
To  bring  the  roof  to  the  foundation, 
And  bury  aU  which  yet  distinctly  ranges, 
lu  heaps  and  piles  of  ruin. 

Sic.  This  deserves  death. 

Bru.  Or  let  us  stand  to  our  avWihority, 
Or  let  us  lose  it. — ^We  do  here  pronounce. 
Upon  the  part  o'  the  people,  in  whose  power 
We  were  elected  theirs,  Maruius  is  worthy 
Of  present  death. 

Sic  Therefore  lay  hold  of  him ; 

Bear  him  to  the  rock  Tarpeian,  and  from  thence 
Into  destruction  cast  him. 

Bru.  .^Sdiles,  seize  him! 

Citizens.  Yield,  Marcius,  yield! 

Men.  Hear  me  one  word; 

Beseech  you,  tribunes,  hear  me  but  a  word. 

JCd.  Peace,  peace ! 

Men.  Be  that  you  seem,  truly  your  country's  Mends, 
And  temperately  proceed  to  what  you  would 
Thus  violently  redress. 

Bru.  Sir,  those  cold  ways, 

That  seem  like  prudent  h^ps,  are  very  poisonous 
Where  the  disease  is  violent. — Lay  haiids  upon  him. 
And  bear  him  to  the  rock. 

Cor.  No ;  I'll  die  here.      [Draws  his  sword* 

There 's  some  among  you  have  beheld  me  fighting : 
Come,  try  upon  yourselves  what  you  have  seen  me. 

Men.   Down    with   that   sword! — ^Tribunes,    withdraw 
awhile. 

Bru.  Lay  hands  upon  him. 

Men.  Help  Marcius,  help, 

Tou  that  be  noble ;  help  him,  young  and  old  1 

Citizens.  Down  with  nim,  down  with  him! 

[/»  this  mutiny  tlie  Tribunes,  tlie  .^IdUes,  and  the 
People  are  heat  in. 

Men.  Go,  get  you  to  your  house;  be  gone,  away  I 
All  will  be  naught  else. 
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2  Sfn,  (ret  you  gone. 

Cor,  Staud  fast ; 

We  have  as  many  Mends  as  enemies. 

Men.  Shall  it  be  put  to  that  ? 

1  Sen.  The  gods  forhidl 

T  pr'ythee,  noble  friend,  home  to  thy  house ; 
Leave  us  to  cure  this  cause. 

Men.  For  'tis  a  sore  upon  us, 

You  cannot  tent  yourself :  be  gone,  beseech  you. 

Com.  Come,  sir,  along  with  us. 

Cor.  I  would  they  were  barbarians, — ^as  they  are, 
Though  in  Rome  litter' d, — ^not  Romans, — ^as  they  are  not> 
Though  calved  i'  the  porch  o*  the  Oapitol, — 

Men.  Begone; 

Put  not  your  worthy  rage  into  your  tongue; 
One  time  wiU  owe  another. 

Cor.  On  fair  ground 

I  could  beat  forty  of  them. 

Men.  I  could  myself 

Take  up  a  brace  o'  the  best  of  them ;  yea,  the  two  tribunes. 

Com.  But  now  *tis  odds  beyond  arithmetic ; 
And  manhood  is  call*d  foolery  when  it  stands 
Against  a  falling  fabric. — ^Will  you  hence, 
Before  the  tag  return  ?  whose  rage  doth  rend 
Like  interrupted  waters,  and  overbear 
What  they  are  used  to  bear. 

Men.  Pray  you,  be  gone : 

I'll  try  whether  my  old  wit  be  in  req[uest 
With  those  that  have  but  little :  this  must  be  patch'd 
With  cloth  of  any  colour. 

Com,  Nay,  come  away. 

[Exeunt  Cor.,  Com.,  and  otiien, 

1  PaL  This  man  has  marr'd  his  fortune. 
Men.  His  nature  is  too  noble  for  the  world : 

He  would  not  flatter  Neptune  for  his  trident, 

Or  Jove  for  *s  power  to  thunder.     His  heart 's  his  mouth : 

What  his  breast  forges,  that  his  tongue  must  vent ; 

And,  being  angiy,  does  forget  that  ever 

He  heard  the  namer  of  death.  [A  noise  within. 

Here 's  goodly  work ! 

2  PaL  I  would  they  were  a-bed  I 

Men.  I  would  they  were  in  Tiber  1  What,  the  vengeance, 
Dould  he  not  speak  ^em  fair? 

Re-enter  Bbutus  and  Sicjinius,  with  the  rdbbk. 
Sic.  Where  is  this  viper 
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That  would  depopulate  the  city  and 
Be  every  raanOiiinself  ? 

Men.  You  worthy  tribunes,  — 

Sic,  He  shall  be  thrown  down  the  Taq»eian  rock 
With  rigorous  hands :  he  hath  resisted  law, 
And  therefore  law  shall  scorn  him  further  trial 
Than  the  severity  of  the  public  power, 
Which  he  so  sets  at  naugnt. 

1  Cit,  He  shall  well  know 

The  noble  tribunes  are  the  people's  mouths, 
And  we  their  hands. 

Citizens,  He  shall,  sure  on't. 

Men,  Sir,  sir, — 

Sic,  Peace ! 

^fen.  Do  not  cry  havoc,  where  you  should  but  hunt 
With  modest  warrant. 

Sic.  Sir,  how  comes  *t  that  you 

Have  holp  to  make  this  rescue? 

Men.  Hear  me  speak : — 

As  I  do  know  the  consul's  worthiness, 
So  can  I  name  his  faults, — 

Sic.  Consul! — what  consul? 

Men.  The  consul  Coriolanus. 

Bru.  He  consul! 

Citizens.  No,  no,  no,  no,  no. 

Men.  If,  by  the  tribunes'  leave,  and  yours,  good  people^ 
I  may  be  heaird,  I  would  crave  a  word  or  two ; 
The  which  shall  turn  jrou  to  no  further  harm 
Than  so  much  loss  of  time. 

Sic.  Speak  briefly,  then  J 

For  we  are  peremptory  to  despatch 
This  viperous  traitor :  to  eject  him  hence 
Were  but  one  danger ;  and  to  keep  him  here 
Our  certain  death :  therefore  it  is  decreed 
He  dies  to-night. 

Men.  Now  the  good  gods  forbid 

That  our  renowned  Rome,  whose  gi'atitude 
'Towards  her  deserved  children  is  enroU'd 
In  Jove's  own  book,  like  an  unnatural  dam 
Should  now  eat  up  her  own! 

Sic.  He's  a  disease  that  must  be  cut  away. 

Men.  O,  he 's  a  limb  that  has  but  a  disease; 
Mortal,  to  cut  it  off;  to  cure  it,  easy. 
What  has  he  done  to  Rome  that 's  worthy  death? 
Killing  our  enemies,  the  blood  he  hath  lost, — 
Which  I  dare  vouch  is  more  than  that  he  haJtitk 
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By  many  an  ounce, — ^he  dropt  it  for  his  country; 
And  what  is  left,  to  lose  it  by  his  country 
Were  to  us  all,  that  do't  and  sufifer  it, 
A  brand  to  the  end  o*  the  world. 

Sic,  This  is  clean  kam. 

Bru,  Merely  awry :  when  he  did  love  his  country, 
It  honoured  him. 

Men,  The  service  of  the  foot, 

Being  once  gangrened,  is  not  then  respected 
For  what  before  it  was. 

Bru,  We'll  hear  no  more. — 

Pursue  him  to  his  house  and  pluck  him  thence; 
Lest  his  infection,  being  of  catching  nature. 
Spread  further. 

Men.  One  word  more,  one  word. 

This  tiger-footed  rage,  when  it  shall  find 
The  harm  of  unscann'd  swiftness,  wUl,  too  late, 
Tie  leaden  poimds  to  *s  heels.     Proceed  by  process; 
Lest  parties, — ^as  he  is  belov'd, — ^break  out, 
And  sack  great  Rome  with  Romans. 

Bru,  If  it  were  so, — 

Sic,  What  do  ye  talk? 
Have  we  not  had  a  taste  of  his  obedience? 
Our  sediles  smote?  ourselves  resisted? — come, — 

Men.  Consider  this : — he  has  been  bred  i'  the  ware 
Since  he  could  draw  a  sword,  and  is  ill  school'd 
In  bolted  language ;  meal  and  bran  together 
He  throws  without  distinction.     Give  me  leave, 
I'll  go  to  him,  and  undertake  to  bring  him 
Where  he  shall  answer,  by  a  lawful  form, 
In  peace,  to  his  utmost  peril 

1  Sen.  Noble  tribunes, 

It  is  the  humane  way :  the  other  course 
Will  prove  too  bloody ;  and  the  end  of  it 
Unknown  to  the  beginning. 

Sic  Koble  Menenins, 

Be  you  then  as  the  people's  officer. — 
Masters,  lay  down  your  weapons. 

Bru.  Go  not  home. 

Sic.  Meet  on  the  market-place. — ^We'll  attend  you  there : 
Where,  if  you  bring  not  Marcius,  we  11  proceed 
In  our  fiirst  way. 

Men.  I'll  bring  him  to  you. — 

[  To  the  Senators."!    Let  me  desire  your  company :  he  must 
Or  what  is  worst  will  follow.  *        [come, 

1  Sen,  Pray  you,  let  '■  to  him.  lExeunL 
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SCENE  n. — ^RoME.    A  Boom  in  Coriolanus's  Houm, 

EtUer  CoRiOLANUS  and  Patricians. 

Cor.  Let  them  pull  all  about  mine  ears ;  present  me 
Death  on  the  wheel,  or  at  wild  horses*  heels; 
Or  pile  ten  hills  on  the  Tarpeian  rock, 
That  the  precipitation  might  down  stretch 
r*elow  the  beam  of  sight ;  yet  will  I  still 
Be  thus  to  them. 

1  Pat.  You  do  the  nobler. 

Cor.  I  muse  my  mother 
Does  not  approve  me  further,  who  was  wont 
To  call  them  woollen  vassals,  things  created 
To  buy  and  sell  with  groats ;  to  snow  bare  heads 
In  congr^ations,  to  yawn,  be  still,  and  wonder. 
When  one  but  of  my  ordinance  stood  up 
To  speak  of  peace  or  war. 

Enter  Volitmnia. 

I  talk  of  you:    [To  Volumnia. 
Why  did  you  wish  me  milder?  Would  you  have  me 
False  to  my  nature?    Rather  say,  I  play 
The  man  1  am. 

VoL  0,  sir,  sir,  sir, 

I  would  have  had  you  put  your  power  well  on 
Before  you  had  worn  it  out 

Cor.  Let  go. 

VoL  Yon  might  have  been  enough  the  man  you  are 
With  striving  less  to  be  so :  lesser  had  been 
The  thwartings  of  your  dispositions  if 
You  had  not  show'd  them  now  ye  were  disposed 
Ere  they  lack'd  power  to  cross  you. 

Cor,  Let  them  hang. 

VoL  Ay,  and  bum  too. 

Enter  Mbnbnius  and  Senators. 

Men.  Come,  come,  you  have  been  too  rough,  something 
You  must  return  and  mend  it.  [too  rough ; 

1  Sen,  There  *s  no  remedy ; 

Unless,  by  not  so  doing,  our  good  city 
Cleave  in  the  midst,  and  per£h. 

Vol.  ^^79  ^  counflell'd: 

I  have  a  heart  as  little  apt  as  yours, 
But  yet  a  brain  that  leads  my  use  of  anger 
To  bietter  vantage. 

VOL.  V.  I 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


114  CORIOLANUS.  A'JT  hi. 


Men,  Well  said,  noble  wqman! 

Before  he  should  thus  stoop  to  the  herd,  but  that 
The  violent  fit  o'  the  time  craves  it  as  physic 
For  the  whole  state,  I  would  put  mine  armour  on, 
Which  I  can  scarcely  bear. 

Cor.  What  must  I  do? 

Men,  Betum  to  the  tribunes 

Cor,  Well,  what  then?  what  then? 

Men,  Repent  what  you  have  spoke. 

Cor.  For  them? — I  cannot  do  it  to  the  gods> 
Must  I  then  do't  to  them? 

VoL  You  are  too  absolute ; 

Though  therein  you  can  never  be  too  noble 
But  when  extremities  speak.    I  have  heard  you  say, 
Honour  and  policy,  like  unsever'd  friends, 
F  the  war  do  grow  together :  grant  that,  and  tell  me 
In  peace  what  each  of  them  by  th'  other  lose 
That  they  c<»nbine  not  there. 

Cor.  Tush,  tush! 

Men,  A  good  demand 

Vol  If  it  be  honour  in  your  wars  to  seem 
The  same  you  are  not, — ^which  for  your  best  ends 
You  adont  vour  policy, — how  is  it  less  or  worse 
That  it  snail  bold  companionship  in  peace 
With  honour  as  in  war ;  since  that  to  both 
It  stands  in  like  request? 

Cor,  Why  force  you  this? 

VoL  Because  that  now  it  lies  ^rou  on  to  speak 
To  the  x)eople ;  not  by  your  own  instruction. 
Nor  by  the  matter  which  your  heart  prompts  yon. 
But  with  such  words  that  are  but  rooted  in 
Your  tongue,  though  but  bastards,  and  syllables 
Of  no  allowance,  to  vour  bosom's  truth. 
Now,  this  no  more  dishonours  you  at  all 
Than  to  take  in  a  town  with  gentle  words. 
Which  else  would  put  you  to  your  fortune  and 
The  hazard  of  much  blood. 
I  would  dissemble  with  my  nature  where  ^ 
My  fcHrtunes  and  my  friends  at  stake  required  . 
I  would  do  so  in  honour:  I  am  in  this 
Tour  wife,  your  son,  these  senators,  the  noMes; 
And  you  will  rather  show  cmr  general  louts 
How  you  can  frown,  than  spend  a  fawn  upon  'em 
For  the  inheritance  of  their  loves  and  safeguard 
Of  what  that  want  might  ruin. 

MeiL  Noble  ladyl^ 
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Come,  go  with  us ;  speak  fair:  you  may  salve  so^ 
Not  what  is  dangerous  present,  but  the  loss 
Of  what  is  past. 

VoL  I  pr*ythee  now,  my  son. 

Go  to  them  with  triis  bonnet  in  thy  hand ; 
And  thus  far  having  stretch'd  it,— here  be  with  them,— 
Thy  knee  bussing  the  stones, — for  in  such  business 
Action  is  eloquence,  and  the  eyes  of  the  ignorant 
More  learned  than  the  ears, — ^waving  thy  head. 
Which  often,  thus,  correcting  thy  stout  heart, 
Now  humble  as  the  ri2)est  mulberry 
That  will  not  hold  the  handling:,  or  say  to  them 
Thou  art  their  soldier,  and,  being  bred  in  broils. 
Hast  not  the  soft  way  which,  thou  dost  confess. 
Were  fit  for  thee  to  use,  as  they  to  claim, 
In  asking  their  good  loves ;  but  thou  wilt  frame 
Thyself^  forsooth,  hereafter  theirs,  so  far 
As  thou  hast  power  and  person. 

Men,  This  but  done, 

Even  as  she  speaks,  why,  their  hearts  were  yours : 
For  they  have  pardons,  being  ask'd,  as  free 
As  words  to  little  purpose. 

VoL  Pr'ythee  now. 

Go,  and  be  ruVd:  although  I  know  thou  had'st  rather 
Follow  thine  enemy  in  a  fiery  gulf 
Than  flatter  him  in  a  bower.     Here  is  Cominius. 

Ejtter  Cominius. 

Com,  I  have  been  i'  the  market-place ;  and,  sir,  'tis  fit 
You  make  strong  party,  or  defend  yourself 
By  calnmess  or  by  absence :  all  *8  in  anger. 

Men.  Only  fair  speech. 

Com,  I  think  'twill  serve,  if  he 

Can  thereto  frame  his  spirit. 

VoL  He  must,  and  wilL — 

Pr'ythee  now,  say  you  will,  and  go  about  it. 

Cor,  Must  I  go  show  them  my  unbarb'd  sconce?  must  I, 
With  my  base  tongue,  give  to  my  noble  heart 
A  lie,  tliat  it  must  bear?    Well,  I  will  do't : 
Yet,  were  there  but  this  single  plot  to  lose. 
This  mould  of  Marcius,  they  to  dust  should  grind  it, 
And  throw't  against  the  wind. — ^To  the  market-place : — 
You  hftve  put  me  now  to  such  a  part  which  never 
I  shall  discharge  to  the  life. 

Com,  Come,  come,  well  prompt  you. 

VoL  I  pr'ythee  now,  sweet  sou, — ^as  thou  hast  said 
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My  praises  made  thee  first  a  soldier,  so, 
To  liave  my  praise  for  this,  perform  a  part 
Thou  hast  not  done  before. 

Cor,  Well,  Imnstdo't: 

Away,  my  disposition,  and  possess  me 
Some  harlot's  spirit!     My  throat  of  war  be  tum'd. 
Which  quired  with  my  drum,  into  a  pipe 
Small  as  an  eunuch,  or  the  virgin  voice 
That  babies  lulls  asleep !  the  smiles  of  knaves 
Tent  in  my  cheeks ;  and  school-boys'  tears  take  up 
The  glasses  of  my  si^ht !  a  beggar's  tongue 
Make  motion  through  my  lips ;  and  my  arm'd  kneen^ 
Who  bow'd  but  in  my  stirrup,  bend  like  his 
That  hath  receiv'd  an  alms! — I  will  not  do't; 
Lest  I  surcease  to  honour  mine  own  truth, 
And  by  my  body's  action  teach  my  mind 
A  most  inherent  baseness. 

Vol,  At  thy  choice,  then: 

To  beg  of  thee,  it  is  my  more  dishonour 
Than  thou  of  them.     Uome  all  to  ruin :  let 
Thy  mother  rather  feel  thy  pride  than  fear 
Thy  dangerous  stoutness ;  for  I  mock  at  death 
With  as  big  heart  as  thou.     Do  as  thou  list. 
Thy  valiantness  was  mine,  thou  suck'dst  it  from  me; 
But  owe  thy  pride  thyself 

Cor,  Pray,  be  content: 

Mother,  I  am  going  to  the  marKet-place ; 
Chide  me  no  more.     I'll  mountebank  their  loves, 
Cog  their  hearts  from  them,  and  come  home  belov'd 
Of  all  the  trades  in  Rome.     Look,  I  am  going : 
Commend  me  to  my  wife.     I'll  return  consul; 
Or  never  trust  to  what  my  tongue  can  do 
1*  the  way  of  flattery  further. 

Vol.  Do  your  wilL  [Ejdt, 

Com,  Away !  the  tribunes  do  attend  you :  arm  yourself 
To  answer  mildly ;  for  they  are  prepar'd 
With  accusations,  as  I  hear,  more  strong 
Than  are  upon  you  yet. 

Cor,  The  word  is,  mildly. — Pray  you,  let  us  go: 
liCt  them  accuse  me  by  invention,  1 
Will  answer  in  mine  honour. 

Men,  Ay,  but  mildly. 

Cor.  Well  mildly  be  it  then;  mildly.  [ExewU, 
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SCENE  IIL— Rome.     The  Forum. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Bbutus. 
Bru,  In  this  point  charge  him  home,  that  he  affects 
Tyrannical  power :  if  he  evade  us  there, 
!E^orce  him  with  his  envy  to  the  people; 
And  that  the  si)oil  got  on  the  Antiatea  • 

Was  ne'er  distributed. 

J^i^  a»  .^Sdile. 
What,  will  he  come  ? 

^d.  He 's  coming. 

Bru,  How  accompanied? 

^d.  With  old  Menenius,  and  those  senators 
That  always  favour'd  him. 

Sic  Have  you  a  catalogue 

Of  all  the  voices  that  we  have  procur'd. 
Set  down  by  the  poll  ? 

^d.  I  have ;  'tis  ready. 

Sic  Have  you  collected  them  by  tribes  ? 

^d,  I  have. 

Sic  Assemble  presently  the  people  hither : 
And  when  they  hear  me  say.  It  shall  he  so 
r  the  right  and  strength  &  the  commons^  be  it  either 
For  death,  for  fine,  or  banishment,  then  let  them. 
If  I  say  fine^  cry  Fine^—H  death,  cry  Dea;th; 
Insisting  on  the  old  prerogative 
And  power  i'  the  truth  o'  the  cause. 

^d*  I  shall  inform  them. 

Bru.  And  when  such  time  they  have  begun  to  cry. 
Let  them  not  cease,  but  with  a  dm  confus'd 
Enforce  the  present  execution 
Of  what  we  chance  to  sentence. 

^d.  Very  well. 

Sic.  Make  them  be  strong,  and  ready  for  this  hint, 
When  we  shall  hap  to  give  t  them. 

Bni.  Go  about  it — 

[Eidl  iEdiU 
Put  him  to  choler  straight :  he  hath  been  us'd 
Ever  to  conquer,  and  to  have  his  worth 
Of  contradiction :  being  once  chaf  d,  he  cannot 
Be  rein'd  again  to  temperance ;  then  he  speaks 
What 's  in  ms  heart ;  and  that  is  there  wnich  looks 
With  us  to  break  his  neck. 

Sic  Well,  here  he  comes. 
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Enter  Coriolanus,  Menenitjs,  Cominius,   Senators, 
and  Patricians. 

Men,  Calmly,  I  do  beseech  yon. 

Cor,  Ay,  as  an  ostler,  that  ror  the  poorest  piece 
Will  bear  the  knave  by  the  volnme. — The  houonr'd  goda 
Keep  Rome  in  safety,  and  the  chairs  of  justice 
Supplied,  with  worthy  men !  plant  love  among  *s ! 
Throng  our  large  temples  with  the  shows  of  peace, 
And  not  our  streets  with  war ! 

1  Sen,  Amen,  amen! 

Men,  A  noble  wish. 

Re-enter  .^Idile,  with  Citizens. 

Sic  Draw  near,  ye  people. 

JEd,  List  to  your  tribunes ;  audience :  peace,  I  say! 

Cor,  First,  hear  me  speak. 

Both  Tri,  Well,  say.— Peace,  ho! 

Cor.  Shall  I  be  charg'd  no  further  than  this  present? 
Must  all  determine  here  ? 

Sic.  I  do  demand. 

If  you  submit  you  to  the  people's  voices, 
Allow  their  officers,  and  are  content 
To  suffer  lawfal  censure  for  such  faults 
As  shall  be  proved  upon  you  ? 

Cor,  I  am  content. 

Men,  Lo,  citizens,  he  says  he  is  content : 
The  warlike  service  he  has  done,  consider;  think 
Upon  the  wounds  his  body  bears,  which  show  like 
Graves  i'  the  holy  churchyard. 

Cor,  Scratches  with  brien^ 

Scars  to  move  laughter  only. 

Men,  Consider  further, 

That  when  he  speaks  not  like  a  citizen, 
You  find  him  like  a  soldier :  do  not  take 
His  rougher  accents  for  malicious  sounds. 
But,  as  I  say,  such  as  become  a  soldier, 
Kather  than  envy  you. 

Com,  Well,  well,  no  more. 

Cor,  What  is  the  matter. 
That  bein^  pass'd  for  consul  with  full  voice^ 
I  am  so  dishonour'd  that  the  very  hour 
You  take  it  off  again  ? 

Sic  Answer  to  us. 

Cor,  Say  then :  'tis  true,  I  ou^ht  so. 

Sic  We  charge  you  that  you  have  coutriv'd  to  take 
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From  Eome  all  seasoned  offioe«  and  to  wind 

Yourself  into  a  power  tyrannical ; 

For  which  you  are  a  traitor  to  the  people. 

Cwr,  Howl  traitor! 

Men,  Nay,  temperately;  yonr promise. 

Cor.  The  fires  i*  the  lowest  hell  fold  in  the  people  I 
Call  me  their  traitor! — ^Thou  injorions  tribunel 
Within  thine  eves  sat  twenty  thousand  deaths^ 
In  thy  hands  clutch'd  as  many  millions,  in 
Thy  lying  tongue  both  numbers,  I  would  say, 
Thou  liest  unto  thee,  with  a  voice  as  free 
As  I  do  pray  the  gods. 

8ie,  Mark  you  this,  people  t 

Citizens.  To  the  rock,  to  tlie  rock  with  himi 

Sic  Peace! 
We  need  not  put  new  matter  to  his  char^ : 
What  you  have  seen  him  do  and  heard  lum  speak, 
Beating  your  officers,  cursing  yourselves. 
Opposing  laws  with  strokes,  and  here  drying 
Those  whose  great  power  must  try  him ;  even  this, 
So  criminal,  and  in  such  capital  lund. 
Deserves  the  extremest  dwji^ 

Bru,  But  since  he  hath 

Serv'd  well  for  Bome, — 

Cor,  What,  do  you  prate  of  service  ? 

Br%u  I  talk  of  that,  that  know  it. 

Cor.  You? 

Men,  Is  this  the  promise  that  you  made  your  mother? 

Com.  Know,  I  pray  you, — 

Cor,  m  know  no  further : 

Let  them  pronounce  the  steep  Tarpeian  death. 
Vagabond  exile,  flaying,  pent  to  linger 
But  with  a  grain  a  day,  I  would  not  buy 
Their  mercy  at  the  price  of  one  fair  word. 
Nor  check  my  courage  for  what  they  can  give, 
To  have't  with  saying  €k>od-morrow. 

Sic  For  that  he  has,— 

As  much  as  in  him  lies, — from  time  to  time 
Envied  against  the  people,  seeking  means 
To  pluck  away  their  power ;  as  now  at  last 
Given  hostile  strokes,  and  that  not  in  the  presence 
Of  dreaded  justice,  but  on  the  ministers 
That  do  distribute  it;~in  the  name  o'  the  people. 
And  in  the  nower  of  us  the  tribunes,  we. 
Even  from  tnis  instant,  banish  him  our  city; 
In  peril  of  precipitation 
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From  off  the  rock  Tarpeian,  never  more 

To  enter  our  Rome  gates :  i'  the  people's  name, 

I  say  it  shall  be  so. 

CUkena.  It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so;  let  him  away: 
He 's  banished,  and  it  shall  be  so. 

Com,  Hear  me,  my  masters,  and  my  common  friends,*- 

Sic  He's  sentenc'd;  no  more  hearing. 

Com,  Let  me  speak: 

I  have  been  consul,  and  can  show  for  Home 
Her  enemies'  marks  upon  me.    I  do  love 
My  country's  good  with  a  respect  more  tender, 
More  holy  and  profound,  than  mine  own  life, 
My  dear  wife's  estimate,  her  womb's  increase, 
And  treasure  of  my  loins ;  then  if  I  would 
Speak  that, — 

Sic  We  know  your  drift.     Speak  what  ? 

Bru,  There 's  no  more  to  be  said,  but  he  is  banii^'d. 
As  enemy  to  the  people  and  his  country : 
It  shall  be  so. 

Citizens.       It  shall  be  so,  it  shall  be  so. 

Cor.  You  common  cry  of  curs  !  whose  breath  I  hate 
As  reek  o'  the  rotten  fens,  whose  loves  I  prize 
As  the  dead  carcasses  of  unburied  men 
That  do  corrupt  my  air, — I  banish  jrou ; 
And  here  remain  with  your  uncertainty! 
Let  every  feeble  rumour  shake  your  hearts! 
Your  enemies,  with  nodding  of  their  plumes, 
Fan  you  into  despair  I     Have  the  power  still 
To  banish  your  defenders ;  tiU  at  length 
Your  ignorance, — ^which  finds  not  till  it  feels, — 
Making  not  reservation  of  yourselves, — 
Still  your  own  foes, — deliver  you,  as  most 
Abated  captives,  to  some  nation 
That  won  you  without  blows!     Despising, 
For  you,  the  city,  thus  I  turn  my  back : 
There  is  a  world  elsewhere. 

[Exeunt  Cor.,  Com.,  Men.,  Senators,  and  Patriciaim, 

JSd,  The  people's  enemy  is  gone,  is  ^one ! 

CitieeTia,  Our  enemy  is  bani^'d !  he  is  gone!  Hoo!  hoo  ! 
[Slwuting^  and  throwing  up  their  caps. 

Sic  Go,  see  him  out  at  gates,  and  follow  lum. 
As  he  hath  foUow'd  you,  with  all  despite ; 
Give  him  deserv'd  vexation.     Let  a  guard 
Attend  us  through  the  city. 

Citizens,  Come,  come,  let  us  see  him  out  at  gates ;  come. 
The  gods  preserve  our  noble  tribunes!— Come.        [Exeunk 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L— Rome.     Be/ore  a  Gate  of  the  City, 

Enter  Cobiolanus,  Volumnia,  Viroilta,  Menenius, 
CoMiNius,  and  several  young  Patricians. 

Cor.  Come,  leave  your  tears;  a  brief  farewell : — the  be&d 
With  many  heads  butts  me  away. — N%y,  mother, 
Where  is  your  ancient  courage?  you  were  us'd 
To  say  extremity  was  the  trier  of  spirits ; 
That  common  chances  common  men  could  bear; 
That  when  the  sea  was  calm  all  boats  alike 
Showed  mastership  in  floating;  fortune's  blows. 
When  most  struck  home,  being  sentle  wounded,  craves 
A  noble  cunnins :  you  were  u^d  to  load  me 
With  precepts  ttiat  would  make  invinciVle 
The  heart  that  conu'd  tbem. 

Vir.  0  heavens!  O  heavens  I 

Cor.  Nay,  I  pr^ythee,  woman, — 

Vol.  Now  the  red  pestilence  stnke  ill  trades  in  Home, 
And  occupations  perish! 

Got,  What,  what,  what! 

I  shall  be  loVd  when  I  am  lack'd.    Nay,  mother, 
Resume  that  spirit  when  you  were  wont  to  say, 
If  you  had  been  the  wife  of  Hercules, 
Six  of  his  labours  you*d  have  done,  and  sav'd 
Your  husband  so  much  sweat. — Cominius, 
Droop  not ;  adieu. — Farewell,  my  wife, — ^my  mother: 
m  do  well  yet — Thou  old  and  true  Menenius, 
Thy  tears  are  Salter  than  a  younger  man's. 
And  venomous  to  thine  eyes. — ^My  some  time  general, 
I  have  seen  thee  stem,  and  thou  hast  oft  beheld 
Heart-hard*ning  spectacles ;  tell  these  sad  women 
TTis  fond  to  wau  inevitable  strokes 
As  *tis  to  laugh  at  *em. — My  mother,  you  wot  well 
My  hazards  still  have  been  your  solace :  and 
Believe 't  not  lightly, — though  I  go  alone, 
like  to  a  lonely  dragon,  that  his  fen 
Makes  fear'd  and  talk*d  of  more  than  seen, — your  son 
Will  or  exceed  the  common  or  be  caught 
With  cautelous  baits  and  practice. 

Vol  My  first  son. 

Whither  wilt  thou  go?    Take  good  Cominius 
With  thee  awhile :  determine  on  some  course 
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More  than  a  wild  exposture  to  each  chance 
That  starts  i*  the  way  before  thee. 

Cor.  0  the  gods! 

Com,  rU  follow  thee  a  month,  devise  with  thee 
Where  thon  shalt  rest,  that  thou  may^st  hear  of  us. 
And  we  of  thee :  so,  if  the  time  thrust  forth 
A  cause  for  thy  repeal,  we  shall  not  send 
0*er  the  vast  world  to  seek  a  single  man ; 
And  lose  advantage,  which  doth  ever  cool 
r  the  absence  of  uie  ueeder. 

Cor,  Fare  ye  well : 

Thou  hast  years  upon  thee ;  and  thou  art  too  full 
Of  the  wars'  surfeits  to  go  rove  with  one 
That 's  yet  unbruis'd :  bring  me  but  out  at  gate.  — 
Come,  my  sweet  wife,  my  <&arest  mother,  and 
My  friends  of  noble  toucn ;  when  I  am  forth, 
Bid  me  forewell,  and  smile.     I  pray  you,  come. 
While  I  remain  above  the  ground,  you  shall 
Hear  from  me  still ;  and  never  of  me  aught 
But  what  is  like  me  formerly. 

Men.  That 's  worOiily 

As  any  ear  can  hear. — Come,  let's  not  weep. — 
If  1  could  shake  ofiF  but  one  seven  years 
From  these  old  arms  and  legs,  by  the  good  gods, 
I'd  with  thee  every  foot 

Cor,                              Give  me  thy  hand : — 
Come.  [Exeunt 

SCENE  n.— Rome.     A  Street  near  the  Gate. 

Enter  Sicinius,  Brutus,  and  an  uEdile. 

Sic,  Bid  them  all  home ;  he 's  gone,  and  we  '11  no  further.— 
The  nobility  are  vex'd,  whom  we  see  have  sided 
In  hisbehall 

Bnu  Now  we  have  shown  our  power, 

Let  us  seem  humoler  after  it  is  done 
Than  when  it  was  a-doing. 

Sic,  Bid  them  home : 

Say  their  great  enemy  is  gone,  and  they 
Stand  in  their  ancient  strength. 

Enu  Dismiss  them  home. 

Here  comes  his  mother. 
Sic.  Let 's  not  meet  her. 

Bru,  Why? 

Sic  They  say  she's  mad. 
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Bnu  They  have  ta'en  note  of  us :  keep  on  your  way. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  and  Menenius. 

Vol.  0,  you're  well  met:  the  hoarded  plague  o'  the  gods 
Requite  your  lovel 

Men.  Peace,  peace,  be  not  so  loud. 

Vol  If  that  I  could  for  weepi^e,  you  should  hear, — 
Nay,  and  you  shall  hear  some. — Will  you  be  gone? 

[To  BRUTira 

Vir.  You  shall  stay  too  [to  SiciNins] :  I  would  I  had  the 
To  say  so  to  my  husl>and.  [power 

Sic  Are  you  mankind? 

VoL  Ay,  fool;  is  that  a  shame? — Note  but  this  fooL — 
Was  not  a  man  my  father?    Hadst  thou  foxship 
To  banish  him  that  struck  more  blows  for  Rome 
Than  thou  hast  spoken  words? — 

Sic.  0  blessed  heavens ! 

Vol  More  noble  blows  than  ever  thou  wise  words; 
And  for  Rome's  good. — I'll  tell  thee  what; — ^yet  go; — 
Nay,  but  thou  smdt  stay  too : — I  would  my  son 
Were  in  Arabia,  and  thy  tribe  before  him, 
His  good  sword  in  his  hand. 

Sic  What  then? 

Vir.  What  then! 

He'd  make  an  end  of  thy  posterity. 

Vol.  Bastards  and  alL — 
Good  man,  the  wounds  that  he  docs  bear  for  Rome! 

Men.  Come,  come,  peace. 

Sic.  1  would  he  had  continued  to  his  country 
As  he  began,  and  not  unknit  himself 
The  noble  knot  he  made. 

JBru.  I  would  he  had. 

VoL  I  would  he  had!  'Twas  you  incens'd  the  rabble;— 
Cats,  that  can  judge  as  fitly  of  ms  worth 
As  I  can  of  those  mysteries  which  heaven 
Will  not  have  earth  to  know. 

Bru.  Pray,  let  us  go. 

Vol  Now,  pray,  sir,  get  you  gone : 
You  have  done  a  brave  aeed.     are  you  go,  hear  this, — 
As  far  as  doth  the  Capitol  exceed 
The  meanest  house  in  Rome,  so  far  my  son^ — 
This  lady's  husband  here ;  this,  do  you  see? — 
Whom  you  have  banish'd,  does  exceed  you  all. 

Bru.  Well,  well,  we'll  leave  you. 

Sic.  Why  stay  we  to  be  baited 

With  one  that  wants  her  wits ! 
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VoL  Take  my  prayers  with  you. — • 

I  would  the  gods  had  nothing  else  to  do    [hJiceutU  TribuneSi 
But  to  coniirm  my  curses!     Could  I  meet  'em 
But  once  a  day,  it  would  imclog  my  heart 
Of  what  lies  heavy  to't. 

Men.  You  have  told  them  home. 

And,  by  my  troth,  you  have  cause.     You'll  sup  with  me? 

VoL  Anger's  my  meat;  I  sup  upon  myself. 
And  so  shall  starve  with  feeding. — Come,  let's  go: 
Leave  this  faint  puling,  and  lament  as  I  do^ 
In  anger,  Juno-lika     Come,  come,  come. 

Men.  Fie,  fie,  fie!  [ExeunL 


SCENE  IIL — A  Highway  between  Rome  and  Antium, 

Enter  a  Boman  and  a  Volsce,  meeting. 

Rom.  I  know  you  well,  sir;  and  you  know  me:  your 
name,  I  think,  is  Adrian. 

Vols.  It  is  so,  sir :  truly,  I  have  forgot  you. 

Rom.  I  am  a  Boman ;  and  my  services  are,  as  you  are, 
against  'em :  know  you  me  yet? 

VoU.   Nicanor?  no. 

Rom.  The  same,  sir. 

Vo'8.  You  had  more  beard  when  I  last  saw  you ;  but  your 
favour  is  well  approved  by  your  tongue.  What's  the  news 
in  Rome?  I  have  a  note  m)m  the  Vouician  state,  to  find  you 
out  there :  you  have  well  saved  me  a  day's  journey. 

Rom.  There  hath  been  in  Rome  strange  insurrections;  the 
people  against  the  senators,  patricians,  and  nobles. 

Vols.  Hath  been!  is  it  ended,  then?  Our  state  thinks  not 
so ;  they  are  in  a  most  warlike  preparation,  and  hope  to  come 
upon  them  in  the  heat  of  their  division. 

Rom.  The  main  blaze  of  it  is  past,  but  a  small  thing  would 
make  it  flame  again :  for  the  nobles  receive  so  to  heart  the 
banishment  of  that  worthy  Coriolanus  that  they  are  in  a  ripo 
aptness  to  take  all  power  from  the  people»  and  to  pluck  from 
them  their  tribunes  for  ever.  This  lies  glowmg,  I  can 
tell  you,  and  is  almost  mature  for  the  violent  breaking 
out 

Vols.  Coriolanus  banished  1 

Rom.  Banished,  sir. 

Vols.  You  will  be  welcome  with  this  intelligence,  Nicanor. 

Rom.  The  day  serves  well  for  them  now.  1  have  heard  it 
■aid  the  fittest  time  to  corrupt  a  man's  wife  is  when  she 's 
Calleu  out  with  her  husband.     Your  noble  Tullus  Aufidiua 
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will  appear  well  in  these  wars,  his  great  opposer,  Coriolanas, 
being  now  in  no  request  of  his  country. 

Vols.  He  cannot  choose.  I  am  most  fortunate  thus 
aociilentaUy  to  encounter  you  :  you  have  ended  my  business, 
and  I  will  merrily  accompany^  you  home. 

Bam.  I  shall,  between  this  and  supper,  tell  you  most 
strange  things  from  Rome ;  all  tending  to  the  good  of  their 
adversaries.    Have  you  an  army  ready,  say  you? 

Vols.  A  most  royal  one ;  the  centurions  and  their  charges, 
distinctly  billeted,  already  in  the  entertainment,  and  to  be 
on  foot  at  an  hour's  warning. 

Bom.  I  am  joyful  to  hear  of  their  readiness,  and  am  the 
man,  I  think,  that  shall  set  them  in  present  action.  So,  sir, 
heartily  well  met,  and  most  glad  of  your  company. 

Vols.  You  take  my  {>art  from  me,  sir;  I  nave  the  most 
eause  to  be  glad  of  yours. 

Bom.  W&lf  let  us  go  together.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  IV.— Antium.    Befwre  Aitfidius's  House. 

Enter  Goriolanus,  in  mean  apparel^  disguised  and  muffled. 

Cor.  A  goodly  city  is  this  Antium.— City, 
'Tis  I  that  made  thy  widows  :  many  an  heir 
Of  these  fair  edifices  *fore  my  wars 
Have  I  heard  groan  uid  drop :  then  know  me  not. 
Lest  that  thy  wives  with  spits  and  boys  with  stones 
In  puny  battle  slay  me. 

Enter  a  Citizen. 
Save  you,  sir. 

Cft.  And  you. 

Cor.  Direct  me,  if  it  be  your  will, 

Where  great  Aufidius  lies:  is  he  in  Antium? 

Git.  He  is,  and  feasts  the  nobles  of  the  state 
At  his  house  this  night. 

Cor.  Which  is  his  house,  beseech  you? 

Cit,  This,  here,  before  you. 

Cor.  Thank  you,  sir :  farewell 

[Exit  Citizen 
O  world,  thy  slippery  turns!     Friends  now  feist  sworn, 
Whose  double  bosoms  seem  to  wear  one  heart, 
Whose  house,  whose  bed,  whose  meal  and  exercis 
Are  still  together,  who  twin,  as  'twere,  in  love 
Unseparable,  shall  within  this  hour. 
On  a  dissension  of  a  doit,  break  out 
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To  bitterest  enmity ;  so  fellest  foes, 

Whose  passions  and  whose  plots  have  broke  their  sleep 

To  take  the  one  the  other,  by  some  chance. 

Some  trick  not  worth  an  egg,  shall  grow  dear  friends 

And  interjoin  their  issues.     So  with  me : — 

Mjr  birthplace  hate  I,  and  my  love's  upon 

This  enemy  town. — I'll  enter :  if  he  slay  me, 

He  does  fair  justice ;  if  he  give  me  way, 

I'll  do  his  country  service.  [ExiL 


SCENE  v.— Antium.    A  HaU  m  Affidits's  Houm. 

Music  withkk    Enter  a  Servant. 

1  8erv,  Wine,  wine,  wine!    What  service  is  here! 

[  think  our  fellows  are  asleep.  [ExiL 

Enter  a  second  Servant. 

2  Serv,  Where's  Ootus!  my  master  calls  for  hinu — 
Ck>tus!  [ExiU 

Enter  Coriolancts. 
Cor,  A  goodly  house :  the  feast  smells  well ;  but  I 
Appear  not  like  a  guest. 

He-enter  the  first  Servant 

1  Serv,  What  would  you  have,  friend?  whence  are  you? 
Here 's  no  place  for  you :  pray,  go  to  the  door. 

Cor,  I  have  deserv'd  no  better  entertainment 
In  being  Ooriolanus. 

He-enter  second  Servant. 

2  Serv,  Whence  are  you,  sir?  Has  the  i)orter  his  eyea 
in  his  head,  that  he  gives  entrance  to  sucn  companions? 
Pray,  get  you  out. 

Cor,  Away! 

2  Serv.  Away  I    Get  you  away. 

Cor,  Now  thou  art  troublesome. 

2  Serv,  Are  you  so  brave?  1*11  have  you  talked  with  anon. 

*  Enter  a  third  Servant.     The  first  meets  him, 

3  Serv.  What  fellow's  this? 

1  Serv,  A  strange  one  as  ever  I  looked  on:  I  cannot  get 
him  out  o'  the  house :  pr'ythee,  call  my  master  to  him. 

3  Serv,  What  have  you  to  do  here,  fellow?  Pray  you, 
avoid  the  house. 
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Cor.  Let  me  but  stand;  I  \inll  not  Hurt  your  hearth. 

3  Serv.  What  are  you? 

Cor.  A  gentleman. 

3  Serv.  A  marvellous  jioor  one. 

Cor.  True,  so  I  am. 

3  Serv.  Pray  you,  poor  gentleman,  take  up  some  other 
station ;  here 's  no  place  for  you ;  pray  you,  avoid :  come. 

Cor.  Follow  your  function,  go, 
And  batten  on  cold  bits.  [Ptishea  him  away. 

Z  Serv.  What,  you  will  not? — Fr*ythee,  tell  my  master 
what  a  strange  guest  he  has  here. 

2Sero.  And  I  shall.  [ExiL 

ZServ.  Where  dwellest  thou? 

Cor.  Under  the  canopy. 

3  Serv.  Under  the  canopy  I 

Cor.  Ay. 

SServ.  Where's  that? 

Cor.  F  the  city  of  kites  and  crows. 

3  Serv.  T  the  city  of  kites  and  crows! — ^What  an  ass  it 
is! — ^Then  thou  dwellest  with  daws  too? 

Cor.  No,  I  serve  not  thy  master. 

3  Serv.  How,  sir!     Do  you  meddle  with  my  master? 

Cor.  Ay;  'tis  an  honester  service  than  to  meddle  with 
thy  mistress : 
Thou  prafst  and  prat'st;  serve  with  thy  trencher,  hence ! 

[Beats  him  in 

Enter  Atjfidius  and  the  second  Servant. 

Auf.  Where  is  this  fellow? 

2  Serv.  Here,  sir:  I'd  have  beaten  him  like  a  dog,  but 
lor  disturbing  the  lords  within. 

Af^f.  Whence  comest  thou?   what  wouldst  thou?  thy 
name? 
Whyspeak'stnot?  speak,  man:  what's  thy  name? 

Cor.  If,  TuUus,  [Unmuffiing. 

Not  yet  thou  knoVst  me,  and,  seeing  me,  dost  not 
Think  me  for  the  man  I  am,  necessity 
Commands  me  name  myself! 

Av^.  What  is  thy  name? 

[Servants  retirt* 

Cor.  A  name  tmmusical  to  the  Volscians'  ears. 
And  harsh  in  sound  to  thine. 

A  uf.  Say,  what 's  thy  name  ? 

Thou  hast  a  grim  appearance,  and  thy  face 
Bears  a  command  in  t ;  though  thy  tackle 's  torn, 
Thou  shoVst  a  noble  vessel:  what 's  thy  name? 
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Cor,  Prepare  thy  brow  to  fix)wn : — ^know'st  thou  me  yet  I 

A'uf.l  know  thee  not: — ^thy  name? 

Cor.  My  name  is  Caius  Marcius,  who  hath  done 
To  thee  particularly,  and  to  all  the  Volsces, 
Great  hurt  and  mischief;  thereto  witness  may 
My  surname,  Ooriolanus :  the  painful  service, 
The  extreme  dangers,  and  the  drops  of  blood 
Shed  for  my  thai^less  country,  are  requited 
But  with  tnat  surname ;  a  good  memory, 
And  witness  of  the  malice  and  displeasure 
Which  thou  shouldst  bear  me:  only  that  name  remains; 
The  cruelty  and  envy  of  the  people, 
Permitted  by  our  dastard  nobles,  who 
Have  all  forsook  me,  hath  devoured  the  rest, 
And  suffered  me  by  the  voice  of  slaves  to  be 
Whoop*d  out  of  Rome.     Now,  this  extremity 
Hath  brought  me  to  thy  hearth :  not  out  of  hope, 
Mistake  me  not,  to  save  my  life ;  for  if 
I  had  fear'd  death,  of  aU  the  men  i'  the  world 
I  would  have  Voided  thee ;  but  in  mere  spite^ 
To  be  fuU  quit  of  those  my  banishers, 
Stand  I  before  thee  here.     Then  if  thou  hast 
A  heart  of  wreak  in  thee,  that  wilt  revenge 
Tliine  own  particular  wrongs,  and  stop  those  maims 
Of  shame  seen  through  thy  country,  speed  thee  straight^ 
And  make  my  misery  serve  thy  turn :  so  use  it 
That  my  revengeful  services  may  prove 
As  benefits  to  tiiee ;  for  I  will  fight 
Against  my  canker'd  country  with  the  spleen 
Of  all  the  under  fiends.     But  if  so  be 
Thou  dar'st  not  this,  and  that  to  prove  more  fortunes 
Thou  'rt  tir*d,  then,  in  a  word,  I  also  am 
Longer  to  live  most  weary,  and  present 
My  throat  to  thee  and  to  thy  ancient  malice ; 
Which  not  to  cut  would  thee  show  but  a  fool. 
Since  I  have  ever  foUow'd  thee  with  hate, 
Drawn  tuns  of  blood  out  of  thy  country's  breast. 
And  cannot  live  but  to  thy  shame,  unless 
Tt  be  to  do  thee  service. 

Aiif.  0  Marcius,  Marcius! 

Each  word  thou  hast  spoke  hath  weeded  from  my  heart 
A  root  of  ancient  envy.     If  Jupiter 
Should  from  yond  cloud  speak  divine  things. 
And  say  *Tis  true,  I'd  not  believe  them  more 
Than  thee,  all  noble  Marcius. — Let  me  twine 
Mine  arms  about  that  body,  where  against 
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My  grained  ash  an  imndred  times  hath  broke. 

And  scar'd  the  moon  with  splinters :  here  I  clip 

The  anvil  of  my  sword,  and  do  contest 

As  hotly  and  as  nobly  with  thy  love 

As  ever  in  ambitious  strength  I  did 

Contend  against  thy  valour.     Know  thou  firsts 

I  lov'd  the  maid  I  married ;  never  man 

Sighed  truer  breath ;  but  that  I  see  thee  here, 

Thou  noble  thing !  more  dances  my  rapt  heart 

Than  when  I  first  my  wedded  mistress  saw 

Bestride  my  threshold.    Why,  thou  Mars !  I  tell  thee^ 

We  have  a  power  on  foot ;  and  I  had  purpose 

Once  more  to  hew  thy  target  from  thy  bi^wn. 

Or  lose  mine  arm  for!t :  thou  hast  beat  me  out 

Twelve  several  times,  and  I  have  nightly  since 

Dreamt  of  encounters  'twixt  thyself  and  me ; 

We  have  been  down  together  in  my  sleep, 

Unbuckling  helms,  fistmg  each  other's  throat. 

And  wak*d  half  dead  with  nothing.     Worthy  Marcius, 

Had  we  no  other  quarrel  else  to  Rome,  but  that 

Thou  art  thence  banish'd,  we  would  muster  all 

From  twelve  to  seventy ;  and,  pouring  war 

Into  the  bowels  of  ungrateful  Itome, 

Like  a  bold  flood  o'erbear.     0,  come,  so  in. 

And  take  our  friendly  senators  by  the  nands; 

Who  now  are  here,  taking  their  leaves  of  me. 

Who  am  prepar'd  against  your  territories. 

Though  not  for  Home  it8el£ 

Cor,  You  bless  me,  gods! 

Auf.  Therefore,  most  absolute  sir,  if  thou  wilt  have 
The  leading  of  thine  own  revenges,  take 
ITie  one  haSf  of  my  commission ;  and  set  down, — 
As  best  thou  art  experienc'd,  since  thou  know'st 
Thy  country's  strength  and  weakness, — thine  own  ways ; 
Whether  to  knock  against  the  gates  of  Rome, 
Or  rudely  visit  them  in  parts  remote. 
To  fright  them,  ere  destroy.     But  come  in : 
Let  me  commend  thee  first  to  those  that  shall 
Say  yest  to  thy  desires.     A  thousand  welcomes! 
And  more  a  friend  than  e'er  an  enemy; 
Yet,  Marcius,  that  was  much.    Your*hand:  most  welcome 

[Exeunt  Cob.  and  Au7. 

1  8erv.  [advancing.]  Here's  a  strange  alteration! 

2  Serv.  By  my  hand,  I  had  thought  to  have  stmcken 
bim  with  a  cudgel ;  and  yet  my  mind  gave  me  his  clothes 
made  a  f&lse  report  of  him. 

VOL.  T.  K 
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1  Serv,  What  an  arm  he  has!  He  turned  me  about  with 
his  finger  and  his  thumb,  as  one  would  set  up  a  top. 

2  Serv.  Nay,  I  knew  by  his  face  that  there  was  something 
in  him:  he  had,  sir,  a  mnd  of  face,  methought, — ^I  cannot 
tell  how  to  term  it. 

1  Serv,  He  had  so;  looking  as  it  were, — ^would  I  were 
bulged,  but  I  thought  there  was  more  in  him  than  I  could 
thii^. 

2  Serv.  So  did  I,  PU  be  sworn :  he  is  simply  the  rarest 
man  f  the  world. 

1  Serv.  I  think  he  is :  but  a  greater  soldier  than  he  you 
wot  on. 

2  Serv.  Who,  my  master? 

1  Serv.  Nay,  it 's  no  matter  for  that. 

2  Serv.  Worth  six  on  him. 

1  Serv.  Nay,  not  so  neither:  but  I  take  him  to  bo  the 
greater  soldier. 

2  Serv.  Faith,  look  you,  one  cannot  tell  how  to  say  that : 
for  the  defence  of  a  town  our  general  is  excellent. 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  for  an  assault  too. 

Be-etUer  third  Servant. 

3  Serv.  O  slaves,  I  can  tell  you  news, — ^news,  you  rascals  I 
1  and 2  Serv.  What,  what,  what?  let's  partake. 

3  Serv.  I  would  not  be  a  Homan,  of  all  nations ;  I  had  as 
licve  be  a  condemned  man. 
1  and  2  Serv.  Wherefore?  wherefore? 
3  Serv.  Why,  here  's  he  that  was  wont  to  thwack  our 
general, — Caius  Marcius. 

1  Serv.  Why  do  you  say,  thwack  our  general? 

3  Serv.  I  do  not  say,  thwack  our  general ;  but  he  was 
always  good  enough  for  him. 

2  Serv.  Come,  we  are  fellows  and  friends :  he  was  ever 
too  hard  for  him ;  I  have  heard  him  say  so  himself. 

1  Serv.  He  was  too  hard  for  him  directly,  to  say  the  troth 
on't:  before  Corioli  he  scotched  him  and  notched  him  like 
a  carbonada 

2  Serv.  An  he  had  been  cannibally  given,  he  might  have 
broiled  and  eaten  him  too. 

1  Serv.  But  more  of  thy  news? 

3  Serv.  Why,  he  is  so  made  on  here  within  as  if  ho 
were  son  and  heir  to  Mars ;  set  at  upper  end  o'  the  table  ; 
no  question  asked  him  by  any  of  tne  senators,  but  they 
stand  bald  before  him :  our  general  himself  makes  a  mia. 
tress  of  him ;  sanctifies  himseSf  with 's  hand,  and  turns  up 
the  white  o'  the  eye  to  his  discourse.   But  the  bottom  of  the 
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news  is,  our  general  is  cut  f  tbe  middle,  and  but  one  half 
of  what  he  was  yesterday ;  for  the  other  has  hal^  by  the 
entreaty  and  grant  of  the  whole  table.  Hell  go,  he  savs,  and 
Bowl  the  porter  of  Rome  gates  by  the  ears :  he  will  mow 
all  down  before  him,  and  leave  his  passage  polled. 

2  Serv,  And  he 's  as  like  to  do't  as  any  man  I  can  imagine. 

3  Serv,  Do't!  he  will  do't;  for,  look  you,  sir,  he  has 
•8  many  firiends  as  enemies;  which  friends,  sir,  as  it  were, 
durst  not,  look  you,  sir,  show  themselves,  as  we  term  it,  his 
friends,  whilst  he 's  in  dejectitude. 

I  Serv.  Dejectitude!  what's  that? 

3  Serv,  But  when  they  shall  see,  sir,  his  crest  up  again, 
and  the  man  in  blood,  they  will  out  of  their  burrows,  like 
conies  after  rain,  and  revel  aU  with  him. 

1  Serv,  But  when  goes  this  forward? 

SServ,  To-morrow;  to-day;  presently;  you  shall  have  the 
drum  struck  up  this  afternoon :  'tis  as  it  were  a  parcel  of 
their  feast,  and  to  be  executed  ere  they  wipe  their  lips. 

2  Serv,  Why,  then  we  shall  have  a  stirring  world  again. 
This  peace  is  good  for  nothing  but  to  rust  iron,  increase 
tailors,  and  breed  ballad-makers. 

1  SenK  Let  me  have  war,  say  I ;  it  exceeds  peace  as  far  as 
day  does  night;  it's  spritely,  waking,  audible,  and  full  of 
rent.  Peace  is  a  very  apoplexy,  lethargy;  mulled,  deaf, 
]^eepy,  insensible ;  a  getter  of  more  bastard  children  than 
wars  a  destroyer  of  men. 

2  Serv,  'Tis  so :  and  as  wars,  in  some  sort,  may  be  said 
to  be  a  ravisher,  so  it  cannot  be  denied  but  peace  is  a  great 
maker  of  cuckolds. 

1  Serv.  Ay,  and  it  makes  men  hate  one  another. 

3  Serv.  Reskson ;  because  they  then  less  need  one  another. 
The  wars  for  my  money.  1  hope  to  see  Romans  as  cheap 
$B  Volscians.     They  are  rising,  they  are  rising. 

AIL  In,  in,  in,  in !  [Exeunt 


SCENE  VL— Rome.     A  pvhlic  Place. 

Enter  Sicinius  and  Brutus. 
Sic,  We  hear  not  of  him,  neither  need  we  fear  him; 
His  remedies  are  tame  i'  the  present  peace 
And  quietness  of  the  people,  which  before 
Were  m  wild  hurry.     Here  do  we  make  his  friends 
Blush  that  the  world  goes  well ;  who  rather  had. 
Though  they  themselves  did  suflTer  by't,  behold 
DissentiouB  numbers  pestering  streets  than  see 
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Our  tradesmen  singing  in  their  shops,  and  going 
About  their  functions  friendly. 

Bra,  We  stood  to 't  in  good  time. — Is  this  Meneniusf 

Sic  'Tis  he,  'tis  he :  0,  he  is  grown  most  kind 
Of  late. 

Enter  Msnenius. 

Bra,  Hail,  sir! 

Men,  Hail  to  you  both  t 

8%c,  Your  Coriolanus  is  not  much  miss'd 
But  with  his  friends :  the  commonwealth  doth  stand; 
And  so  would  do,  were  he  more  angry  at  it. 

Men,  All 's  well ;  and  might  have  been  much  better  if 
He  could  have  temporized. 

Sic,  Where  is  he,  hear  you? 

Men,  Nay,  I  hear  nothing :  his  mother  and  his  wife 
Hear  nothing  from  him. 

Enter  three  or  four  Citizens. 

Citizens,  The  gods  preserve  you  both! 

Sic,  €rod-den,  our  neighbours. 

Bru,  God-den  to  you  all,  god-den  to  you  all. 

1  Cit,  Ourselves,  our  wives,  and  children,  on  our  knees, 
Are  bound  to  pray  for  you  both. 

Sic,  Live  and  thrive ! 

Bru,  Farewell,  kind  neighbours :  we  wish'd  Coriolanus 
Had  loVd  you  as  we  did. 

Citizens.  Now  the  gods  keep  you ! 

Both  Tri,  Farewell,  farewell.  [Exeunt  Citiisens. 

Sic,  This  is  a  hajmier  and  more  comely  time 
Than  when  these  fellows  ran  about  the  streets 
Crying  confasion. 

Bra,  Caius  Marcius  was 

A  worthy  officer  i*  the  war ;  but  insolent, 
O'ercoL  e  with  pride,  ambitious  past  all  thinkings 
Self-loving, — 

Sic  And  affecting  one  sole  throne, 

Without  assistance. 

Mer^  I  think  not  so. 

Sic.  We  should  by  this,  to  all  our  lamentation, 
[f  he  hadgoce  forth  consul,  found  it  so. 

Bra.  The  gods  have  well  prevented  it,  and  Kome 
Sits  safe  and  stiU  without  mm. 


Enter  an  MdJlei, 
jEcL  Worthy  tribunei^ 
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There  is  a  slave,  whom  we  have  put  in  prison, 
Beports, — ^the  Volsces  with  two  seveial  powers 
Are  entered  in  the  Boman  territories ; 
And  with  the  deepest  malice  of  the  war 
Destroy  what  lies  before  *em. 

Men,      ^  *Tis  Anfidius, 

Who,  hearing  of  our  Marcius'  banishment, 
Thrnsts  forth  his  horns  again  into  the  world ; 
Which  were  inshell'd  when  Marcius  stood  for  Rome^ 
And  dorst  not  once  peep  out. 

Sie.  Come,  what  talk  yon 

Of  Maicius? 

Bru,  Go  see  this  ramonrer  whipp'd. — ^It  cannot  bo 
The  Volsces  dare  break  with  us. 

Men,  Cannot  bel 

We  have  record  that  very  well  it  can ; 
And  three  examples  of  the  like  have  been 
Within  my  age.     But  reason  with  the  fellow, 
Before  you  punish  him,  where  he  heard  this ; 
Lest  you  shall  chance  to  whip  your  information. 
And  beat  the  messenger  who  bids  beware 
Of  what  is  to  be  dreaded. 

Sic.  Tell  not  me: 

I  know  this  cannot  be. 

Bru,  Not  possible. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mees,  The  nobles  in  great  earnestness  are  going 
All  to  the  senate-house :  some  news  is  come 
That  turns  their  countenances. 

Sic  *Tis  this  sUve  ;— 

Go  whip  him  *fore  the  people's  eyes: — his  raising; 
Nothing  but  his  report. 

Me88,  Yes,  worthy  sir, 

The  slave's  report  is  seconded ;  and  more. 
More  fearful,  is  deliver'd. 

Sic  What  more  fearful? 

Mesa,  It  is  spoke  freely  out  of  many  mouths,^ 
How  probable  I  do  not  know, — that  Marcius, 
Join'd  with  Aufidius,  leads  a  power  'gainst  Bome, 
And  vows  revenge  as  spacious  as  between 
The  young'st  and  oldest  thing. 

Sic  This  is  most  likely  I 

Bru,  Bais'd  only,  that  the  weaker  sort  may  wish 
God  Marcius  home  again. 

Sic  The  very  trick  on't^ 
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Meiu  This  ia  unlikely: 
He  and  Autidius  can  no  more  atone 
Than  violentest  contrariety. 

Emler  a  second  Messenger. 

2  Meas,  You  are  sent  for  to  the  senate : 
A  fearful  army,  led  by  Cains  Marcins 
Associated  with  Aufiains,  rages 
Upon  our  territories ;  and  have  already 
Overborne  their  way,  consumed  with  tire,  and  took 
What  lay  before  them. 

Enter  Gomikiu& 

Com.  0,  you  have  made  good  work! 

Men,  What  news?  what  news 

Com.  You  have  holp  to  ravish  your  own  daughters,  and 
To  melt  the  city  leads  upon  your  pates ; 
To  see  your  wives  dishonoured  to  your  noses, — 

Men,  What's  the  news?  what 's  the  news? 

Com,  Your  temples  burned  in  their  cement;  and 
Your  franchises,  whereon  you  stood,  confined 
Into  an  auger's  bore. 

Men,  Pray  now,  your  news? — 

You  have  made  fair  work,  I  fear  me. — ^Pray,  your  newsT 
If  Marcius  should  be  join'd  with  Volscians, — 

Com,  If! 

He  is  their  god :  he  leads  them  like  a  thing 
Made  by  some  other  deity  than  nature, 
That  shapes  man  better;  and  they  follow  him. 
Against  us  brats,  with  no  less  confidence 
Than  boys  pursuing  summer  butterflies, 
Or  butcher  s  killing  flies. 

Men.  You  have  made  good  work. 

You  and  your  apron  men ;  you  that  stood  so  much 
TDpon  the  voice  of  occupation  and 
The  breath  of  garlic-eaters! 

Com,  He  will  shake 

Your  Eome  about  your  ears. 

Men,  As  Hercules 

Did  shake  down  mellow  fruit. — You  have  made  fair  work 

Bru,  But  is  this  true,  sir? 

Com,  Ay;  and  you'll  look  pale 

Before  you  find  it  other.    All  the  regions 
Do  smilingly  revolt ;  and  who  resist 
Are  only  mock'd  for  valiant  ignorance^ 
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And  perish  constant  fools.    Who  is't  can  blame  him! 
Tour  enemies  and  his  find  something  in  him. 

Men.  We  are  all  undone  unless 
The  noble  man  have  mercy. 

Com.  Who  shall  ask  it? 

The  tribunes  cannpt  do^t  for  shame ;  the  people 
Deserve  such  pity  of  him  as  the  wolf 
Does  of  the  shepherds :  for  his  best  friends,  if  they 
Should  say,  Be  good  to  Rome,  they  charg'd  him  even 
As  those  should  do  that  had  deserved  his  hate, 
And  therein  show'd  like  enemies. 

Men.  *Tis  true : 

If  he  were  putting  to  my  house  the  brand 
That  should  consimie  it,  I  have  not  the  face 
To  say,  Beseech  you,  cease. — You  have  made  fair  hands, 
You  and  your  crafts!  you  have  crafted  fair! 

Com  You  have  brought 

A  trembling  upon  Rome,  such  as  was  never 
So  incapable  of  help. 

Both  TH.  Say  not,  we  brought  it. 

Men.  How !   Was  it  we?  we lov*d  him;  but,  like  beastly 
And  cowardly  nobles,  gave  way  unto  your  clusters, 
Who  did  hoot  him  out  o'  the  city. 

Com.  But  I  fear 

They'll  roar  him  in  again.     Tullus  Aufidius, 
The  second  name  of  men,  obeys  his  points 
As  if  he  were  his  officer : — desperation 
Is  all  the  policy,  strength,  and  defence, 
That  Home  can  make  against  them. 

Enter  a  troop  of  Citizens. 

Men.  ^        Here  comes  the  clusters. — 

And  is  Aufidius  with  him? — ^You  are  they 
That  made  the  air  unwholesome,  when  you  cast 
Your  stinking  greasy  caps  in  hooting  at 
Coriolanus'  exile.     Now  he 's  coming; 
And  not  a  hair  upon  a  soldier's  head 
Which  win  not  prove  a  whip :  as  many  coxcombs 
As  you  threw  caps  up  will  he  tumble  down. 
And  pay  you  for  your  voices.     *Tis  no  matter ; 
If  he  could  bum  us  all  into  one  coal, 
We  have  deserv'd  it. 

Citizens.  Faith,  we  hear  fearful  news. 

1  at.  For  mine  own  part^ 

When  I  said  banish  him,  I  said  'twas  pity. 

2CU.  And  so  did  L 
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3  Oit,  And  so  did  t ;  and,  to  say  the  trnth,  so  did  very 
many  of  us.  That  we  did,  we  did  for  the  best ;  and  though 
we  willingly  consented  to  his  banishment,  yet  it  was  against 
our  wilL 

Com,  You  are  goodly  things,  you  voices! 

Men,  You  have  made 

Good  work,  you  and  your  cry ! — Shall 's  to  the  Capitol? 

Com.  0,  ay;  what  else?  [Exeunt  Com.  and  Men. 

Sic  €k),  masters,  get  you  home ;  be  not  dismay'd : 
These  are  a  side  that  would  be  glad  to  have 
This  true  which  they  so  seem  to  fear.    Go  home, 
And  show  no  sign  of  fear. 

1  CU.  The  gods  be  good  to  us! — Come,  masters,  let's 
home.     I  ever  said  we  were  i'  the  wrong  when  we  banished 

him, 

2  CU,  So  did  we  aJL    But  come,  let 's  home. 

[Exeunt  Citizens. 
Bru.  I  do  not  like  this  news. 
Sic  NorL 

Bru,   Let  *s  to  the  Capitol : — would  half  my  wealth 
Would  buy  this  for  a  lie! 
Sic  P]'^y»  let  us  go.  [ExeufUk 


SCENE  VII.— il  Camp  at  a  small  distoMcefrom  Rom^ 

Enter  Auftdius  and  his  Lieutenant. 

Auf,  Do  they  stiU  fly  to  the  Roman? 

Lieu,  I  do  not  know  what  witchcraft 's  in  him^  but 
Your  soldiers  use  him  as  the  grace  'fore  meat, 
Their  talk  at  table,  and  their  thanks  at  end; 
And  you  are  darkened  in  this  action,  sir. 
Even  by  your  own. 

Auf,  ^         I  cannot  help  it  now. 

Unless,  by  usingmeans,  I  lame  the  foot 
Of  our  design.     He  bears  himself  more  proudlier. 
Even  to  my  person,  than  I  thought  he  would 
When  first  I  did  embrace  him :  yet  his  nature 
In  that 's  no  changeling ;  and  I  must  excuse 
What  cannot  be  amended. 

Lieu,  Yet  I  wish,  sir,-^ 

I  mean,  for  your  particular, — ^you  had  not 
Join'd  in  commission  with  him ;  but  either 
Had  borne  the  action  of  yourself  or  else 
To  him  had  left  it  solely. 

A-nf,  I  understand  thee  well ;  and  be  thou  suro^ 
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When  he  shall  come  to  his  account,  he  knows  not 
What  I  can  nrge  tigauist  him.     Although  it  seems, 
And  so  he  thinks,  and  is  no  less  apparent 
To  the  vulgar  eve,  that  he  bears  ail  things  fairly, 
And  shows  good  husbandry  for  the  Volscian  state. 
Fights  dragon-like,  and  does  achieve  as  soon 
As  draw  his  sword :  yet  he  hath  left  undone 
That  which  shall  break  his  neck  or  hazard  mine 
Whene'er  we  come  to  our  account. 
Lieu.  Sir,  I  beseech  vou,  think  you  hell  carry  Romet 
Au/.  All  places  yield  to  him  ere  he  sits  down; 
And  the  nobility  of  Rome  are  his : 
The  senators  and  patricians  love  him  toot 
The  tribunes  are  no  soldiers;  and  their  people 
WiU  be  as  rash  in  the  repeal  as  hasty 
To  expel  him  thence.    I  think  he'll  be  to  Rome 
As  is  the  osprey  to  the  fish,  who  takes  it 
By  sovereignty  of  nature.     First  he  was 
A  noble  servant  to  them ;  but  he  could  not 
Cany  his  honours  even :  whether  'twas  pride. 
Which  out  of  daily  fortune  ever  taints 
The  happy  man ;  whether  defect  of  judgment, 
To  fajl  m  the  disposing  of  those  chances 
Which  he  was  lord  of;  or  whether  nature. 
Not  to  be  other  than  one  thing,  not  moving 
From  the  casque  to  the  cushion,  but  commauding  peace 
Even  with  the  same  austerity  and  garb 
As  he  controU'd  the  war;  but  one  of  these,— > 
As  he  hath  spices  of  them  all,  not  all. 
For  I  dare  so  far  free  him, — made  him  fear'd, 
So  hated,  and  so  banish'd :  but  he  has  a  merit 
To  choke  it  in  the  utterance.     So  our  virtues 
lie  in  the  interpretation  of  the  time : 
And  power,  tmto  itself  most  commendable^ 
Hath  not  a  tomb  so  evident  as  a  cheer 
To  extol  what  it  hath  done. 
One  fire  drives  out  one  fire ;  one  nail,  one  nail ; 
Rights  by  rights  fcdter,  strengths  by  strengths  do  faiL 
Come,  let  *s  away.     When,  Caius,  Rome  is  thine. 
Thou  art  poorest  of  all ;  then  shortly  art  thou  mine.  [Exeuni, 
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ACT   V. 
SCENE  L— RoMK    A  public  Place. 

Enter  Menenius,  Cominius,  Sicinius,  Brutus,  and 
others. 

Men.  No,  I'll  not  go :  you  hear  what  he  hath  said 
Which  was  sometime  his  general ;  who  lov'd  him 
In  a  most  dear  partici:lar.     He  call'd  me  fathers 
But  what  o*  that?    Go,  you  that  banish'd  him; 
A  mile  before  his  tent  fall  down,  and  knee 
The  way  into  his  mercy :  nay,  if  he  coy'd 
To  hear  Cominiiis  speak,  I'll  keep  at  home. 

Com.  Hq  would  not  seem  to  know  me. 

Men,  Do  you  heart 

Com.  Yet  one  time  he  did  call  me  by  my  name : 
I  urg'd  our  old  acquaintance,  and  the  drops 
That  we  have  bled  together.     Coriolanus 
He  would  not  answer  to :  forbad  all  names ; 
He  was  a  kind  of  nothing,  titleless, 
Till  he  had  forg'd  himseu  a  name  o'  the  fire 
Of  burning  Eome. 

Men.  Why,  so, — ^you  have  made  good  worii  I 

A  pair  of  tribunes  that  have  rack'd  for  Rome, 
To  make  coals  cheap, — a  noble  memory ! 

Com.  1  minded  hun  how  royal  *twas  to  pardon 
When  it  was  less  ex2)ected :  he  replied. 
It  was  a  bare  petition  of  a  state 
To  one  whom  they  had  punish'd. 

Men.  Very  well: 

Could  he  say  less? 

Com.  I  offer'd  to  awaken  his  regard 
For 's  private  friends :  his  answer  to  me  was. 
He  could  not  stay  to  pick  them  in  a  pile 
Of  noisome  musty  chaflf:  he^said  'twas  folly 
For  one  poor  gram  or  two  to  leave  unbumt. 
And  still  to  nose  the  offence. 

Men.  For  one  poor  grain 

Or  two !  I  am  one  of  those ;  his  mother,  wife, 
His  child,  and  this  brave  fellow  too,  we  are  the  grains  i 
You  are  the  musty  chaff;  and  you  are  smelt 
Above  the  moon :  we  must  be  burnt  for  you. 

Sic.  Nay,  pray,  be  ]>atient :  if  you  refuse  your  aid 
lu  this  so  uov.er-heeded  help,  yet  do  not 
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Upbraid  *8  with  our  distress.     But,  sure,  if  you 
Would  be  your  country's  pleader,  your  good  tongue, 
More  than  the  instant  army  we  can  make, 
Might  stop  our  countryman. 

Men.  No ;  TU  not  meddle. 

Sic  Pray  you,  go  to  him. 

Men.  What  should  I  do? 

Bru.  Only  make  trial  what  your  love  can  do 
For  Home,  towards  Mardus. 

Men,  Well,  and  say  that  Marciui 

Ketum  me,  as  Cominius  is  retum'd. 
Unheard;  what  then? 
But  as  a  discontented  friend,  mef-shot 
With  his  unkindness?    Say't  oe  so? 

Sic.  Yet  your  good-will 

Must  have  that  thanks  from  Eome,  after  the  measure 
As  you  intended  well. 

Men.  ril  undertake't : 

I  think  he'll  hear  me.     Yet  to  bite  his  lip 
And  hum  at  good  Cominius  much  unhearts  me. 
He  was  not  taken  well :  he  had  not  din'd : 
The  veins  unfill'd,  our  blood  is  cold,  and  then 
We  pout  upon  the  morning,  are  unapt 
To  give  or  to  forgive;  but  when  we  have  stufTd 
These  pipes  and  these  conveyances  of  our  blood 
With  wine  and  feeding,  we  have  suppler  souls 
Than  in  our  priest-like  fiEusts :  therefore  I'll  watch  him 
Till  he  be  dieted  to  my  request. 
And  then  I'll  set  upon  him. 

Bru,  You  know  the  very  road  into  his  kindness, 
And  cannot  lose  your  way. 

Men.  Good  faith.  Til  prove  him. 

Speed  how  it  wilL    I  shall  ere  long  have  knowledge 
Of  my  success.  [Exi^ 

Com,  He'll  never  hear  him. 

Sic  Not? 

Com.  T  tell  you,  he  does  sit  in  gold,  his  eye 
Red  as  'twould  bum  Rome ;  and  his  injury 
The  gaoler  to  his  pity.     I  kneel'd  before  him ; 
'Twas  veiy  faintly  he  said  Bise;  dismiss'd  me 
Thus,  with  his  speechless  hand :  what  he  would  do. 
He  sent  in  writing  after  me ;  what  he  would  not. 
Bound  with  an  oath  to  yield  to  his  conditions : 
So  that  all  hope  is  vain, 
Unless  in '»  noble  mother  and  his  wife ; 
Who,  as  I  near,  mean  to  solicit  him 
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For  mercy  to  hia  country.    Therefore,  let  *8  henoe, 
And  with  our  £ur  entreaties  haste  them  on. 

[Exeunt 


SCENE  IL— -in  advanced  Post  of  the  Volseian  Camp  b^are 
Rome.     The  Guard  ai  their  etatione. 

Enter  to  them  Menenius. 

1  O.  Stay:  whence  are  you? 

2  O,  Stand,  and  go  back. 

Men.  You  guard  like  men ;  'tis  well :  but,  by  your  leaver 
I  am  an  officer  of  state,  and  come 
To  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

1  &.  From  whence? 

Men.  From  Borne. 

1  G.  You  may  not  pass,  you  must  return :  our  general 
Will  no  more  hear  from  thence. 

2  O.  You'll  see  your  Rome  embraced  with  fire  before 
You'll  speak  with  Coriolanus. 

Men,  Good  my  friends, 

If  you  have  he2U*d  your  general  talk  of  Home, 
And  of  his  friends  there,  it  is  lots  to  blanks 
My  name  hath  touch'd  your  ears :  it  is  Menenius. 

\0.  Be  it  so ;  20  back :  the  virtue  of  your  name 
Is  not  here  passable. 

Men,  I  tell  thee,  fellow. 

Thy  general  is  my  lover :  I  have  been 
The  book  of  his  ^ood  acts,  whence  men  have  read 
His  fame  unparaUerd,  haply  amplified ; 
For  I  have  ever  verified  my  friends, — 
Of  whom  he  *s  chie^ — ^with  all  the  size  that  verity 
Would  without  lapsing  suffer:  nay,  sometimes, 
like  to  a  bowl  upon  a  subtle  ground, 
I  have  tumbled  past  the  throw :  and  in  his  praise 
Have  almost  stamped  the  leasing :  therefore,  fellow, 
I  must  have  leave  to  pass. 

1  O.  Faith,  sir,  if  you  had  told  as  many  lies  in  his  behalf 
as  you  have  utter'd  words  in  your  own,  you  should  not  pass 
here :  no,  though  it  were  as  virtuous  to  lie  as  to  live  chastely. 
Therefore,  go  back. 

Men.  iVythee,  fellow,  remember  my  name  is  Menenius, 
always  factionary  on  the  partv  of  your  general. 

2  O.  Howsoever  you  have  been  his  Imr, — as  you  say  you 
have, — I  am  one  that,  telling  true  under  him,  must  say,  yon 
cannot  pass.     Therefore,  go  oack. 
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Mfn.   Has  he  dined,  canst  thou  tell?  for  I  would  not 
■peak  with  him  till  after  dinner. 
1  O,  You  are  a  Homan,  are  you? 
Men,  I  am  as  thv  general  is. 

1  O,  Then  you  should  hate  Borne,  as  he  does.  Can  you, 
when  you  have  pushed  out  your  gates  the  very  defender  of 
them,  and,  in  a  violent  popular  ignorance,  given  your  enemy 
your  shield,  think  to  front  his  revenges  with  the  easy  groans 
of  old  women,  the  virginal  palms  of  your  daughters,  or  with 
the  palsied  intercession  of  such  a  decayed  dot^^t  as  you  seem 
te  l^?  Can  you  think  to  blow  out  the  intended  fire  your 
city  is  ready  to  flame  in,  with  such  weak  breath  as  this? 
Ko,  you  are  deceived ;  therefore,  back  to  Home,  and  prepare 
for  your  execution:  you  are  condemned;  our  general  has 
sworn  you  out  of  reprieve  and  pardon. 

Men,  Sirrah,  if  thy  captain  knew  I  were  here  he  would 
use  me  with  estimation. 

2  O,  Come,  my  captain  knows  you  not. 
Men,  I  mean  thy  generaL 

1  O,  My  general  cares  not  for  you.  Back,  I  say;  go,  lest 
I  let  forth  your  half  pint  of  blood ; — ^back ;  that  *s  the  utmost 
of  your  bavins : — ^back. 

Men,  Nay,  out,  fellow,  fellow, — 

Enter  Cobiolanus  and  Aufidius. 

Cor.  What  *s  the  matter? 

Men,  Now,  you  companion.  Til  say  an  errand  for  you ; 
you  shall  know  now  that  I  am  in  estimation;  you  shall 
perceive  that  a  jack  guardant  cannot  office  me  from  my  son 
Coriolanus:  guess  but  by  my  entertainment  with  him  if 
thou  standest  not  i*  the  state  of  hanging,  or  of  some  death 
more  long  in  spectatorship  and  crueller  m  suffering ;  behold 
now  presently,  and  swoon  for  what's  to  come  upon  thee. — 
The  glorious  gods  sit  in  hourly  synod  about  thy  particular 
prosperity,  and  love  thee  no  worse  than  thy  old  father 
Menenius  does!  O  my  son!  my  son!  thou  art  preparing 
fire  for  us;  look  thee,  here's  water  to  quench  it.  I  was 
hardly  moved  to  come  to  thee ;  but  being  assured  none  but 
myself  could  move  thee,  1  have  been  blown  out  of  your 
gates  with  sighs ;  and  conjure  thee  to  pardon  Rome  and  thy 
petitionary  countrymen.  The  good  gods  assuage  thy  wratli, 
and  turn  the  dregs  of  it  ui)on  this  varlet  here;  tms,  who^ 
like  a  block,  hath  denied  my  access  to  thee. 

Cor,  Away! 

Men,  How!  away! 

Cor.  Wife,  mother,  child,  I  know  not.    My  affairs 
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Are  servanted  to  others :  though  I  owe 
My  revenge  properly,  my  remission  lies 
In  Volscian  breasts.     That  we  have  been  familiar, 
Ingrate  forgetfulness  shall  poison,  rather 
Tlian  pity  note  how  much. — Therefore,  be  go&e. 
Mine  ears  against  your  suits  are  stronger  than 
Your  gates  against  my  force.     Yet,  for  I  lov'd  thee. 
Take  this  along ;  I  writ  it  for  thy  sake, 

[Oines  a  letter. 
And  would  have  sent  it.     Another  word,  Menenius, 
I  will  not  hear  thee  speak. — ^This  man,  Aufidius, 
Was  my  beloved  in  Rome :  yet  thou  behold'«itI 
Auf,  You  keep  a  constant  temper. 

[Exeunt  OoR.  and  Aww, 

1  O.  Now,  sir,  is  your  name  Menenius? 

2  O,  *Ti8  a  spell,  you  see,  of  much  power:  you  know  the 
way  home  again. 

1  O,  Do  you  hear  how  we  are  shent  for  keeping  your 
greatness  back? 

2  O.  What  cause,  do  you  think,  I  have  to  swoon? 

Men,  I  neither  care  for  the  world  nor  your  general ; 
for  such  things  as  you,  I  can  scarce  think  there's  any,  ye' re 
so  slight.  He  that  hath  a  will  to  die  by  himself  fears  it 
not  from  another.  Let  your  general  do  his  worst.  For 
/on,  be  that  you  are,  long ;  and  your  misery  increase  with 
your  age!  I  say  to  you,  as  I  was  said  to,  Away  1  [JCxiL 

1  G,  A  noble  fellow,  I  warrant  him. 

2  O.  The  worthy  fellow  is  our  general:  he  is  the  rock, 
the  oak  not  to  be  winil-shaken.  [Exeuiti 


SCENE  UL—The  Tent  of  CoBiohAVVs. 

Enter  Coriolanus,  Aufidius,  and  others. 
Cor.  We  will  before  the  walls  of  Rome  to-morrow 
Set  down  our  host. — My  partner  in  this  action, 
You  must  report  to  the  v  olscian  lords  how  plainly 
I  have  borne  this  business. 

Auf,  Only  their  ends 

You  have  respected ;  stopp'd  your  ears  against 
The  general  suit  of  Rome ;  never  admitted 
A  private  whisper,  no,  not  with  such  friends 
That  thought  tnem  sure  of  you. 

Cor,  This  last  old  man, 

Whom  with  a  crack'd  heart  I  have  sent  to  Rome^ 
Lov'd  me  above  the  measure  of  a  father ; 
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Nay,  godded  me,  indeed.    Their  latest  refuge 
Was  to  send  him ;  for  whose  old  love  I  have, — 
Though  I  show'd  sourly  to  him, — once  more  offered 
The  first  conditions,  which  they  did  refuse, 
And  cannot  now  accept,  to  grace  him  only, 
That  thought  he  could  do  more,  a  very  little 
I  hare  yielded  to :  hefih  embassies  and  suits, 
Nor  from  the  state  nor  private  friends,  hereafter 
Will  I  lend  ear  to. — Ha !  what  shout  is  this? 

[ShoiU  within. 
Shall  I  be  tempted  to  infringe  my  vow 
In  the  same  time  'tis  made?    I  will  not. 

Enter,  in  mourning  habits^  Viroilia,  Yolumnta,  leading 

young  Marcius,  Valeria,  atid  Attendants, 
li^  wife  comes  foremost ;  then  the  honour'd  mould 
Wlierein  this  trunk  was  framed,  and  in  her  hand 
The  grandchild  to  her  blood.     But,  out,  affection! 
All  bond  and  privilege  of  nature,  break  I 
Let  it  be  virtuous  to  be  obstinate. — 
What  is  that  curt'sy  worth?  or  those  doves'  eyes. 
Which  can  make  gods  forsworn?— I  melt,  and  am  not 
Of  stronger  earth  than  others. — M  v  mother  bows, 
As  if  Olympus  to  a  molehill  should 
In  supplication  nod :  and  my  young 
BEath  an  aspect  of  intercession  which 
Great  nature  cries.  Deny  not. — Let  the  Volscea 
Plough  Eome  and  harrow  Italy :  I'll  never 
Be  such  a  gosling  to  obey  instinct ;  but  stand, 
As  if  a  man  were  author  of  himselJ^ 
And  knew  no  other  kin. 

VfT,  My  lord  and  husband ! 

Cor,  These  eyes  are  not  the  same  I  wore  in  Romeii 

Vvr.  The  sorrow  that  delivers  us  thus  chang'd 
Makes  you  think  sa 

Cor.  like  a  duU  actor  now, 

I  have  forgot  my  part,'  and  I  am  out, 
Even  to  a  full  disgrace.     Best  of  my  flesh. 
Forgive  my  tyranny ;  but  do  not  say. 
For  that,  Forgive  our  Romans,— Oy  a  kiss 
Long  as  my  exile,  sweet  as  mv  revenge ; 
Now,  by  the  jealous  queen  of  lieaven,  that  kiss 
I  carried  from  thee,  dear;  and  my  true  lip 
Hath  virgin'd  it  e'er  since. — You  gods!  I  prate. 
And  the  most  noble  mother  of  the  world 
Leave  unsalu^ed :  sink,  my  knee,  i'  the  earth ;  PCiiee«K. 
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Of  thy  deep  duty  more  impressioii  show 
Than  that  of  common  sons. 

VoL  O,  stand  up  hiess'd! 

Whilst,  with  no  softer  cushion  than  the  flint, 
I  kneel  before  thee ;  and  unproperljr 
Show  duty,  as  mistaken  all  this  while 
Between  the  child  and  parent.  [KneeU» 

Cor,  What  is  this? 

Your  knees  to  me?  to  your  corrected  son  ? 
Then  let  the  pebbles  on  the  hungry  beach 
Fillip  the  sts^ ;  then  let  the  mutinous  winds 
Strike  the  proud  cedars  Against  the  flery  sun; 
Murdering  impossibility,  to  make 
V/hat  cannot  be,  slight  work. 

VoL  Thou  art  my  warrior; 

1  holp  to  frame  thee.    Do  you  know  this  lady? 

Cor.  The  noble  sister  of  Publicola, 
The  moon  of  Home ;  chaste  as  the  icicle 
Tliat  's  curded  by  the  fix>st  from  purest  snow, 
And  hangs  on  Dian's  temple ; — dear  Valeria  I 

Vol  This  is  a  poor  epitome  of  yours. 
Which,  by  the  interpretation  of  full  time, 
May  show  like  all  yourseli 

Cor.  The  god  of  soldiers, 

With  the  consent  of  supreme  Jove,  inform 
Thy  thoughts  with  nobleness ;  that  thou  mayst  provs 
To  shajne  unvulnerable,  and  stick  i*  the  wars 
Like  a  great  sea-mark,  standing  every  flaw, 
And  saving  those  that  eye  thee ! 

VoL  Your  knee,  sirrah. 

Cor.  That 's  my  brave  boy. 

Vol  Eygd.  he,  your  wife,  this  lady,  and  myself 
Are  suitors  to  you. 

Cor.  I  beseech  you,  peace : 
Or,  if  you'd  ask,  remember  this  before, — 
The  tmngs  I  have  forsworn  to  grant  may  never 
Be  held  by  you  denials.     Bo  not  bid  me 
Dismiss  my  soldiers,  or  capitulate 
A^ain  witn  Rome's  mechanics. — ^Tell  me  not 
Wnerein  I  seem  unnatural :  desire  not 
To  aJlay  my  rages  and  revenges  with 
Your  colder  reasons. 

Vol  O,  no  more,  no  morel 

\ovL  have  said  you  will  not  grant  us  anything; 
For  we  have  nothing  else  to  ask  but  that 
Which  you  deny  ah^ady :  yet  we  will  ask; 
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Tliat,  if  you  fail  in  our  request,  the  blame 

May  haBg  upon  your  hardness ;  therefore  hear  us. 

Cor.  Aufidius,  and  you  Volsces,  mark  :  for  we'll 
Hear  naught  from  Rome  in  private. — ^Your  request? 

Vol  Should  we  be  silent  and  not  speak,  our  raiment 
And  state  of  bodies  would  bewray  what  life 
We  have  led  since  thy  exile.     Think  with  thyself 
How  more  unfortunate  than  all  living  women 
Are  we  come  hither:  since  that  thy  sight,  which  should 
Make  our  eyes  flow  with  joy,  hearts  dance  with  comfort. 
Constrains  them  weep,  and  shake  with  fear  and  sorrow ; 
Making  the  mother,  wife,  and  child  to  see 
The  son,  the  husband,  and  the  father  tearing 
Hia  country's  bowels  out.     And  to  j>oor  we. 
Thine  enmity's  most  capital :  thou  barr'st  u« 
Our  prayers  to  the  gods,  which  is  a  comfort 
That  all  but  we  enjoy ;  for  how  can  we, 
Alas,  how  can  we  for  our  country  pray. 
Whereto  we  are  bound, — ^together  with  thy  victory. 
Whereto  we  are  bound?  alack,  or  we  must  lose 
Tlie  country,  our  dear  nurse;  or  else  thy  ]iersoii. 
Our  comfort  in  the  country.     We  must  find 
An  evident  calamity,  though  we  had 
Our  wish,  which  side  shoum  win ;  for  either  thou 
Must,  as  a  foreign  recreant,  be  led 
With  manacles  thorough  our  streets,  or  else 
Triumphantly  tread  on  thy  country's  ruin. 
And  bear  the  palm  for  having  bravely  shed 
Thy  wife  and  children's  blood.     For  myself  son, 
I  purpose  not  to  wait  on  fortune  till 
These  wars  determine :  if  I  cannot  persuade  thee 
Bather  to  show  a  noble  grace  to  both  parts 
Than  seek  the  end  of  one,  thou  shalt  no  sooner 
March  to  assault  thy  country  than  to  tread, — 
Trust  to't,  thou  shalt  not, — on  thy  mother's  womb, 
That  brought  thee  to  this  world. 

Vir.  Ay,  and  mine. 

That  brought  you  forth  this  boy,  to  keep  your  name 
Living  to  tima 

,    Boy.  'A  shall  not  tread  on  me ; 

m  run  away  till  I  am  bigger ;  but  then  FU  fight. 

Cor.  Not  of  a  woman's  tenderness  to  be, 
Requires  nor  child  nor  woman's  face  to  see. 
I  have  sat  too  long.  {Hmng. 

VoL  Nay,  go  not  from  us  thui. 

[f  it  were  so  that  our  request  did  tend 

VOL.  V.  L 
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To  save  the  Romans,  thereby  to  destroy 

The  Volsces  whom  you  serve,  yon  might  condemn  at, 

As  poisonous  of  your  honour :  no ;  our  suit 

Is,  that  you  reconcile  them :  while  the  Volsces 

May  say,  This  mercy  we  have  showed;  the  Romans, 

This  we  received, '  and  each  in  either  side 

Give  tiiee  all-hail  to  thee,  and  cry,  Be  Ues^d 

For  making  up  this  peace!    Thou  know'st,  great  son, 

The  end  of  war  *s  uncertain;  but  this  certain, 

That,  if  thou  conquer  Rome,  the  benefit 

Which  thou  shalt  thereby  reap  is  such  a  name, 

Whose  repetition  will  be  dogg'd  with  curses ; 

Whose  chronicle  thus  writ, — The  man  was  noUe, 

But  with  his  last  attempt  he  wip*d  it  out; 

Destroy' d  his  country  ;  and  his  name  remains 

To  the  ensuing  age  ahhon'd.     Speak  to  me,  son : 

Thou  hast  affected  the  fine  strains  of  honour, 

To  imitate  the  graces  of  the  gods. 

To  tear  with  thunder  the  wide  cheeks  o*  the  air. 

And  yet  to  charge  thy  sulphur  with  a  bolt 

That  should  but  rive  an  oak.  AVhy  dost  not  speak? 

Think'st  thou  it  honourable  for  a  noble  man 

Still  to  remember  wrongs? — Daughter,  si)eak  you : 

He  cares  not  for  your  weeping.— Speak  thou,  boy : 

Perhaps  thy  childishness  will  move  him  more 

Than  can  our  reasons. — ^There  's  no  man  in  the  world 

More  bound  to  his  mother ;  yet  here  he  lets  me  prate 

like  one  i'  the  stocks.    Thou  hast  never  in  thy  life 

ShoVd  thy  dear  mother  any  courtesy ; 

When  she, — ^poor  hen, — fond  of  no  second  brood. 

Has  duck'd  thee  to  the  wars,  and  safely  home, 

Loaden  with  honour.     Say  my  request  *s  unjust, 

And  spurn  me  back :  but  if  it  be  not  so, 

Thou  art  not  honest ;  and  the  gods  will  plague  thee^ 

That  thou  restrain'st  from  me  the  duty  which 

To  a  mother's  part  belongs. — He  turns  away : 

Down,  ladies ;  let  us  shame  him  with  our  knees. 

To  his  surname  Coriolanus  'longs  more  pride 

Than  pity  to  our  prayers.     Down :  an  end ; 

This  is  the  last —So  we  will  home  to  Rome, 

And  die  among  our  neighbours. — Nay,  behold 'a* 

This  boy,  that  cannot  tell  what  he  would  have. 

But  kneels  and  holds  up  hands  for  fellowships 

Does  reason  our  petition  with  more  strength 

Than  thou  hast  to  deny't. — Come,  let  us  go : 

This  fellow  had  a  Yolscian  to  his  mother; 
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His  wife  is  in  Corioli,  and  his  child 

Like  him  by  chance. — ^Yet  give  us  onr  despatch : 

I  am  hush'd  until  our  city  be  afire, 

And  then  I'll  speak  a  Httle. 

Cor,  {after  holding  Volumnia  hy  the  hands  in  nlenceS\ 
O  mother,  mother! 
What  have  you  done?    Behold,  the  heavens  do  ope, 
The  gods  look  down,  and  this  unnatural  scene 
They  laugh  at.     0  my  mother,  mother!  0 1 
You  have  won  a  happy  victory  to  Rome ; 
But  for  your  son, — believe  it,  0,  believe  it. 
Most  dangerously  you  have  with  him  prevailed. 
If  not  most  mortal  to  him.     But  let  it  come. — 
Aufidius,  though  I  cannot  make  true  wars, 
I'll  frame  convenient  peace.     Now,  good  Aufidius, 
If  you  were  in  my  stead,  would  you  have  heard 
A  mother  lesst  or  granted  less,  Aufidius? 

Auf,l  was  mov^  withaL 

Cor,  I  dare  be  sworn  you  were : 

And,  sir,  it  is  no  little  tlun^  to  make 
Mine  eyes  to  sweat  compassion.     But,  good  sir. 
What  peace  you'U  make,  advise  me :  for  my  part, 
I'll  not  to  Rome,  I'll  back  with  you ;  and,  pray  you, 
Stand  to  me  in  this  cause. — 0  mother!  wife! 

Auf.  laia  glad  thou  bast  set  thy  mercy  and  thy  honour 
At  diifference  m  thee :  out  of  that  I'll  work 
Myself  a  former  fortune.  [Anule, 

[The  Ladies  make  signs  to  Coriolanus. 

Cor.  Ay,  by  and  by; 

[To  Volumnia,  Virgilia,  <kc 
But  well  drink  together;  and  you  shall  bear 
A  better  witness  back  than  words,  which  we, 
On  like  conditions,  will  have  counter-seal'd. 
Ck>me,  enter  with  us.     Ladies,  you  deserve 
To  have  a  temple  built  you :  all  the  sworda 
In  Italy,  and  her  confederate  arms. 
Could  not  have  made  this  peace.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IV.  — RoMB.     A  public  Place, 

Enter  Menenius  and  Sicinius. 
Men,  See  you  yond  coigne  o'  the  Capitol, — ^yond  corner- 
Slone? 
Sic  Why,  what  of  that? 
Men,  If  it  be  possible  for  you  to  displace  -it  with  yoitf 
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little  finger,  there  is  some  hope  the  ladies  of  Rome,  especially 
hia  mother,  may  prevail  with  him.  But  I  say  there  is  no 
hope  in't :  our  throats  are  sentenced,  and  stay  upon  execution. 

aic  Is't  possible  that  so  short  a  time  can  alter  the  con- 
dition of  a  man  ? 

Men.  There  is  differency  between  a  ^rub  and  a  butterfly ; 
yet  your  butterfly  was  a  grub.  This  Marcius  is  grown 
from  man  to  dragon:  he  has  wings;  he  *8  more  wan  a 
croepingthing. 

Sic  He  loved  his  mother  dearly. 

Men,  So  did  he  me :  and  he  no  more  remembers  his  mother 
now  than  an  eight-year-old  horse.  The  tartness  of  his  fiekce 
sours  ripe  grapes :  when  he  walks,  he  moves  like  an  engine, 
and  the  ground  shrinks  before  his  treading :  he  is  able  to 
pierce  a  corslet  with  his  eye ;  talks  like  a  knell,  and  his  hum 
IS  a  battery.  He  sits  in  his  state  as  a  thing  made  for  Alex- 
ander. What  he  bids  be  done  is  finished  with  his  bidding. 
He  wants  nothing  of  a  god  but  eternity,  and  a  heaven  to 
throne  in. 

Sic  Yes,  mercy,  if  you  report  him  truly. 

Men,  I  paint  him  in  the  character.  Mark  what  mercy 
his  mother  shall  bring  from  him :  there  is  no  more  mercy 
in  him  than  there  is  muk  in  a  male  tiger ;  that  shall  our  poor 
city  find :  and  all  this  is  long  of  you. 

Sic  The  gods  be  good  unto  us ! 

Men.  No,  in  such  a  case  the  gods  will  not  be  good  unto 
us.  When  we  banished  him  we  respected  not  them :  and, 
he  returning  to  break  our  necks,  they  respect  not  usi 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Mess,  Sir,  if  you'd  save  your  life,  fly  to  your  house: 
The  plebeians  liave  got  your  fellow-tribune. 
And  hale  him  up  and  down;  all  swearing,  if 
The  Roman  ladies  bring  not  comfort  home, 
They'll  give  him  death  oy  inches. 

JSnter  a  second  Messenger. 

Sic  What  *8  the  news? 

2  Mess.  Good  news,  good  news ; — ^the  ladies  have  prevail'd. 
The  Volscians  are  dislodged  and  Marcius  gone: 
A  merrier  day  did  never  yet  jgreet  Rome, 
Ko,  not  the  expulsion  of  the  Tarquins. 

Sic  Friend, 

Art  thou  certain  this  is  true?  is  it  most  certain? 

2  Mess.  As  certain  as  1  know  the  sun  is  fire  t 
Where  have  you  lurk'd,  that  you  make  doubt  of  it  I 
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Ne'er  tlirough  an  arch  so  hurried  the  blown  tide 

As  the  recomforted  through  the  gates.     Why,  hark  you  I 

[Trtimpets  and  hautbm/s  sounded,  drums 
beaten,  and  shouting  within. 
The  trumpets,  sackbuts,  psalteries,  and  fifes, 
Tabors  and  cymbals,  and  the  shouting  Romans, 
Make  the  sun  dance.    Hark  you !  [Slumting  again. 

Men,  This  is  good  news. 

I  will  go  meet  the  ladies.    This  Volumnia 
Is  worth  of  consuls,  senators,  patricians, 
A  city  full :  of  tribunes  such  as  you, 
A  sea  and  land  fulL    You  have  pray'd  well  to-day: 
This  morning,  for  ten  thousand  of  your  throats 
I'd  not  have  given  a  doit.     Hark,  how  they  joy ! 

[Shouting  and  music. 

Sic  First,  the  gods  bless  you  for  your  tidings;  next, 
Accept  my  thanlmilness. 

2  Mess,  Sir,  we  have  all 

Great  cause  to  give  great  thanks. 

Sic  They  are  near  the  city? 

2  Mess.  Almost  at  point  to  enter. 

Sic  We  win  meet  them. 

And  help  the  joy.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  v.— Rome.    A  Street  near  the  Gate. 

Enter  Volumnia,  Viroilia,  Valeria,  Ac,  accompanied 
by  Senators,  Patricians,  and  Citizens. 
1  Sen.  Behold  bur  patroness,  the  life  of  Rome ! 
Call  all  your  tribes  together,  praise  the  gods, 
And  make  triumphant  €res ;  strew  flowers  before  them : 
Unshout  the  noise  that  banish'd  Marcius, 
Repeal  him  with  the  welcome  of  his  mother ; 
Cry,  Welcome,  ladies,  welcome! — 

AU.  Welcome,  ladies. 

Welcome  I     [A  flourish  with  drums  and  trumpets.    Exeunt, 


SCENE  VI.— Antium.     A  public  Place 

Enter  Tullus  Aufidius,  unth  Attendants. 
Auf.  Go  tell  the  lords  of  the  city  I  am  here : 
Deliver  them  this  paper ;  having  read  it, 
Bid  them  repair  to  the  market-place :  where  I, 
Even  in  theirs  and  in  the  commons'  ears, 
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Will  vouch  the  truth  of  it     Him  I  accuse 

The  city  ports  by  this  hath  enter'd,  and 

Inteuds  to  ap])ear  before  the  people,  hoping 

To  purge  himstdf  with  words :  despatch.  [Exeunt  Attendants 

Enter  three  or  four  Conspirators  q/'AuPiDius's/oc^ioik 
Most  welcome! 

1  Con,  How  is  it  with  our  general? 

At{f.  Even  so 

As  with  a  man  by  his  own  alms  empoisoned, 
And  with  his  charity  slain. 

2  Con.  Most  noble  sir. 
If  you  do  hold  the  same  intent  wherein 
You  wish'd  us  parties,  we'll  deliver  you 
Of  your  great  danger. 

A  uf.  Sir,  I  cannot  tell : 

We  must  proceed  as  we  do  find  the  people. 

3  Con,  The  people  will  remain  uncertain  whilst 
*Twixt  you  there 's  difference :  but  the  foil  of  either 
Makes  the  survivor  heir  of  alL 

Auf.  I  know  it; 

And  my  pretext  to  strike  at  him  admits 
A  good  constiniction.     I  raised  him,  and  I  pawn'd 
Mine  honour  for  his  truth :  who  Xmng  so  heightened. 
He  water'd  his  new  plants  with  dews  of  flattery. 
Seducing  so  my  friends ;  and  to  this  end 
He  bow^  his  nature,  never  known  before 
But  to  be  roush,  unswayable,  and  free. 

3  Con,  Sir,  nis  stoutness, 
When  he  did  stand  for  consul,  which  he  lost 
By  lack  of  stooping, — 

Auf.  That  I  would  have  spoke  of: 

Being  baniRh^d  for't,  he  came  unto  my  heuth ; 
Presented  to  my  knife  his  throat :  I  took  him ; 
Made  him  joint-servant  with  me;  gave  him  way 
In  all  his  own  desires ;  nay,  let  lum  choose 
Out  of  my  files,  his  projects  to  accomplish, 
My  best  and  freshest  men ;  serv'd  his  designmenti 
In  mine  own  person ;  holp  to  reap  the  fame 
Which  he  made  all  his ;  and  took  some  pride 
To  do  myself  this  wrong :  till,  at  the  last, 
I  seem'd  his  follower,  not  partner;  and 
He  wag'd  me  with  his  countenance  as  if 
I  had  been  mercenary. 

1  Con,  So  he  did,  my  lord: 

The  aiiny  marvelled  at  it;  and,  in  the  last^ 
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When  lie  had  carried  Eoine,  and  that  we  k>ok'd 
For  no  less  spoil  thMi  glory, — 

Auf.  There  was  it; — 

For  which  my  sinews  shall  be  stretch'd  upon  him. 
At  a  few  drops  of  women's  rheimi,  which  are 
As  cheap  as  Ues,  he  sold  the  blood  and  labour 
Of  our  great  action :  therefore  shall  he' die, 
And  rU  renew  me  in  his  falL    But,  hark ! 

[Drunis  and  trumpets  sound,  %oUh  grtci 
shouts  of  the  people, 

1  Oon,  Your  native  town  you  ^iter'd  like  a  post, 
i^nd  had  no  welcomes  home;  but  he  returns 
'Splitting  the  air  with  noise. 

2  Con.  And  patient  fools, 
Whose  children  he  hath  slain,  their  base  throats  tear 
With  giving  him  glory. 

3  Con.  Therefore,  at  your  vantage, 
Ere  he  express  himself,  or  move  the  people 
With  what  he  would  say,  let  him  feel  your  sword, 
W^hich  we  will  second.    When  he  lies  along, 
After  your  way  his  tale  pronounc*d  shall  bury 
His  reasons  with  his  body. 

Auf,  Say  no  more : 

Here  come  the  lords. 

Enter  the  Lords  of  the  CUy. 

Lords,  You  are  most  welcome  home. 

Avf,  I  have  not  deserv'd  it. 

But,  worthy  lords,  have  you  with  heed  perus*d 
What  I  have  written  to  you? 

Lords,  We  have. 

1  Lord,  And  grieve  to  hear^tk 

What  £Etults  he  made  before  the  last,  I  think 
Might  have  found  easy  fines :  but  there  to  end 
Where  he  was  to  begin,  and  give  away 
The  benefit  of  our  levies,  answering  us 
With  our  own  charge :  making  a  treaty  where 
There  was  a  yielding. — ^This  admits  no  excuse. 

Auf,  He  approaciies :  you  shall  hear  him. 

Enter  Oorioijlnus,  loith  drums  and  colours;  a  crowd  qf 

Citizens  with  him. 
Cor,  HaU,  lords !  I  am  retumVl  your  soldier; 
No  more  infected  with  my  country's  love 
Thau  when  I  parted  hence,  but  still  subsisting 
Under  your  great  command.    You  axe  to  know 
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That  prosi)eroualy  I  have  attempted,  and 

With  oloody  passage  led  your  wars  even  to 

The  gates  of  Rome*    Our  8i)oils  we  have  brought  home 

Do  more  than  counterpoise  a  full  third  part 

The  charges  of  the  action.    We  have  made  peace 

With  no  less  honour  to  the  Antiates 

Than  shame  to  the  Romans :  and  we  here  deliver, 

Subscribed  by  the  consuls  and  patricians, 

Together  with  the  seal  o'  the  senate,  what 

We  have  compounded  on. 

Avf,  Read  it  not,  noble  lords 

But  tell  the  traitor,  in  the  highest  degree 
He  hath  abus'd  your  powei's. 

Cot,  Traitor ! — How  now ! 

A'of^  Ay,  traitor,  Marcius. 

Cot,  Marcius  1 

Auf,  Ay,  Marcius,  Cains  Marcius.    Dost  thou  think 
ril  ^race  thee  with  that  robbery,  thy  stoPn  name 
Conolanus  in  Corioli? — 
You  lords  and  heads  o'  the  state,  perfidiously 
He  has  betray'd  your  business,  and  given  up, 
For  certain  drops  of  salt,  your  city  Rome, — 
I  say  your  city, — to  his  wife  and  mother; 
Breakmg  his  oath  and  resolution,  like 
A  twist  of  rotten  silk ;  never  admitting 
Counsel  o'  the  war ;  but  at  his  nurse*s  tears 
He  whin*d  and  roar'd  away  your  victory ; 
That  pages  blush'd  at  him,  and  men  of  heart 
Looked  wondering  each  at  other. 

Cot,  Hear'st  thou.  Mars? 

Auf,  Name  not  the  god,  thou  boy  of  tears, — 

Cor,  Ha! 

Auf,  No  more. 

Cot,  Measureless  liar,  thou  hast  made  my  heart 
Too  great  for  what  contains  it.     Boy !  O  slave  \ — 
Pardon  me,  lords,  'tis  the  first  time  that  ever 
I  was  forc'd  to  scold.    Your  judgments,  my  grave  lords, 
Must  give  this  cur  the  lie :  and  his  own  notion, — 
Who  wears  my  stripes  impressed  upon  him ;  that  must  beat 
My  beating  to  his  grave, — shall  join  to  thrust 
The  lie  unto  him. 

1  Lord.  Peace,  both,  and  hear  me  speak. 

Cor,  Cut  me  to  pieces,  Volsces ;  men  and  lads, 
Stain  all  your  edges  on  me. — Boy!  False  houndl 
If  you  have  writ  vour  annals  true,  'tis  there. 
That,  like  an  eagle  in  a  dove-cote,  I 
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Fluttered  your  Volscians  in  Corioli : 
Alone  I  did  it — Boy  I 

Auf.  Why,  noble  lords, 

Will  you  be  put  in  mind  of  his  blind  fortune, 
Which  was  your  shame,  by  this  unholy  bra^ait, 
*Fore  your  own  eyes  and  ears? 

Con&pvrai^'s,  Let  him  die  for't. 

Citizens,  Tear  him  to  pieces,  do  it  presently : — he  killed 
my  son; — my  daughter; — ^he  killed  my  cousin  Marcus; — he 
killed  my  father, —  • 

2  Lord.  Peace,  ho! — no  outrage; — ^peace! 
The  man  is  noble,  and  his  fame  folds  m 
This  orb  o*  the  earth.    His  last  offences  to  us 
Shall  have  judicious  hearing. — Stand,  Aufidius, 
And  trouble  not  the  peace. 

Cor,  0  that  I  had  him, 

With  six  Aufidiuses,  or  more,  his  tribe, 
To  use  my  lawful  sword ! 
Auf.  Insolent  villain ! 

Conspirators,  Kill,  kill,  kill,  kill,  kill  him! 

[A UP.  and  the  Conspirators  drato,  and  hill 
Cor.,  who /alls:  Auf.  stands  on  him. 
Lords.  Hold,  hold,  hold,  hold  i 

Avf.  My  noble  masters,  hear  me  speak. 
1  Lord,  0  Tullus,— 

.  2  Lord,  Thou  hast  done  a  deed  whereat  valour  will  weep. 

3  Lord,  Tread  not  upon  him. — Masters  all,  be  quiet; 
Put  up  your  swords. 

At^f,  My  lords,  when  yon  shall  know, — as  in  this  rage, 
Provoked  by  him,  you  cannot, — the  great  danger 
Which  this  man*s  life  did  owe  you,  you'll  rejoice 
That  he  is  thus  cut  off.    Please  it  your  honours 
To  call  me  to  your  senate,  I'll  deliver 
Myself  your  loyal  servant,  or  endure 
Your  heaviest  censure. 

1  Lord,  Bear  from  hence  his  body. 
And  mourn  you  for  hiuL     Let  him  be  regarded 
As  the  most  noble  corse  that  ever  herald 

Bid  follow  to  his  urn. 

2  L-ord,  His  own  impatience 
Takes  from  Aufidius  a  ^eat  part  of  blame. 
Let  *s  make  the  best  of  it. 

Auf.  My  rage  is  gone ; 

And  I  am  struck  with  sorrow. — Take  him  up : — 
Help,  three  o*  the  chiefest  soldiers;  I'll  be  one- 
Beat  thou  the  drum,  that  it  speak  mournfully: 
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Trail  your  steel  pikea     Though  in  thia  city  he 
Hath  widow'd  and  unchilded  many  a  one, 
Which  to  this  hour  bewail  the  injury, 
Yet  be  shall  have  a  noble  memory. — 
Aaaist.  lExeimt,  bearing  the  body  of  CoKfOULSUM. 

A  dead  inarch  souu^ieiL 
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PEKSONS  REPRESENTED. 


ConspiraJtors  against  Julius  Cjcsab. 


JUIJUS  CjBSXtL 

OoTAvius  C^AR,     \  T^^^yrs  after  the  death  of  Jiftnni 

MaKCUS  AnTONIUS,  >  CiESAB, 

M.  -^Emil.  Lepidus,  ) 
Cicero,  \ 

PuBLius,  >  Senators, 

PopiLius  Lena,  ) 
Marcus  Brutus, 
Cassius, 
Casca, 
Trebonius, 

LiGARIUS, 

Decius  Brutus, 
Metellus  Cimbeb, 

CiNNA, 

Flavius  and  Mabullus,  TrSnmew^ 

Artemtdorus,  a  Sophist  o/Cnidos, 

A  Soothsaj^er. 

CiNNA,  a  Poet 

Another  Poet. 

LuciLius,  TiTiNius,  Messala,  Young  Cato,  and  Volum- 

vivs^^Friends  to  Brutus  and  Cassius. 
Vabro,  Clitus,  Claudius,  Stbato,  Lucius,  Dardanius, 

— Servants  to  Brutus. 
PiNDARUS,  Servant  to  Cassius. 

Calphurnia,  Wife  to  CfflSAJU 
PoRTLi,  Wife  to  Brutus. 

Senators,  Citizens,  Guards,  Attendants,  <C«. 

SCENE, — During  a  great  part  of  the  Play  at  Rome  j 
afterwards  at  Sardis,  and  near  Phiupfi 
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JULIUS  CiESAR 


ACT  L 

SCENE  L— RoMK.    A  Street 

Enter  Flavtus,  Marullus,  and  a  rahble  of  Citizens. 
Flav.  Hence!  home,  yon  idle  creatures,  get  yon  home: 
Is  this  a  holiday?    What!  know  yon  not, 
Being  mechanical,  yon  ought  not  walk 
Upon  a  labouring  oay  without  the  sign 
Of  your  profession ?--Speak,  what  trade  art  thou? 

1  CiL  Why,  sir,  a  carpenter. 

Mar.  Where  is  thy  leather  apron  and  thy  rule? 
What  dost  thou  with  thy  best  apparel  oh?— 
You,  sir,  what  trade  are  you? 

2  Cit.  Truly,  sir,  in  respect  of  a  fine  workman, 
I  am  but,  as  you  would  say,  a  cobbler. 

Mar.  But  what  trade  art  thou?  answer  me  directly. 

2  Cit.  A  trade,  sir,  that  I  hope  I  may  use  with  a  safe 
conscience ;  which  is  indeed,  sir,  a  mender  of  bad  soles. 

Mar.  What  trade,  thou  knave,  thou  naughty  knave, 
what  trade? 

2  Cit,  Nay,  I  beseech  you,  sir,  be  not  out  with  me:  yet, 
if  you  be  out,  sir,  I  can  mend  you. 

Mar.  What  meanest  thou  by  that?  mend  me,  thou  saucy 
fellow  I 

2  Cit.  Why,  sir,  cobble  you. 

Flav.  Thou  art  a  cobbler,  art  thou? 

2  CiL  Truly,  sir,  all  that  I  live  by  is  with  the  awl :  I 
meddle  with  no  tradesman's  matters,  nor  women's  matters, 
but  with  awL  I  am,  indeed,  sir,  a  surgeon  to  old  shoes; 
when  they  are  in  great  danger,  I  re-cover  them.  As  proper 
men  as  ever  trod  upon  neats-leather  have  gone  upon  my 
handiwork. 

Flav.  But  wherefore  art  not  in  thy  shop  to-day? 
Why  dost  thou  lead  these  men  about  the  streets? 

2  CiL  Truly,  sir,  to  wear  out  their  shoes,  to  get  myself 
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SCENE  IL— RoBfB.    A  public  Place. 

Enter,  in  procession,  with  music,  Cjbsar  ;  Antony,  for  the 

course;  Calphurnia,  Pobtia,  Decius,  Cicero,  Brutus, 

Cassius,  and  Casca;   a  ffreat  crowd  follow iiig:  among 

them  a  Soothsayer. 

CcBs.  Calphumia, — 

Casca,  Peace,  hoi  Csesar  speaks. 

[Music  ceases, 

Cass,  Calphuruia, — 

Col,  Here,  my  lord. 

Cces.  Stand  you  directly  in  Antonius*  way 
When  he  doth  run  his  course.  — Antonius. 

AnL  CsBsar,  my  lord. 

Cobs.  Forget  not,  in  your  speed,  Antonius^ 
To  touch  Calphumia ;  for  our  elders  say, 
The  barren,  touched  in  this  holy  chase, 
Shake  off  their  sterile  curse. 

AnL  I  shall  remember : 

When  Csesar  says,  Do  this,  it  is  performed. 

CcBS,  Set  on ;  and  leave  no  ceremony  out.  [Music 

Sooth.  Caesar! 

CcBs.  Ha!   Who  calls? 

Casca.  Bid  every  noise  be  still — Peace  yet  again. 

[Mv^ic  ceases, 

CcB8.  Who  is  it  in  the  press  that  calls  on  me  ? 
I  hear  a  tongue,  shriller  than  all  the  music. 
Cry,  Ccesar.    Speak ;  Csesar  is  tum'd  to  hear. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cces,  ^  What  man  is  that 

Bru.  A  soothsayer  bids  you  beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cces.  Set  him  before  me ;  let  me  see  his  face. 

Cas,     Fellow,    come    from    the    throng;    look    upon 
Csesar. 

CcBS.  What  say*st  thou  to  me  now?  speak  once  again. 

Sooth.  Beware  the  ides  of  March. 

Cces.  He  is  a  dreamer;  let  us  leave  him. — Pass. 

[Sennet    Exeunt  aU  but  Bbu.  and  Ca& 

Cas.  WiU  you  go  see  the  order  of  the  course? 

Bru.  Notl. 

Cas.  I  pray  you  do. 

Bru.  I  am  not  gamesome :  I  do  lack  some  part 
Of  that  quick  spint  that  is  in  Antony. 
Let  me  not  hinder,  Cassius,  your  desires; 
ru  leave  yoiL 
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Cos,  Brutus,  I  do  observe  you  now  of  ]ate: 
I  have  not  from  your  eyes  that  gentleness 
Ajid  show  of  love  as  I  was  wont  to  have : 
You  bear  too  stubborn  and  too  strange  a  hand 
Over  your  Mend  that  loves  you. 

Brtu  Oassius, 

Be  not  deceiv'd :  if  I  have  vail'd  my  look, 
I  turn  the  trouble  of  my  countenance 
Merely  upon  mysel£     Vexed  I  am 
Of  late  with  passions  of  some  difference, 
Conceptions  only  proper  to  myself 
Which  gives  some  sou,  perhai^s,  to  my  behaviours ; 
But  let  not  therefore  my  good  friends  be  griev'd, — 
Among  which  number,  Cassius,  be  you  one, — 
Nor  construe  any  further  my  neglect 
Than  that  poor  Brutus,  with  himself  at  war, 
Forgets  the  shows  of  love  to  other  men. 

da8.  Then,  Brutus,  I  have  much  mistook  your  passion  j 
By  means  whereof  this  breast  of  mine  hath  buried 
Thoughts  of  great  value,  worthy  cogitations. 
Tell  me,  good  Brutus,  can  you  see  your  face? 

Bru,  "So,  Cassius ;  for  tne  eye  sees  not  itself 
But  by  reflection,  by  some  other  things. 

Oaa,  'Tisjust: 
And  it  is  very  much  lamented,  Brutus, 
That  you  have  no  such  mirrors  as  will  turn 
Your  hidden  worthiness  into  vour  eye. 
That  you  might  see  your  shadow.     I  have  heard. 
Where  many  of  the  best  resjiect  in  Rome, — 
Except  immortal  Csesar, — speaking  of  Brutus, 
And  groaning  underneath  this  age  s  yoke. 
Have  wish'd  that  noble  Brutus  had  his  eyes. 

Bru,  Into  what  dangers  would  you  lead  me,  Casaini^ 
That  you  would  have  me  seek  into  myself 
For  that  which  is  not  in  me? 

Cos,  Therefore,  good  Brutus,  be  prepared  to  hear: 
And,  since  you  know  you  cannot  see  yourself 
So  well  as  by  reflection,  I,  your  glass, 
Will  modestly  discover  to  yourself 
That  of  yourself  which  you  yet  know  not  ol 
And  be  not  jealous  on  me,  gentle  Brutus: 
Were  I  a  common  laugher,  or  did  use 
To  stale  with  ordinary  oaths  my  love 
To  every  new  protester;  if  you  know 
That  I  do  fawn  on  men,  and  hug  them  hard. 
And  after  scandal  them ;  or  if  you  know 
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That  I  profess  myself  in  banqneting 
To  all  tke  rout,  then  hold  me  dangerous. 

[Flourish  and  Bhout 

Bru.  What  means  this  shouting?    I  do  fear  the  people 
Choose  Cffisar  for  their  king. 

Cos,  Ay,  do  you  fear  it? 

Xhen  mnst  I  think  you  would  not  have  it  so. 

Bru,  I  would  not,  Cassius ;  yet  I  love  him  welL — 
But  wherefore  do  you  hold  me  here  so  long? 
What  is  it  that  you  would  impart  to  me? 
If  it  be  aught  toward  the  general  good, 
Set  honour  in  one  eve  and  death  r  the  other, 
And  I  will  look  on  ooth  indifferently ; 
For,  let  the  gods  so  speed  me  as  I  love 
The  name  ofnonour  more  than  I  fear  death. 

Ca8.  I  know  that  virtue  to  be  in  you,  Bmtii% 
As  well  as  I  do  know  your  outward  favour. 
Well,  honour  is  the  subject  of  my  story. — 
I  cannot  tell  what  you  and  other  men 
Think  of  this  life ;  but,  for  my  single  sel^ 
I  had  as  lief  not  be  as  live  to  be 
In  awe  of  such  a  thing  as  I  mysell 
I  was  bom  free  as  Caesar ;  so  were  yon : 
We  both  have  fed  as  well ;  atnd  we  can  both 
Endure  the  winter's  cold  as  well  as  he. 
For  once,  upon  a  raw  and  gusty  day, 
The  troubled  Tiber  chafing  with  her  shores, 
Caesar  said  to  me,  Dar'st  thou,  Cassius,  now 
Leap  in  with  me  into  this  angry  floods 
And  swim  to  yonder  point? — Upon  the  word. 
Accoutred  as  I  was,  I  plunged  m. 
And  bade  him  follow :  so  indeed  he  did. 
The  torrent  roar'd ;  and  we  did  buffet  it 
With  lusty  sinews,  throwing  it  aside 
And  stemming  it  with  hearts  of  controversy : 
But  ere  we  could  arrive  the  point  proposed, 
Caesar  cried,  Help  mc,  Cassius,  or  I  sink! 
I,  as  .^Eneas,  our  great  ancestor, 
Did  from  the  flames  of  Troy  upon  his  shoulder 
The  old  Anchises  bear,  so  from  the  waves  of  Tiber 
Did  I  tht  tired  Caesar :  and  this  mail 
Is  now  become  a  god ;  and  Cassius  is 
A  wretched  creature,  and  must  bend  his  body 
If  Caesar  carelesslv  but  nod  on  him. 
He  had  a  fever  when  he  was  in  Spain, 
And,  when  the  fit  was  on  him,  I  did  mark 

VOL.  V.  M 
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How  he  did  shake :  'tis  trae,  this  god  did  shake : 

His  coward  lips  did  from  their  colour  fly; 

And  that  same  eye,  whose  bend  doth  awe  the  world. 

Did  lose  his  lustre :  I  did  hear  him  n<oan : 

Ay,  and  that  tongue  of  his,  that  bade  the  Romans 

Mark  him,  and  write  his  speeches  in  their  books, 

Alas !  it  cried,  Oive  me  some  drink,  Titiniua, 

Am  a  sick  girL     Ye  gods,  it  doth  amaze  me, 

A  man  of  such  a  feeble  temper  should 

So  get  the  start  of  the  majestic  world. 

Ana  bear  the  palm  alone.  [SJtout:  JUmrisK 

Bru.  Another  general  shout! 
I  do  believe  that  these  applauses  are 
For  some  new  honours  that  are  heap'd  on  Csesar. 

Cos.  Wliy,  man,  he  doth  bestride  the  narrow  world 
like  a  Colossus ;  and  we  petty  men 
Walk  under  his  hu^  legs,  and  peep  alwut 
To  find  ourselves  dishonourable  graves. 
Men  at  some  time  are  masters  of  their  fates : 
The  fault,  dear  Brutus,  is  not  in  our  stars, 
But  in  ourselves,  that  we  are  underlings. 
Brutus  and  Csesaj;:  what  should  be  in  that  Csesar' 
Why  should  that  name  be  soimded  more  than  yours? 
Write  them  together,  yours  is  as  fair  a  name ; 
Sound  them,  it  doth  become  the  mouth  as  well; 
Weigh  them,  it  is  as  heavy;  conjure  with  'em, 
Brutus  will  start  a  spirit  as  soon  as  Csesar.  ISIumL 

Kow,  in  the  names  of  all  the  gods  at  once, 
ITpon  what  meat  doth  this  our  Caesar  feed, 
That  he  is  grown  so  great?    Age,  thou  art  sham'd ! 
Rome,  thou  hast  lost  the  breed  of  noble  bloods ! 
When  went  there  hy  an  age,  since  the  great  flood. 
But  it  was  fara'd  with  more  than  with  one  man? 
When  could  they  say,  till  now,  that  talk'd  of  Rome, 
That  her  wide  walls  encompass'd  but  one  man? 
Now  is  it  Rome  indeed,  and  room  enough, 
When  there  is  in  it  but  one  only  man. 
0 !  you  and  I  have  heard  our  fathers  say. 
There  was  a  Brutus  once  that  would  have  brook'd 
The  eternal  devil  to  keep  his  state  in  Rome 
As  easily  as  a  kin^. 

Bru.  That  you  do  love  me,  I  am  nothing  jealoua ; 
What  you  would  work  me  to,  I  have  some  aim  : 
How  I  have  thought  of  this,  and  of  these  times, 
1  shall  recount  lioreafter ;  for  this  present, 
I  would  not,  so  witli  love  I  might  entreat  you. 
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Be  any  further  mov'd.    What  you  have  said 
I  will  consider;  what  you  have  to  say 
1  will  with  patience  hear:  and  fird  a  time 
Both  meet  to  hear  and  answer  such  high  things 
Till  then,  my  noble  friend,  chew  upon  this ; 
Brutus  had  rather  be  a  villager 
Than  to  repute  himself  a  son  of  Rome 
Under  these  hard  conditions  as  this  time 
Is  like  to  lay  upon  us. 

Cos,  I  am  glad  that  my  weak  words 
Have  struck  out  thus  much  show  of  fire  from  BmtuiL 

BriL,  The  games  are  done,  and  Csesar  is  returning. 

Cos.  As  they  pass  by,  pluck  Casca  by  the  slei^ve ; 
And  he  will,  after  his  sour  fashion,  tell  you 
What  hath  proceeded  worthy  note  to-day. 

Re-eTUer  Cjssar  and  his  Train. 

BriL  I  will  do  so. — But,  look  you,  Cass'us, 
The  angry  spot  doth  glow  on  Caesar's  brow. 
And  all  tne  rest  look  like  a  chidden  train: 
Calphumia's  cheek  is  pale ;  and  Cicero 
Looks  with  such  ferret  and  such  fiery  eyes 
As  we  have  seen  him  in  the  Capitol, 
Being  crossed  in  conference  by  some  senators. 

Cas.  Casca  will  tell  us  what  the  matter  is. 

C(e8.  Antonius. 

Ant.  Caesar? 

Cces.  Let  me  have  men  about  me  that  are  fat; 
81eek-headed  men,  and  such  as  sleep  o'  nights : 
Yond  Cassius  has  a  lean  and  hungry  look ; 
He  thinks  too  much :  such  men  are  dangerous. 

Ant.  Fear  him  not,  CsBsar,  he's  not  diingeroas; 
He  is  a  noble  Roman,  and  well  given. 

Cfjes.  Would  he  were  fatter!— -But  I  fear  him  not 2 
Yet  if  my  name  were  liable  to  fear, 
I  do  not  know  the  man  I  should  avoid 
So  soon  as  that  spare  Cassius.     He  reads  much ; 
He  is  a  great  observer,  and  he  looks 
Quite  through  the  deeds  of  men :  he  loves  no  i)laj8, 
As  thou  dost,  Antony ;  he  hears  no  music : 
Seldom  he  smiles ;  and  smiles  in  such  a  sort 
As  if  he  mock'd  himself,  and  scom'd  his  spirit 
That  could  be  mov'd  to  smile  at  anything. 
Such  men  as  he  be  never  at  heart's  ease 
Whiles  they  behold  a  greater  than  themselves; 
And  therefore  are  they  very  dangerous. 
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I  rather  tell  thee  what  is  to  be  fear'd 
Than  what  I  fear, — for  always  I  am  Caesar. 
Come  on  my  right  hand,  for  this  ear  is  deaf^ 
And  tell  me  truly  what  thou  think' at  of  him. 

[Exeunt  Caesar  and  his  Train.    Casoa  stays  behind, 

Casca,  You  pull'd  me  by  the  cloak;  would  you  speak 
with  me? 

Brvu  Ay,  Casca ;  tell  us,  what  hath  chanc'd  to-day, 
That  Caesar  looks  so  sad? 

CoAca.  Why,  you  were  with  him,  were  you  not? 

Brvu  I  should  not  then  ask  Casca  what  had  chanced. 

Co^coh  Why,  there  was  a  crown  offered  him :  and  being 
offered  him,  he  put  it  by  with  the  back  of  his  hand,  thus ; 
and  then  the  ])eople  fell  a-shouting. 

Bnu  What  was  the  second  noise  for? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Cos,  They  shouted  thrice :  what  was  the  last  cry  for? 

Casca.  Why,  for  that  too. 

Bru,  Was  the  crown  offer'd  him  thrice? 

Casca.  Ay,  marry,  was^t,  and  he  put  it  by  thrice,  every 
time  gentler  than  other;  and  at  every  putting  by  mine 
honest  neighbours  shouted. 

Gas.  Who  offered  him  the  crown? 

Casca^   Why,  Antony. 

Bru.  Tell  us  the  manner  of  it,  gentle  Casca. 

Casca.  I  can  as  well  be  hanged  as  tell  the  manner  of  it : 
it  was  mere  foolery ;  I  did  not  mark  it.  I  saw  Mark 
Antony  offer  him  a  crown ; — yet  'twas  not  a  crown  neither, 
'twas  one  of  these  coronets ; — and,  as  I  told  vou,  he  put  it 
by  once :  but,  for  all  that,  to  my  thinking,  ne  would  fain 
have  had  it  Then  he  offered  it  to  him  again ;  then  he  put 
it  by  again:  but,  to  my  thinking,  he  was  veiy  loth  to 
lay  his  lingers  off  it.  And  then  he  offered  it  the  third 
time ;  he  put  it  the  third  time  by :  and  still,  as  he  refused 
it,  the  rabblement  hooted,  and  clapped  their  chapped 
hands,  and  threw  up  their  sweaty  night-caps,  and  uttered 
Biich  a  deal  of  stinking  breath  because  Csesar  refused  the 
crown,  that  it  had  almost  choked  Caesar ;  for  he  swooned, 
and  fell  down  at  it:  and  for  mine  own  part  I  durst  not 
laugh,  for  fear  of  opening  my  lips  and  receiving  the  bad  air. 

Cas.  But,  soft,  I  pray  you:  what,  did  Caesar  swoon? 

Casca.  He  fell  down  in  the  market-place,  and  foamed  at 
mouth,  and  was  speechless. 

Bru,  *Tis  very  like, — he  hath  the  falling  sickness. 

Cas.  No,  Caesar  hath  it  not ;  but  you,  and  I, 
And  honest  Casca,  we  have  the  falling  sickness. 
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Casca.  I  know  not  what  you  mean  by  that ;  but  I  am  sure 
Caasar  fell  down.  If  the  tag-rag  people  did  not  clap  him 
and  hiss  him,  according  as  he  pleased  and  displeased  them, 
ms  they  use  to  do  the  players  in  the  theatre,  I  am  no  true  man. 

Bru.  What  said  he  when  he  came  unto  himself? 

CasccL  Marry,  before  he  fell  down,  when  he  perceived  the 
common  herd  was  glad  he  refused  the  crown,  he  plucked 
me  one  his  doublet,  and  offered  them  his  throat  to  cut. — An 
I  had  been  a  man  of  any  occupation,  if  I  would  not  have 
taken  him  at  a  word,  I  would  I  might  go  to  heU  among 
the  rogues.  And  so  he  felL  When  he  came  to  himself 
a^ain,  ne  said.  If  he  had  done  or  said  anything  amiss,  he  de- 
sired their  worships  to  think  it  was  his  infirmity.  Three  or 
four  wenches,  where  I  stood,  cried,  Alas,  good  soul! — and 
forgave  him  with  all  their  hearts :  but  there 's  no  heed  to 
be  taken  of  them ;  if  Csesar  had  stabbed  their  mothers  they 
would  have  done  no  less. 

Bru.  And  after  that  he  came,  thus  sad,  away? 

Casca  Ay. 

Cos.  Did  Cicero  say  anything? 

Casca.  Ay,  he  spoke  Greek. 

Cas,  To  what  effect? 

Casca,  Nay,  an  I  tell  you  that,  1*11  ne'er  look  you  i'  the 
&ce  again:  but  those  that  understood  him  smiled  at  om^ 
another,  and  shook  their  heads;  but,  for  mine  own  part, 
it  was  Greek  to  me.  I  could  tell  you  more  news  too : 
ManiUus  and  Flavins,  for  pulling  scarfs  off  Caesar's  images, 
are  put  to  silence.  Fare  you  wefiL  There  was  more  foo&ry 
yet,  if  I  could  remember  it. 

Cos.  Will  you  sup  with  me  to-night,  Casca? 

Casca.  No,  I  am  promised  forth. 

Cos,  Will  you  dine  with  me  to-morrow? 

Casca.  Ay,  if  I  be  alive,  and  your  mind  hold,  and  your 
dinner  worth  the  eating. 

Cas.  Good ;  I  will  expect  you. 

Casca   Do  so :  farewell,  both.  [Exit, 

Bru.  What  a  blunt  fellow  is  this  grown  to  be ! 
lie  was  quick  mettle  when  he  went  to  school. 

Cas.  So  is  he  now,  in  execution 
Of  any  bold  or  noble  enterprise, 
However  he  puts  on  this  tardy  form. 
This  rudeness  is  a  sauce  to  his  ^ood  wit. 
Which  gives  men  stomach  to  digest  his  words 
With  better  appetite. 

Bru.  And  so  it  is.     For  this  time  I  will  leave  yon: 
To-morrow,  if  you  please  to  speak  with  me, 
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t  will  come  home  to  you ;  or,  if  you  will, 
Come  home  to  me,  and  I  will  wait  for  you. 

CoJL  I  will  do  80 :  till  then,  think  of  the  world. 

[ExU  B&UTUflL 
Well,  Brutus,  thou  art  noble ;  yet,  I  see. 
Thy  honourable  metal  may  be  wrought 
From  that  it  is  disposed :  therefore  it  is  meet 
That  noble  minds  keep  ever  with  their  likes ; 
For  who  so  firm  that  cannot  be  8educ*d  ? 
Caesar  doth  bear  me  hard ;  but  he  loves  Brutus: 
If  I  were  Brutus  now,  and  he  were  Cassius, 
He  should  not  humour  me.     I  will  this  night, 
In  several  hands,  in  at  his  windows  throw. 
As  if  they  came  from  several  citizens, 
Writings,  all  tending  to  the  great  opinion 
That  £U>me  holds  of  nis  name ;  wherein  obscurely 
Offisar's  ambition  shall  be  glanced  at : 
And,  after  this,  let  Csesar  seat  him  sure; 
For  we  will  shake  him,  or  worse  days  endure. 

[EsM. 

SCENE  IIL— Rome.    A  Street. 

Thunder  and  Lightning.    Enter,  from  opposite  aides,  Casoa, 
with  his  sword  drawn,  and  Oicbro. 

Gic,  Good-even,  Casca:  brought  you  Csesar  home? 
Why  are  you  breathless?  and  why  stare  you  so? 

Casca.  Are  not  you  mov'd,  when  all  the  sway  of  earth 
Shakes  like  a  thing  unfirm?    0  Cicero, 
I  have  seen  tempests,  when  the  scolding  winds 
Have  riv'd  the  knotty  oaks ;  and  I  have  seen 
The  ambitious  ocean  swell,  and  rage,  and  foam. 
To  be  exalted  with  the  threatening  clouds : 
But  never  till  to-night,  never  till  now. 
Did  I  go  through  a  tempest  dropping  fire. 
Either  there  is  a  civil  strife  in  heaven ; 
Or  else  the  world,  too  saucy  with  the  gods, 
Incenses  them  to  send  destruction. 

Gic,  Why,  saw  you  anything  more  wonderful? 

Casca.  A  common  slave, — you  know  him  well  by  sights- 
Held  up  his  left  hand,  which  did  flame  and  bum 
Like  twenty  torches  join'd;  aiid  yet  his  hand. 
Not  sensible  of  fire,  remain'd  unscorch'd. 
Besides, — I  ha*  not  since  put  up  my  sword, — 
Against  the  Capitol  I  met  a  lion, 
Wiio  glar'd  upon  me,  and  went  surly  by. 
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Without  annoying  me :  and  there  were  drawn 
Upon  a  heap  a  hundred  ghastly  women. 
Transformed  with  their  tear ;  who  swore  they  saw 
Men,  all  in  fire,  walk  up  and  down  the  streets. 
And  yesterday  the  hird  of  night  did  sit. 
Even  at  noon-day,  upon  the  market-place. 
Hooting  and  shrieking.     When  these  prodigies 
Do  so  conjointly  meet,  let  not  men  say. 
These  are  their  reasons, — they  are  natural; 
For  I  believe  they  are  portentous  things 
Unto  the  climate  that  they  point  upon. 

Cic  Indeed,  it  is  a  strange-disposed  time : 
But  men  may  construe  things  aft^r  their  fashion. 
Clean  from  the  purpose  of  the  things  themselves. 
Comes  Csesar  to  the  Capitol  to-morrow? 

Ca^ca,  He  doth ;  for  he  did  bid  Antonius 
Send  word  to  you  he  would  be  there  to-moiTow. 

Cic  Grood-ni^ht,  then,  Casca :  this  disturbed  sky 
Is  not  to  walk  m. 

Casca.  Farewell,  Cicero.  [Exit  CiCEsa 

Enter  Cassius. 

Ccw.  Who's  there? 

Casca,  A  Roman. 

CoA  Casca,  by  your  voice. 

Casca,  Your  ear  is  good.     Cassius,  what  night  is  thisi 

Ca^.  A  very  pleasing  night  to  honest  men. 

Cascfi.  Who  ever  knew  the  heavens  menace  so? 

Cos.  Those  that  have  known  the  earth  so  full  of  faults. 
For  my  part,  I  have  walked  about  the  streets, 
Submitting  me  imto  the  perilous  night ; 
And,  thus  unbraced,  Casca,  as  you  see. 
Have  bar'd  my  bosom  to  the  thunder-stone : 
And  when  the  cross-blue  lightning  seem'd  to  open 
The  breast  of  heaven,  I  did  present  myself 
Even  in  the  aim  and  very  flash  of  it. 

CoAca.  But  wherefore  did  you  so  much  tempt  the  heavens? 
It  is  the  part  of  men  to  fear  and  tremble 
When  the  most  mighty  gods,  by  tokens,  send 
Such  dreadful  hersJds  to  astonish  us. 

Cos,  You  are  dull,  Casca ;  and  those  sparks  of  life 
That  should  be  in  a  Roman  you  do  want, 
Or  else  you  use  not.     You  look  pale,  and  gaze, 
And  put  on  fear,  and  cast  yourself  in  wonder, 
To  see  the  stranee  im|)atience  of  the  heavens  s 
But  if  you  would  consider  the  true  cause 
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Why  all  these  fires,  why  all  these  gliding  ghosts, 

Why  birds  and  beasts,  from  quality  and  kind ; 

Why  old  men  fools,  and  children  calculate ; 

Why  all  these  things  change,  from  their  ordinance^ 

Their  natures,  and  preformed  faculties, 

To  monstrous  quality ; — why,  you  shall  find 

That  heaven  hath  infus'd  them  with  these  spirits, 

To  make  them  instruments  of  fear  and  warning 

Unto  some  monstrous  state. 

Now  could  I,  Casca,  name  to  thee  a  man 

Most  like  this  dreadful  night 

That  thunders,  lightens,  opens  graves,  and  roarv 

As  doth  the  lion  m  the  Capitol, — 

A  man  no  mightier  than  thyself  or  me 

In  personal  action ;  yet  prodigious  ^own, 

And  fearful,  as  these  strange  eruptions  are. 

Ccuica.  *Tis  Caesar  that  you  mean ;  is  it  not,  Cassivst 

Cos,  Let  it  be  who  it  is :  for  Romans  now 
Have  thews  and  limbs  like  to  their  ancestors ; 
But,  woe  the  while!  our  fathers'  minds  are  dead. 
And  we  are  govem'd  with  our  mothers*  spirits; 
Our  yoke  and  sufferance  show  us  womanish. 

Casca,  Indeed  they  say  the  senators  to-morrow 
Mean  to  establish  Csesar  as  a  king; 
And  he  shall  wear  his  crown  by  sea  and  land. 
In  every  place,  save  here  in  Italy. 

CVm.  I  know  where  I  will  wear  this  dagger  then ; 
Cassius  from  bcmdage  will  deliver  Cassius : 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  make  the  weak  most  strong; 
Therein,  ye  gods,  you  tyrants  do  defeat : 
Nor  stony  tower,  nor  walls  of  beaten  brass. 
Nor  airless  dungeon,  nor  strong  links  of  ii-on. 
Can  be  retentive  to  the  strength  of  spirit ; 
But  life,  being  weary  of  these  worldly  bars, 
Never  lacks  power  to  dismiss  itself 
If  I  know  this,  know  all  the  world  besides, 
That  part  of  tyranny  that  I  do  bear 
I  can  shake  off  at  pleasure.  [  Thunder  sUU, 

CasccL  So  can  I : 

So  every  bondman  in  his  own  hand  beam 
The  power  to  cancel  his  captivity. 

Caa.  And  why  should  Caesar  be  a  tyrant,  then  T 
Poor  man!  I  know  he  would  not  be  a  wol^ 
But  that  he  sees  the  Romans  are  but  sheep: 
He  were  no  lion,  were  not  Romans  hinds. 
Those  that  with  haste  will  make  a  mighty  fir* 
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Begin  it  with  weak  straws :  what  trash  is  Rome, 
What  rubbish,  and  what  offal,  when  it  serves 
For  the  base  matter  to  illaminate 
So  vile  a  thing  as  Csesar!     But,  O  grie^ 
Where  hast  thou  led  me?    I  perhap  speak  this 
Before  a  willing  bondman ;  then  I  know 
My  answer  must  be  made :  but  I  am  arm'd. 
And  dangers  are  to  me  indifferent. 

Caacet,  You  speak  to  Oasca ;  and  to  such  a  man 
That  is  no  fleermc  tell-tale.     Hold,  my  hand : 
Be  factious  for  redress  of  all  these  gri^; 
And  I  will  set  this  foot  of  mine  as  far 
As  who  goes  farthest. 

Cos.  There  *s  a  bargain  made. 

Now  know  you,  Oasca,  I  have  mov'd  already 
Some  certain  of  the  noblest-minded  Romans 
To  undergo  with  me  an  enterprise 
Of  honourable-dangerous  consequence ; 
And  I  do  know  by  this  they  stay  for  me 
In  Pompey's  porch :  for  now,  this  fearful  nighty 
There  is  no  stir  or  walking  in  the  streets ; 
And  the  complexion  of  the  element 
In  flavour  *s  like  the  work  we  have  in  hand. 
Most  bloody,  fiery,  and  most  terrible. 

Casca,  Stand  dose  awhile,  for  here  comes  one  in  haste. 

Caa.  'Tis  Cinna, — I  do  know  him  by  his  gait; 
He  is  a  friend. 

Enter  Cinna. 

Cinna,  where  haste  you  so? 

Cm,  To  find  out  you.     Who's  that?    Metullus  Cimber? 

Cos.  No,  it  is  Casca ;  one  incorporate 
To  our  attempts.     Am  I  not  stay  d  for,  Cinna? 

Cin,  I  am  glad  on't.     What  a  fearful  night  is  this ! 
There's  two  or  three  of  us  have  seen  strange  sights. 

Cos.  Am  I  not  stay'd  for?    Tell  me. 

Cin.  Yes,  you  are.  ^ 

O  Cassins,  if  you  could 
But  win  the  noble  Brutus  to  our  party, — 

Cos.  Be  you  content :  good  Cinna,  take  this  paper. 
And  look  you  lay  it  in  the  praetor's  chair. 
Where  Brutus  may  but  find  it ;  and  throw  this 
In  at  his  window;  set  this  up  with  wax 
Upon  old  Brutus'  statue :  all  this  done. 
Repair  to  Pompey's  porch,  where  you  shall  find  us. 
Is  Dedus  Brutus  and  Trebonius  there? 
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Cm.  All  but  Metellus  Cimber;  and  he 's  gone 
To  seek  you  at  your  house.     Well,  I  will  hie, 
And  so  bestow  these  papers  as  you  bade  me. 

Cos,  That  done,  repair  to  Pompey's  theatre.  [EicU  CiNirA« 
Come,  Casca,  you  ana  I  will  yet,  ere  day, 
8ee  Brutus  at  his  house :  three  parts  of  him 
Is  ours  already ;  and  the  man  entire. 
Upon  the  next  encounter,  yields  him  ours. 

Cdsca,  O,  he  sits  hich  in  all  the  people's  hearts : 
And  that  which  would  appear  offence  in  us, 
His  countenance,  like  richest  alchemy, 
Will  chan^  to  virtue  and  to  worthiness. 

Cos.  Him,  and  his  worth,  and  our  great  need  of  him. 
You  have  right  well  conceited.     Let  us  go, 
For  it  is  after  midnight ;  and  ere  day 
We  will  awake  him,  and  be  sure  of  him.  [ExeunL 


ACT  II. 

SCENE  L— RoMB.    Brutus's  Orchard. 

Enter  Brutus. 
Bru.  What,  Lucius,  hoi — 
I  cannot,  by  the  progress  of  the  stars, 
Give  guess  how  near  to  day. — ^Lucius,  I  say! — 
I  would  it  were  my  fault  to  sleep  so  soundly. — 
When,  Lucius,  when?  awake,  I  say  !  what,  Luoiust 

Enter  Lucius. 

Luc  Call'd  you,  my  lord? 

Brtu  Get  me  a  taper  in  my  study,  Lucius : 
When  it  is  lighted,  come  and  call  me  here. 

Liic.  I  wiU,  my  lord.  [Exit 

Bru.  It  must  be  by  his  death :  and,  for  my  part, 
I  know  no  personal  cause  to  spurn  at  him. 
But  for  the  general     He  would  be  crown'd : 
How  that  might  change  his  nature,  there 's  the  question: 
It  is  the  bright  day  that  brings  forth  the  adder ; 
And  that  craves  wary  walking.     Crown  him? — ^that — • 
And  then,  I  grant,  we  put  a  stmg  in  him. 
That  at  his  will  he  may  do  danger  with. 
The  abuse  of  greatness  is,  when  it  disjoins 
Remorse  from  power :  and,  to  speak  truth  of  CsBsar, 
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I  liave  not  known  when  his  affections  swayed 
More  than  his  reason.     But  *tis  a  common  proof 
That  lowliness  is  young  ambition's  ladder, 
Whereto  the  climber-upward  turns  his  face ; 
.  But  when  he  once  attams  the  utmost  roimd. 
He  then  unto  the  ladder  turns  his  back, 
Looks  in  the  clouds,  scorning  the  base  degrees 
By  which  he  did  ascend.     So  Caesar  may ; 
Then,  lest  he  may,  prevent.     And,  since  the  quarrel 
Will  bear  no  colour  lor  the  thing  he  is, 
Fashion  it  thus ;  that  what  he  is,  augmented. 
Would  run  to  these  and  these  extremities : 
And  therefore  think  him  as  a  serpent's  egg, 
Whichy  hatch'd,  would  as  his  kind  grow  mischievous; 
And  kill  him  in  the  shelL 

He-enter  LuciXTS. 

Ltic  The  taper  bumeth  in  your  closet,  sir. 
Searching  the  window  for  a  flmt,  I  found 

[Giving  him  a  letter. 
This  paper,  thus  seal*d  up ;  and  I  am  sure 
It  did  not  lie  there  when  I  went  to  bed. 

JSmi,  Gret  you  to  bed  again,  it  is  not  day. 
Is  not  to-morrow,  boy,  the  ides  of  March? 

Luc.  I  know  not,  sir. 

Bru,  Look  in  the  calendar,  and  bring  me  word. 

Luc,  T  will,  sir.  [ExiL 

Bru.  The  exhalations,  whizzing  in  the  air. 
Give  so  much  light  that  I  may  read  by  them. 

[Opens  the  letter  and  reads, 
Brutus,  thou  deepest:  awake,  and  see  thyself, 
Sha'lRome,  <tc    Speak,  strike,  redress/ 
Brutus,  thou  sleep'' st:  awake. — 
Such  instigations  have  been  often  dropp'd 
Where  I  mive  took  them  up. 
Shxill  Borne,  <fcc     Thus  must  I  piece  it  out, — 
Shall  Home  stand  under  one  man's  awe?    What,  Rome? 
My  ancestors  did  from  the  streets  of  Borne 
The  Tarquin  drive,  wheR  he  was  call'd  a  king. 
Speak,  strike,  redress/ — Am  1  entreated  tlien 
To  speak  and  strike !    O  Rome!  I  make  thee  promise. 
If  the  redress  will  follow,  thou  receivest 
Thy  full  petition  at  the  hand  of  Brutus! 

Re-enter  Lucius. 
Luc,  Sir,  March  is  wasted  fourteen  days.  [Knocking  within. 
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Bm,  Tis  good.    Go  to  the  gate ;  somebody  knocks. 

[EacU  Lucius. 
Since  Oassius  first  did  whet  me  against  Caesar, 
I  have  not  slept. 

Between  the  acting  of  a  dreadful  thin^ 
And  the  first  motion,  all  the  interim  is 
Like  a  phantasma  or  a  hideous  dream : 
The  genius  and  the  mortal  instruments 
Are  then  in  council ;  and  the  state  of  man. 
Like  to  a  little  kingdom,  suffers  then 
The  nature  of  an  insurrection. 

Re-enter  Lucius. 

Luc  Sir,  'tis  your  brother  Cassius  at  the  door 
Who  doth  desire  to  see  you. 

Bru,  Is  he  alone? 

Lva:,  No,  sir,  there  are  more  with  him. 

Bru.  Do  yon  know  them? 

Luc,  No,  sir ;  their  hate  are  pluck*d  about  their  ears, 
And  half  their  faces  buried  in  their  cloaks. 
That  by  no  means  I  may  discover  them 
By  any  mark  of  favour. 

Bra,  Let  'em  enter.  [BhcU  Ludua 

They  are  the  faction.    0  conspiracy, 
Sham'st  thou  to  show  thy  dangerous  brow  by  nighty 
When  evils  are  most  fre6?    O,  then,  by  day 
Where  wilt  thou  find  a  cavern  dark  enough 
To  mask  thy  monstrous  visage ?    Seek  none,  conspiracy; 
Hide  it  in  smiles  and  affability : 
For  if  thou  hath  thy  native  semblance  on. 
Not  Erebus  itself  were  dim  enough 
To.  hide  thee  from  prevention. 

Eater  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Cinna,  Mbtbllus  Cimbvr, 

aTU^TREBONIUS. 

Cos,  I  think  we  are  too  bold  upon  your  rest : 
Good-morrow,  Brutus ;  do  we  trouble  you? 

Bru.  I  have  been  up  this  hour;  awake  all  night. 
Know  I  these  men  that  come  along  with  you? 

Cds.  Yes,  every  man  of  them ;  and  no  man  here 
But  honours  you ;  and  every  one  doth  wish 
You  had  but  that  opinion  of  yourself 
Which  every  noble  JEtoman  bears  of  yoiL 
This  is  Trebonius. 

Bru,  He  is  welcome  hither. 

Cos.  This,  Decius  Brutus. 
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Bru,  He  is  welcome  toa 

Cew.  This,  Casca;  this,  Ciima; 
And  this,  Metellus  Cimber. 

Bru,,  They  are  all  welcome. 

What  watchful  cares  do  interpose  themselves 
Betwixt  your  eyes  and  night? 

Com,  Shall  I  entreat  a  word? 

[Brutus  amiCASSius  whUper. 

Dee.   Here   lies   the   east;    doth   not   the   day   hvtutk 
here? 

Ca9CCL  No. 

Ctfi.  0,  pardon,  sir,  it  doth ;  and  yon  grey  lines 
That  fret  tne  clouds  are  messengers  of  day. 

V(uoa,  Yon  shall  confess  that  you  are  both  deceived. 
Here,  as  I  point  my  sword,  the  sun  arises ; 
Wliich  is  a  great  way  growing  on  the  soul^ 
Weighing  the  youthful  season  of  the  year. 
Some  two  months  hence  up  higher  toward  the  north 
He  first  presents  his  fire ;  and  the  high  east 
Stands,  as  the  Capitol,  directly  here. 

BrtL  Give  me  your  hands  all  over,  one  by  ona 

Cos,  And  let  us  swear  our  resolution. 

Bru,  No,  not  an  oath :  if  not  the  face  of  men. 
The  sufferance  of  our  souls,  the  time's  abuse, — 
If  these  be  motives  weak,  break  off  betimes, 
And  every  man  hence  to  his  idle  bed ; 
So  let  high-sighted  tyranny  range  on, 
Till  each  man  drop  by  lottery.     But  if  these, 
As  I  am  sure  they  do,  bear  lire  enough 
To  kindle  cowards,  and  to  steel  with  valour 
The  melting  8]>irits  of  women ;  then,  countrymen. 
What  need  we  any  spur,  but  our  own  cause. 
To  prick  us  to  redress  ?  what  other  bond 
Taan  secret  Romans,  that  have  spoke  the  word 
And  will  not  palter  ?  and  what  other  oath 
Than  honesty  to  honesty  encae'd 
That  this  shall  be,  or  we  wifl  all  for  it  ? 
Swear  priests,  and  cowards,  and  men  cautelous, 
Old  feeole  carrions,  and  such  suffering  souls 
That  welcome  wrongs ;  unto  bad  causes  swear 
Such  creatures  as  men  doubt :  but  do  not  stain 
The  even  virtue  of  our  enterprise. 
Nor  the  insuppressive  mettle  of  our  spirits. 
To  think  that  or  our  cause  or  our  performancif 
Did  need  an  oath ;  when  every  drop  of  blood 
That  every  Roman  boars,  and  nobly  bearsi 
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Is  giiilty  of  a  several  bastardy 

If  ne  do  break  the  smallest  particle 

Of  any  promise  that  hath  pass'd  from  him. 

Cos.   But  what  of  Cicero  ?  shall  we  sound  him  ? 
I  think  he  will  stand  very  strong  with  us. 

Casca.  Let  us  not  leave  him  out. 

Gifi,  No,  by  no  means. 

Met,  0,  let  us  have  him ;  for  his  silver  hairs 
Will  purchase  us  a  good  opinion, 
And  buj'  men's  voices  to  conmiend  our  deeds : 
It  shall  be  said  his  judgment  rul'd  our  hands ; 
Our  youths  and  wildness  shall  no  whit  appear, 
But  all  be  buried  in  his  gravity. 

Bru.  0,  name  him  not :  let  us  not  break  with  him; 
For  he  will  never  follow  anything 
That  other  men  begin. 

Cos,  ^   Then  leave  him  out 

Casca,  Indeed  he  is  not  fit. 

Dec,  Shall  no  man  else  be  touch'd  but  only  Caesar? 

Cos.  Decius,  well  urg'd. — I  tliink  it  is  not  meet 
Mark  Antony,  so  well  belov'd  of  Caesar, 
Should  outlive  Caesar :  we  shall  find  of  him 
A  shrewd  contriver;  and,  you  know,  his  means, 
If  he  improve  them,  may  well  stretch  so  far 
As  to  annoy  us  all :  which  to  prevent, 
Let  Antony  and  Caesar  fall  together. 

Bru.  Our  course  will  seem  too  bloody,  Caius  Cassini, 
To  cut  the  head  oflf  and  then  hack  the  limbs,  — 
Like  wrath  in  death  and  envy  afterwards ; 
For  Antony  is  but  a  limb  of  Caesar: 
Let 's  be  sacrificers,  but  not  butchers,  Caius. 
We  all  stand  up  against  the  spirit  of  Caesar; 
And  in  the  spirit  of  men  there  is  no  blood : 
O  that  we,  then,  could  come  by  Caesar's  spirit. 
And  not  dismember  Caesar !     But,  alas, 
Caesar  must  bleed  for  it !    And,  gentle  friends. 
Let 's  kill  him  boldly,  but  not  wrathfuUy ; 
Let 's  carve  him  as  a  dish  fit  for  the  gods. 
Not  hew  him  as  a  carcase  fit  for  hounds : 
And  let  our  hearts,  as  subtle  masters  do, 
Stir  up  their  servants  to  an  act  of  rage. 
And  after  seem  to  cliide  'em.     This  shall  maka 
Our  purpose  necessary,  and  not  envious : 
Which  so  appearing  to  the  conmion  eyes. 
We  shall  be  call'd  purgers,  not  murderers. 
And  for  Mark  Antony,  think  not  of  him; 
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For  he  can  do  no  more  than  Caesar's  arm 
Wlien  Oaisar^s  head  is  off. 

Cos.  Yet  I  fear  him ; 

For  in  the  engrafted  love  he  bears  to  Caesar, — 

Bru,  Alas,  good  Cassius,  do  not  think  of  him : 
If  he  love  Caesar,  all  that  he  can  do 
la  to  himself, — take  thoutjht  and  die  for  Caesar: 
And  that  were  much  he  eSioiild ;  for  he  is  given 
To  sports,  to  wildness,  and  much  company. 

Treb,  There  is  no  fear  in  him ;  let  him  not  die ; 
For  he  wiU  live,  and  laugh  at  this  hereafter.    [Clock  strtkes, 

Bni.  Peace,  count  the  clock. 

Co*.  The  dock  hath  stricken  three. 

Treh.  'Tis  time  to  part 

Caa,  But  it  is  doubtful  yet 

Whether  Caesar  will  come  forth  to-day  or  no : 
For  he  is  sujierstitious  ^;rown  of  late ; 
Quite  from  the  main  opmion  he  held  once 
Of  fantasy,  of  dreams,  and  ceremonies : 
It  may  be  these  apparent  prodigies. 
The  unaccustom'd  terror  of  this  night, 
And  the  persuasion  of  his  augurers. 
May  hold  him  from  the  Capitol  to-day. 

Dec  Never  fear  that :  if  he  be  so  resolv'd 
I  can  o'ersway  him ;  for  he  loves  to  hear 
That  unicorns  may  be  betray'd  with  trees. 
And  bears  with  glasses,  elephants  with  holes, 
Lions  with  toils,  and  men  with  flatterers : 
But  when  I  tell  him  he  hates  flatterers, 
He  says  he  does, — being  then  most  flatter'd. 
Let  me  work ; 

For  I  can  give  hi:  humour  the  true  bent. 
And  I  willbring  him  to  the  Capitol. 

Ca8,  Nay,  we  will  all  of  us  be  there  to  fetch  him. 

Bru.  By  the  eighth  hour:  is  that  the  uttermost? 

Cin.  Be  that  the  uttermost,  and  fail  not  then. 

Met,  Caius  liffarius  doth  bear  Caesar  hard. 
Who  rated  him  lor  speaking  well  of  Pompey : 
I  wonder  none  of  you  have  thought  of  him. 

Briu  Now,  good  Metellus,  go  along  by  him : 
He  loves  me  well,  and  I  have  given  him  reasons; 
Send  him  but  hither,  and  I'll  fashion  him. 

CcL8.  The  morning  comes  upon 's :  we'll  leave  you,  Brutus : 
And,  friends,  disi)erse  yourselves  :  but  all  remember 
What  you  have  said,  and  show  yourselves  true  Romans. 

Bru,  Good  gentlemen,  look  fresh  and  merrily; 
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Let  not  our  looks  put  on  onr  purposes ; 
But  bear  it  as  our  Roman  actors  ao, 
With  untir'd  spirits  and  formal  constancy; 
And  so,  good-morrow  to  you  every  one. 

[Exeunt  all  hut  Brutu& 
Boy!  Lucius! — ^Fast  asleep?  it  is  no  matter; 
Enjoy  the  heavy  honey-dew  of  slumber: 
Thou  hast  no  figures  nor  no  fantasies 
Which  busy  care  draws  in  the  brains  of  men ; 
Therefore  iliou  sleep'st  so  sound. 

^i^sr  Portia. 

Por,  Brutus,  my  lord! 

Bru.  Portia,  what  mean  you  ?  wherefore  rise  you  now 
It  is  not  for  your  health  thus  to  commit 
Your  weak  condition  to  the  raw  cold  morning. 

Par,  Nor  for  yours  neither.     You  have  ungently,  Brutuii 
Stole  from  my  bed :  and  yesternight,  at  supper, 
You  suddenly  arose,  and  walk'd  about. 
Musing  and  sighing,  with  your  arms  across; 
And  ^en  I  ask'd  you  what  the  matter  was. 
You  star'd  in)on  me  with  ungentle  looks : 
I  urg'd  you  mrther ;  then  you  scratched  your  head. 
Ana  too  impatiently  stamped  with  your  foot: 
Yet  I  insisted,  yet  you  answered  not; 
But  with  an  angry  waf  ture  of  your  hand 
Gave  sign  for  me  to  leave  you :  so  I  did ; 
Fearing  to  strengthen  that  impatience 
Which  seem'd  t^  much  enkindled ;  and  withal 
Hoping  it  was  but  an  effect  of  humour. 
Which  sometime  hath  his  hour  with  every  man. 
It  will  not  let  you  eat,  nor  talk,  nor  sleen ; 
And,  could  it  work  so  much  upon  your  shape 
As  it  I  rath  much  prevail'd  on  your  condition, 
I  should  not  know  you-,  Brutus.    Dear  my  lord. 
Make  me  acquaint^  with  your  cause  of  grief. 

Bru,  I  am  not  well  in  health,  and  that  is  alL 

Por,  Brutus  is  wise,  and  were  he  not  in  health, 
He  would  embrace  the  means  to  come  by  it. 

BrtL,  Why,  so  I  do. — Good  Portia,  go  to  bed. 

Por.  Is  Brutus  sick  ?  and  is  it  physical 
To  walk  unbraced,  and  suck  up  the  humours 
Of  the  dank  morning?    What,  is  Brutus  sick,— 
And  will  he  steal  out  of  his  wholesome  bed. 
To  dare  the  vile  contagion  of  the  ni^ht, 
And  tempt  the  rheumy  and  tmpurg  d  air 
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To  add  unto  his  sickness  ?    No,  my  Brains ; 
You  have  some  sick  offence  within  your  mind. 
Which  by  the  right  and  virtue  of  my  place 
I  ought  to  know  of:  and  upon  my  knees 
I  charm  you,  by  my  once-commended  beauty. 
By  all  your  vows  of  love,  and  that  great  vow 
"Which  did  incorporate  and  make  us  one, 
That  you  unfold  to  me,  yourself^  your  hiil^ 
Why  you  are  heavy ;  and  what  men  to-night 
Have  nad  resort  to  you, — for  here  have  been. 
Some  six  or  seven,  who  did  hide  their  faces 
Even  from  darkness. 

Bru,  Kneel  not,  gentle  Portia. 

Por.  I  should  not  need  if  you  were  eentle  Brutus. 
Within  the  bond  of  marriage,  tell  me,  Srutus, 
Is  it  excepted  I  should  know  no  secrets 
That  appertain  to  you  ?    Am  I  yourself 
But  as  it  were  in  sort  or  limitation, — 
To  keep  with  you  at  meals,  comfort  your  bed. 
And  talk  to  you  sometimes  ?    Dwell  I  but  in  the  suburbs^ 
Of  your  good  jJeasure  ?    If  it  be  no  more, 
Portia  is  Brutus'  harlot,  not  his  wife. 

Bru,  You  are  my  true  and  honourable  wife; 
As  dear  to  me  as  are  the  ruddy  drops 
That  visit  my  sad  heart 

For.  If  this  were  true,  then  should  I  know  this  secret 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal 
A  woman  that  Lord  Brutus  took  to  wife : 
I  grant  I  am  a  woman ;  but  withal 
A  woman  well-reputed, — Cato's  daughter. 
Think  you  I  am  no  stronger  than  my  sex. 
Being  so  fathered  and  so  nusbanded  ? 
Tell  me  your  counsels,  I  will  not  disclose  *em 
I  have  made  strong  proof  of  my  constancy. 
Giving  myself  a  voluntary  wound 
Here  m  t£e  thigh :  can  I  bear  that  with  patience, 
And  not  my  husband's  secrets  ? 

Bnu  O  ^e  gods. 

Bender  me  worthy  of  this  noble  wife!        [Knocking  wiffiln. 
Hark,  hark !  one  knocks :  Portia,  go  in  awhile ; 
And  l)y  and  by  thy  bosom  shall  partake 
The  secrets  of  my  heart : 
All  my  engagements  I  will  construe  to  thee, 
All  the  charactery  of  my  sad  brows. 
Leave  me  with  haste.  [BxU  Portia. 

Lucius,  who 's  that  knocks  ? 
?0L.  V  V 
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Enter  Lucis  with  Lioarius. 

Luc  Here  is  a  sick  man  that  would  speak  with  yon. 

Bru,  Caius  Ligarius,  that  Metellus  spake  of. — 
Boy,  stand  aside. — Caius  Ligarius, — how! 

Lig.  Vouchsafe  good-morrow  from  a  feeble  tongue. 

Bru,  0,  what  a  time  have  you  chose  out,  brave  Caius, 
To  wear  a  kerchief!     Would  you  were  not  sick! 

Lig.  I  am  not  sick  if  Bnrtils  have  in  hand 
Any  exploit  worthy  the  name  of  honour. 

Bru,  Such  an  exploit  have  I  in  hand,  Ligarius, 
Had  you  a  healthful  ear  to  hear  of  it. 

Lig.  By  all  the  gods  that  Romans  bow  before, 
I  here  discard  my  sickness!     Soul  of  Rome! 
Brave  son,  deriv'd  from  honourable  loins  I 
Thou,  like  an  exorcist,  hast  conjur'd  up 
My  mortified  spirit.     Now  bid  me  run. 
And  I  will  strive  with  things  impossible; 
Yea,  get  the  better  of  them.     What 's  to  do  ? 

Bru,  A  piece  of  work  that  will  make  sick  men  whole. 

Lig.  But  are  not  some  whole  that  we  must  make  sick  ? 

Bru,  That  must  we  also.    What  it  is,  my  Caius, 
I  shall  unfold  to  thee,  as  we  are  going 
To  whom  it  must  be  done. 

Lig,  Set  on  your  foot; 

And  with  a  heart  new  fir*d  I  follow  you 
To  do  I  know  not  what :  but  it  sufficeth 
That  Brutus  leads  me  on. 

Bm,  Follow  me,  then.  [Bxeunt 


SCENE  IL— RoMB.    A  Boom  in  Cssab's  Palace. 

Thunder  and  lightning.    Enter  Cjbsar  in  hie  ni^ht^iTn, 
Cces,  Nor  heaven  nor  earth  have  been  at  peace  to-night : 
Thrice  hath  Calphumia  in  her  sle^cried  out, 
Help,  ho!    They  murder  Ccnsar/—-Who  's  within? 

Enter  a  Servant. 
Senf.  My  lord  ? 

Cces.  Go  bid  the  priests  do  jwesent  sacrifice, 
And  bring  me  their  opinions  of  succe&s. 
Serv.  I  will,  my  lord.  [Exit, 

Enter  Calphurnia. 
Cal  What  mean  you,  CaBsar?    Think  you  to  walk  forth! 
You  shall  not  stir  out  of  your  house  to-d!ay. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


JULIUS  C.^ESAK.  179 


Cces,  Caesar  sba]!  fortli :  the  things  that  threatened  me 
Ke'er  look'd  but  on  my  back ;  when  they  shall  see 
The  face  of  Caesar  they  are  vanished- 

CaL  Caesar,  I  never  stood  on  ceremonies. 
Yet  now  they  fright  me.     There  is  one  within. 
Besides  the  things  that  we  have  heard  and  seen, 
Becounts  most  horrid  sights  seen  by  the  watch. 
A  lioness  hath  whelped  m  the  streets ; 
And  graves  have  yawn'd  and  3rielded  up  their  dead; 
Fierce  fiery  warriors  fight  upon  the  clouds, 
In  ranks  and  squadrons  and  right  form  of  war, 
Which  drizzled  blood  upon  the  Capitol ; 
The  noise  of  battle  hurtled  in  the  air. 
Horses  did  neigh,  and  dying  men  did  groan ; 
And  ghosts  did  shriek  and  squeal  about  the  streets. 
O  Caesar,  these  things  are  beyond  all  use. 
And  I  do  fear  them! 

CcRS,  What  can  be  avoided. 

Whose  end  is  purposed  by  the  mighty  gods? 
Yet  Caesar  shall  go  forth ;  for  these  predictions 
Are  to  the  world  in  general  as  to  Caesar. 

CaL  When  beggars  die  there  are  no  comets  seen ; 
The  heavens  themselves  blaze  forth  the  death  of  princeik 

Ccea,  Cowards  die  many  times  before  their  deaths ; 
The  valiant  never  taste  of  death  but  once. 
Of  all  the  wonders  that  I  yet  have  heanl, 
It  seems  to  me  most  sl^ange  that  men  should  fear; 
Seeing  that  death,  a  necessary  end. 
Will  come  when  it  will  come. 

He-enter  Servant. 

What  say  the  augurers 

Serv.  They  would  not  have  you  to  stir  forth  to-day. 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  oflfering  forth. 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast. 

Cces.  The  cods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice : 
Caesar  should  be  a  beast  without  a  heart 
,  If  he  should  stay  at  home  to-day  for  fear. 
No,  Caesar  shall  not :  danger  knows  full  well 
That  Caesar  is  more  dangerous  than  he ; 
We  are  two  lions  litter'd  in  one  day. 
And  I  the  elder  and  more  terrible : — 
And  Caesar  shall  go  forth. 

CaL  Alas,  my  lord. 

Your  wisdom  is  consumed  in  confidence. 
Do  not  go  forth  to-day :  call  it  my  fear 
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That  keeps  you  in  the  house,  and  not  your  own. 
We*ll  send  Mark  Antony  to  the  senate-house ; 
And  he  shall  say  you  are  not  well  to-day : 
Let  me,  upon  my  knee,  prevail  in  this. 

Cces,  Mark  Antony  shall  say  I  am  not  well ; 
And  for  thy  humour  I  will  stay  at  home. 

Bitter  Decius. 
Here's  Decius  Brutus,  he  shall  tell  them  so. 

Dec,  Csesar,  all  hail !  good-morrow,  worthy  Caesar: 
I  come  to  fetch  you  to  the  senate-house. 

C<B8,  And  you  are  come  in  very  happy  time^ 
To  bear  my  greeting  to  the  senators, 
And  tell  them  that  I  will  not  come  to-day : 
Cannot,  is  false ;  and  that  I  dare  not,  falser: 
I  will  not  come  to-day, — tell  them  so,  Decius. 

Cal.  Say  he  is  sick. 

Ccea.  Shall  Caesar  send  a  lie? 

Have  I  in  conquest  stretch'd  mine  arm  so  far, 
To  be  afeard  to  teU  gray  beards  the  truth? 
Decius,  eo  tell  them  Caesar  will  not  come. 

Dec  Most  mighty  Caesar,  let  me  know  some  cauae^ 
Lest  I  be  laugh'a  at  when  I  tell  them  so. 

Ccea.  The  cause  is  in  my  will, — I  will  not  come; 
That  is  enough  to  satisfy  the  senate. 
But  for  your  private  satisfaction. 
Because  I  love  you,  I  will  let  you  know, — 
Calphumia  here,  my  wife,  stays  me  at  home: 
She  dreamt  to-night  she  saw  my  statua. 
Which,  like  a  fountain  with  a  hundred  spouts, 
Did  run  pure  blood ;  and  many  lusty  Romans 
Came  smiling  and  did  bathe  their  hands  in  it : 
And  these  does  she  apply  for  warnings  and  portents^ 
And  evils  imminent;  and  on  her  knee 
Hath  begs'd  that  I  will  stay  at  home  to-day. 

Dec,  This  dream  is  all  amiss  interpreted ; 
It  was  a  vision  fair  and  fortunate : 
Your  statue  spouting  blood  in  many  pipes. 
In  which  so  many  smiling  Eomans  batnd. 
Signifies  that  from  you  great  Rome  shall  suck 
Reviving  blood ;  and  that  great  men  shall  press 
For  tinctures,  stains,  relics,  and  cognizance. 
This  by  Calphumia's  dream  is  signitied. 

Coe8.  Ana  this  way  have  you  well  expounded  it 

Dec  I  have,  when  you  have  heard  what  I  can  say: 
And  know  it  now, — the  senate  have  concluded 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


8CKNBII.  JULIUS  CiESAR.  181 

To  give  this  day  a  crown  to  mighty  Caesar. 

If  you  shall  send  them  word  you  will  not  come, 

Their  minds  may  change.    Besides,  it  were  a  mock. 

Apt  to  be  rendered,  for  some  one  to  say, 

Break  up  the  senate  tiU  another  time^ 

When  CcBsai's  vnfe  shall  meet  with  better  dreams. 

If  Caesar  hide  himself,  shall  they  not  whisper, 

Lo,  CcBsar  is  afraid? 

I^ardon  me,  Csesar ;  for  my  dear  dear  love 

To  your  proceeding  bids  me  tell  you  this ; 

And  reason  to  my  love  is  liable. 

Cces,  How  foolish  do  your  fears  seem  now,  CalphumiAl 
I  am  ashamed  I  did  yield  to  them. — 
Give  me  my  robe,  for  I  will  go : 

Enter  Publius,  Brutus,  Lioarius,  Mktbllus,  Casca, 
Trebonius,  and  Cinna. 

And  look  where  Publius  is  come  to  fetch  me. 

Ptd),  Good-morrow,  Caesar. 

Ca^  Welcome,  Publius, — 

What,  Brutus,  are  you  stirred  so  early  too? — 
Good-morrow,  Casca. — Caius  ligarius, 
Caesar  was  ne'er  so  much  your  enemy 
As  that  same  ague  which  hath  made  yon  lean. — 
What  i8*t  o'clock? 

Bru.  Caesar,  'tis  strucken  eight. 

Cces.  I  thank  you  for  your  pains  and  courtesy. 

Enter  Antony. 

Seel  Antony,  that  revels  long  o'  nights 
Is  notwithstanding  up. — 
Good-morrow,  Antony. 

Ant,  So  to  most  noble  Caosar. 

Cces.  Bid  them  prepare  within. 
I  am  to  blame  to  be  tlius  waited  for. — 
Now,  Cinna; — now,  Metellus: — what,  Trebonius! 
I  have  an  hour's  talk  in  store  for  you ; 
Bemember  thtat  you  call  on  me  to-day : 
Be  near  me,  that  I  may  remember  you. 

Treb.  Caesar,  I  will : — and  so  near  will  I  be,  [Aside, 

That  your  best  friends  shall  wish  I  had  been  further. 

Cces.  Good  friends,  go  in  and  taste  some  wine  with  me ; 
And  we,  like  friends,  will  straightway  go  together. 

Bru.  That  every  like  is  not  the  same,  O  Caesar, 
llie  heart  of  Brutus  yearns  to  think  upon  I  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  in.— Rome.    A  Street  near  tJie  Capitol 

Enter  Artbmidobus  reading  a  paper. 
Art.  OcBsar,  beuHire  of  Brutus;  take  heed  of  OasHus, 
come  not  near  Caaca;  have  an  eye  to  Cinna;  trust  not  Trebo- 
nine;  mark  well  MeteUus  Cimber;  Decius  BnUus  loves  thee 
not;  thou  hast  wronged  Cahis  Ligarius.  There  is  but  one 
mind  in  aU  these  men,  and  it  is  bent  against  Coesar.  I/thou 
beest  fiot  immortal^  look  about  you:  security  gives  way  to 
conspiracy.     The  mighty  gods  d^end  thee!  Thy  lover^ 

Abtemidosubl 
Here  will  I  stand  till  Csesar  pass  along. 
And  as  a  suitor  will  I  give  bun  this. 
My  heart  laments  that  virtue  cannot  Uve 
Out  of  the  teeth  of  emulation. 
If  thou  read  this,  O  Caesar,  thou  mayst  live ; 
'  If  not,  the  fates  with  traitors  do  contrive.  [ExiL 


SCENE  IV.— Rome.    Another  paH  of  the  same  Street^ 
before  the  House  q/*  Brutus. 

Enter  Portia  and  Lucius. 

Por,  I  pr'ythee,  boy,  run  to  the  senate-house; 
Stay  not  to  answer  me,  but  get  thee  gone : 
Why  dost  thou  stay? 

Luc.  To  know  my  errand,  madam. 

Por.  I  would  have  had  thee  there  and  here  again 
Ere  I  can  tell  thee  what  thou  shouldat  do  there. — 

0  constancy,  be  strong  upon  my  side ! 

Set  a  huge  mountain  'tween  my  heart  and  tongue! 

1  have  a  man's  mind,  but  a  woman's  might. 
How  hard  it  is  for  women  to  keep  counsel ! — 
Art  thou  here  yet? 

Luc.  Madam,  what  should  I  do  t 

Run  to  the  Capitol,  and  nothing  else? 
And  so  return  to  you,  and  nothmg  else? 

Por.  Yes,  bring  me  word,  boy,  if  thy  lord  look  well. 
For  he  went  sickly  forth:  and  take  good  note 
What  CsBsar  doth,  what  suitors  press  to  him. 
Hark,  boy !  what  noise  is  that? 

Luc.  I  hear  none,  madam. 

Por.  Pr*3rthee,  listen  well: 

I  heard  a  bustling  rumour,  like  a  fray. 
And  the  wind  brings  it  from  the  CapitoL 
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Luc  Sooth,  madam,  I  hear  nothing. 

Enter  Abtsmidobus. 

Por,  Come  hither,  fellow: 

Which  way  hast  thou  been? 

ArL  At  mine  own  house,  good  lady. 

Por,  What  is't  o'clock? 

Art.  .  About  the  ninth  hour,  lady. 

Por   Is  Cffisar  yet  gone  to  the  Capitol? 

Art.  Madam,  not  yet :  I  go  to  take  my  stand. 
To  see  him  pass  on  to  the  Capitol. 

Por.  Thou  hast  some  suit  to  C»sar,  hast  thou  not  ? 

A  rt  That  I  have,  lady :  if  it  will  please  Caesar 
To  be  so  good  to  Caesar  as  to  hear  me, 
1  shall  beseech  him  to  beMend  himsd£  [him? 

Por.  Why,  know'st  thou  any  harm's  intended  towards 

Art.  None  that  I  know  wiU  be,  much  that  I  fear  may 
Crood-morrow  to  you.     Here  the  street  is  narrow :    [chance. 
The  throng  that  follows  Caesar  at  the  heels 
Of  senators,  of  praetors,  conmion  suitors. 
Will  crowd  a  feeble  man  almost  to  death : 
I'U  get  me  to  a  place  more  void,  and  there 
Speak  to  great  Caesar  as  he  comes  along.  [ExiL 

Por.  I  must  go  in. — Ah  me,  how  weak  a  thing 
The  heart  of  woman  is !     0  Brutus, 
The  heavens  speed  thee  in  thine  enterprise! — 
Sure  the  boy  heard  me. — Brutus  hath  a  suit 
That  Caesar  will  not  grant — 0,  I  grow  faint — 
Run,  Lucius,  and  commend  me  to  my  lord ; 
Say  I  am  merry :  come  to  me  again. 
And  bring  me  word  what  he  doth  say  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  aeveraUy, 


ACT  IIL 

SCENE  L— Rome.     The  Capitol;  the  Senate  sitting. 

d.  crowd  of  People  in  the  street  leading  to  the  Capitol; 
among  them  Artemidorus  aiid  tJie  Soothsayer.  Flourish, 
Enter  C^sar,  Brutus,  Cassius,  Casca,  Decius,  Mk- 
TELLUs,  Trebonius,  Cinna,  Antony,  Lepidus,  1*o* 
PILIU8,  PuBLius,  and  others. 
Cass.  The  ides  of  March  are  come. 
Sooth.  Ay,  Caesar;  but  not  gone. 
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ArL  Hail,  CsBsar!     Bead  this  schedule. 

Dee,  Trebonius  doth  desire  you  to  o'er-read. 
At  your  best  leisure,  this  his  humble  suit. 

Art  0  Caesar,  read  mine  first ;  for  mine  *8  a  suit 
That  touches  Csesar  nearer :  read  it,  great  Csesar. 

C€B8.  What  touches  us  ourself  shall  be  last  served. 

Art.  Delay  not,  Csesar;  read  it  instantly. 

Cces.  What,  is  the  feUow  mad? 

Pub.  Sirrah,  give  plaoa 

Ceu.  What,  ur;^  you  your  petitions  in  ^e  street? 
Come  to  the  CapitcJL 

CiBSAK  enters  the  Capitol,  the  restfollowmg,    AU  ths 
Senators  rise. 

Pop,  I  wish  your  enterprise  to-day  may  thrive. 

Cos.  What  enterprise,  ropilius? 

Pop,  Fare  you  welL 

[Advancea  to  CiESAB* 

Bru,  What  said  Popilius  Lena? 

Ccu.  He  wish'd  to-day  our  enterprise  might  thrive. 
I  fear  our  purpose  is  discovered. 

Bru,  Look  how  he  makes  to  Csesar:  mark  him. 

Cos,  Casca,  be  sudden,  for  we  fear  prevention.— 
Brutus,  wnat  shall  be  done?    If  this  be  known, 
Gassius  or  Csesar  never  shall  turn  back. 
For  I  will  slay  myself 

Bru.  Cassins,  be  constant : 

Popilius  Lena  speaks  not  of  our  purix)8es ; 
Fjr,  look,  he  smiles,  and  Caesar  dotn  not  chang& 

Ceu,  Trebonius  knows  his  time ;  for,  look  you,  Brutus, 
He  draws  Mark  Antony  out  of  the  way. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Treb.     C^esab  and  the  Senators 
take  their  seats. 

Dee    Where  is  Metellus  Cimber?    Let  him  go. 
And  presently  prefer  his  suit  to  Csesar. 

Bru.  He  is  addressed  :  press  near  and  second  him. 

Cm,     asca,  you  are  the  first  that  reajs  your  hand. 

Casea.  Are  we  all  ready? 

CcM.  What  is  now  amiss 
That  Csesar  and  his  senate  must  redress? 

Met.  Most  high,  most  mis:hty,  and  most  puissant  Csesai; 
Metellus  Cimber  throws  beiore  thy  seat 
An  humble  heart, —  [Kneeling 

Cass.  ^  I  must  prevent  thee,  Cimber. 

These  couching  and  these  lowly  courtesies 
Might  fire  the  blood  of  ordinaiy  men. 
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And  tarn  pre-ordinance  and  first  decree 

Into  the  law  of  children.     Be  not  fond 

To  think  that  Caesar  bears  such  rebel  blood 

That  will  be  thawed  from  the  true  quality 

With  that  which  melteth  fools ;  I  mean,  sweet  word% 

Low  crooked  curtesies,  and  base  spaniel  fawning. 

Thy  brother  by  decree  is  banished : 

If  uiou  dost  bend,  and  pray,  and  fawn  for  him, 

I  spam  thee  like  a  cur  out  of  my  way. 

Know,  Cfiesar  doth  not  wrong;  nor  without  cause 

Will  he  be  satisfied. 

Met,  Is  there  no  voice  more  worthy  than  my  own. 
To  sound  more  sweetly  in  great  Caesar's  ear 
For  the  rei)ealing  of  my  banish'd  brother? 

BrtL  I  kiss  thy  hand,  but  not  in  flattery,  Csesar, 
Desiring  thee  that  Publius  Cimber  may 
Have  an  immediate  freedom  of  repeaL 

Ccu.  What,  Brutus! 

Cos,  Pardon,  Caesar;  Caesar,  pardon: 

As  low  as  to  thjr  foot  doth  Cassius  fall. 
To  beg  enfrancmsement  for  Publius  Cimber. 

GcBS,  I  could  be  well  mov'd  if  I  were  as  you ; 
If  I  could  pray  to  move,  prayers  would  move  me : 
But  I  am  constant  as  the  northern  star, 
Of  whose  true-fix'd  and  resting  quality 
There  is  no  fellow  in  the  firmament. 
The  skies  are  painted  with  unnumber'd  sparks, — 
They  are  all  fire,  and  every  one  doth  shine ; 
But  there's  but  one  in  all  doth  hold  his  place: 
So  in  the  world, — 'tis  famish'd  well  with  men. 
And  men  are  flesh  and  blood,  and  apprehensive ; 
Yet  in  the  number  I  do  know  but  one 
That  unassailable  holds  on  his  rank, 
Unshak'd  of  motion :  and  that  I  am  he. 
Let  me  a  little  show  it  even  in  this, — 
That  I  was  constant  Cimber  should  be  banish'd, 
And  constant  do  remain  to  keep  him  so. 

Gin,  0  Caesar, — 

Ccea.  Hence!  wilt  thou  lift  up  Olympus? 

Dec  Great  Caesar, — 

€(Be.  Doth  not  Brutus  bootless  kneel? 

Casca,  Speak,  hands,  for  me! 

[Casga  stabs  Cjssar  in  ths  neck.  Cjb&kr  catches 
hold  of  his  arm.  He  is  then  stabbed  by  several 
oilier'  Conspirators^  and  at  last  by  Marcus 
BauTua 
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Cces   Et  tu.  Brute?— Then  fall,  Osesar! 

[Dies.    The  Senators  and  People  retire  in  con/usiotu 

Oin.  Liberty!  Freedom!  Tyranny  is  dead! — : 
Bun  hence,  proclaim,  cry  it  about  the  streets. 

Cos,  Some  to  the  common  pulpits,  and  cry  out, 
Liberty^  freedom,  and  enfranchisement/ 

Bru  People  and  senators!  be  not  affrighted ; 
Fly  not ;  stand  still :  ambition's  debt  is  paid. 

Ca^ca,  Go  to  the  pulpit,  Brutus. 

Dec,  And  Cassius  too. 

Bru,  Where's  Publius? 

Cmi.  Here,  quite  confounded  with  this  mutiny. 

Met,  Sband  fast  together,  lest  some  friend  of  Ciesar'a 
Should  chance, — 

Bru,  Talk  not  of  standing. — Publius,  good  cheer; 
There  is  no  harm  intended  to  your  person,  * 
Nor  to  no  Roman  else :  so  tell  them,  Publius. 

Cos,  And  leave  us,  Publius ;  lest  that  the  people, 
Rushing  on  us,  should  do  your  age  some  nuschiet 

Bru.  Do  so :  and  let  no  man  abide  this  deed. 
But  we  the  doers. 

Re-enter  Tbebonius. 

Cos.  Where  is  Antony? 

Tre,  Fled  to  his  house  amaz*d: 

Men,  wives,  and  children  stare,  cry  out,  and  run, 
As  it  were  doomsday. 

Bru.  Fates,  we  will  know  your  pleasures : — 
That  we  shall  die,  we  know ;  'tis  but  the  time. 
And  drawing  days  out,  that  men  stand  upon. 

Cow.  Why,  he  that  cuts  off  twenty  years  of  life 
Cuts  off  so  many  years  of  fearing  death. 

Bru.  Grant  that,  and  then  is  death  a  benefit : 
So  are  we  Caesar's  friends,  that  have  abridg'd 
His  time  of  fearing  death. — Stoop,  Romans,  stoop, 
And  let  us  bathe  our  hands  in  Caesar's  blood 
Up  to  the  elbows,  and  besmear  our  swords : 
I'hen  walk  we  forth  even  to  the  market-place. 
And,  waving  our  red  weapons  o'er  our  heads. 
Let 's  all  cry,  Peace^freedom,  and  liberty  ! 

Cos.  Stoop  then,  and  wash. — How  many  ages  hence 
Bhall  this  our  lofty  scene  be  acted  over, 
In  states  unborn  and  accents  yet  unknown! 

Bru,  How  many  times  shall  Caesar  bleed  in  sporty 
That  now  on  Pomi>ey's  basis  lies  along 
No  worthier  than  the  dust! 
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Cos.  So  ofb  as  that  shall  be, 

So  often  shall  the  knot  of  us  be  call'd 
The  men  that  gave  their  country  liberty. 

Dec  What,  shall  we  forth? 

Cos.  Ay,  every  man  away: 

Bmtus  shall  lead ;  and  we  will  ^race  his  heels 
With  the  most  boldest  and  best  nearts  oi'  Rome. 

Bnu  Soft  I  who  comes  here? 

Enter  a  Servant. 

A  friend  of  Antony's. 

Serv,  Thus,  Bmtus,  did  my  master  bid  me  kneel; 
Thus  did  Mark  Antony  bid  me  fall  down ; 
And,  being  prostrate,  thus  he  bade  me  say  :— 
Brutus  is  noble,  wise,  valiant,  and  honest ; 
Caesar  was  mighty,  bold,  royal,  and  loving : 
Say  I  loVd  Brutus,  and  I  honour  him ; 
Say  I  fear'd  Osesar,  honoured  him,  and  lov'd  him. 
If  Brutus  will  vouchsafe  that  Antony 
May  safely  come  to  him,  and  be  resolv*d 
How  CsBsar  hath  deserv'd  to  lie  in  death, 
Mark  Antony  shall  not  love  Osesar  dead 
So  well  as  Brutus  living ;  but  will  follow 
The  fortunes  and  affairs  of  noble  Brutus 
Thorough  the  hazards  of  this  untrod  state 
With  aS  true  faith.     So  says  my  master  Antony. 

Bra.  Thy  master  is  a  wise  and  valiant  Boman: 
I  never  thought  him  worse. 
Tell  him,  so  please  him  come  unto  this  place, 
He  shall  be  satisfied;  and,  by  my  honour, 
Depart  untouch'd. 

Serv.  I'll  fetch  him  presently.  [ExiL 

Bru.  I  know  that  we  shall  have  him  well  to  friend. 

Cos.  I  wish  we  may :  but  yet  have  I  a  mind 
That  fears  him  much ;  and  my  misgiving  still 
Falls  shrewdly  to  the  purpose. 

Bra.  But  here  comes  Antony. 

Re-enter  Antony. 

Welcome,  Mark  Antony. 
AnU  0  mighty  Caesar!  dost  thou  lie  so  low? 
Are  all  thy  conquests,  glories,  triumphs,  spoils. 
Shrunk  to  this  nttle  measure? — Fare  thee  well. — 
I  know  not,  gentlemen,  what  you  intend. 
Who  else  must  be  let  blood,  who  else  is  ranks 
If  I  myself  there  is  no  hour  so  lit 
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As  Csesar's  death's  hour;  nor  no  instroment 

Of  half  that  worth  as  those  your  swords,  made  rich 

With  the  most  noble  blood  of  all  this  world. 

I  do  beseech  ye,  if  you  bear  me  hard, 

Now,  whilst  your  purpled  hands  do  reek  and  smoke^ 

Fulfil  your  pleasure.    Live  a  thousand  years, 

I  shall  not  nnd  myself  so  apt  to  die : 

No  place  will  please  me  so,  no  mean  of  death. 

As  here  by  Csesar,  and  by  you  cut  off^ 

The  choice  and  master  spirits  of  this  age. 

Bru.  0  Antony!  beg  not  your  death  of  us. 
Though  now  we  must  appear  bloody  and  cruel, 
As  by  our  hands  and  tms  our  present  act 
You  see  we  do ;  yet  see  you  but  our  hands. 
And  this  the  bleeding  business  they  have  done: 
Our  hearts  you  see  not, — ^they  are  pitiful ; 
And  pity  to  the  general  wrong  of  Kome, — 
As  fire  drives  out  fire,  so  pity  pity, — 
Hath  done  this  deed  on  Csesar.    For  your  part, 
To  you  our  swords  have  leaden  points,  Mark  Antonyt 
Our  arms  no  strength  of  malice,  and  our  hearts, 
Of  brothers'  temper,  do  receive  you  in 
With  all  kind  love,  good  thoughts,  and  reverence. 

Gas,  Your  voice  shall  be  as  strong  as  any  man's 
In  the  disposing  of  new  dirties. 

Bru,  Only  be  patient  tiU  we  have  appeas'd 
The  multitude,  beside  themselves  with  fear, 
And  then  we  will  dehver  you  the  cause 
Why  I,  that  did  love  Csesar  when  I  struck  him. 
Have  thus  proceeded. 

Ant,  I  doubt  not  of  your  wisdom. 

Let  each  man  render  me  his  bloody  hand : 
First,  Marcus  Brutus,  will  I  shake  with  you ; — 
Kext,  Caius  Cassius,  do  I  take  your  hand ; — 
Now,  Decius  Brutus,  yours ; — ^now  yours,  Metellus : — 
Yours,  Cinna ; — and,  my  valiant  Casca,  yours ; — 
Though  last,  not  least  in  love,  yours,  good  Treboniua. 
Gentlemen  all, — alas,  what  shall  I  say? 
My  credit  now  stands  on  such  slippery  ground 
That  one  of  two  bad  ways  you  must  conceit  me, 
Either  a  coward  or  a  flatterer. — 
That  I  did  love  thee,  Csesar,  O,  'tis  true: 
If,  then,  thy  spirit  look  upon  us  now, 
Shsdl  it  not  grieve  thee  dearer  than  thy  death 
To  see  thy  ^tony  making  his  peace. 
Shaking  the  bloody  fingers  of  thy  foei^ 
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Most  noble !  in  the  presence  of  thy  corse? 

Had  I  as  many  eyes  as  thou  hast  wounds, 

Weepins  aa  £ast  as  they  stream  forth  thy  blood. 

It  would  become  me  better  than  to  close 

In  terms  of  friendship  with  thine  enemies. 

Pardon  me,  Julius! — ^Here  wast  thou  bay'd,  brave  hart; 

Here  didst  thou  fall ;  and  here  thy  hunters  stand. 

Signed  in  thy  spoil,  and  crimson'd  in  thy  Lethe. — 

0  world,  thou  wast  the  forest  to  this  hart ; 
And  this,  indeed,  0  world,  the  heart  of  thee. — 
How  like  a  deer  strucken  by  many  princes 
Dost  thou  here  lie! 

Ccu.  Mark  Antony, — 

AnL  Pardon  me,  Caius  Cassias: 

The  enemies  of  Caesar  shall  say  this ; 
Then  in  a  friend  it  is  cold  modesty. 

Cas,  1  blame  you  not  for  praising  Ciesar  lo ; 
But  what  compact  mean  you  to  have  with  us? 
Will  you  be  prick*d  in  number  of  our  friends ; 
Or  shall  we  on,  and  not  depend  on  you? 

AnL  Therefore  I  took  your  hands  ;  but  was,  indeed, 
Sway*d  from  the  point  by  looking  down  on  Caesar. 
Friends  am  I  with  you  all,  and  love  you  all ; 
V  pon  this  hope,  that  you  shall  give  me  reasons 
WJjy  and  wherein  Caesar  was  dangerous. 

Bru,  Or  else  were  this  a  savage  spectacle : 
Our  reasons  are  so  full  of  good  regara 
That  were  you,  Antony,  ttie  son  of  Csesar, 
You  should  be  satistieo. 

Ant.  That's  all  I  seek: 

And  am  moreover  suitor  that  I  may 
Produce  his  body  to  the  market-place; 
And  in  the  pulpit,  as  becomes  a  friend. 
Speak  in  the  order  of  his  funeraL 

Bru.  You  shall,  Mark  Antony. 

Caa,  Brutus,  a  word  with  you.— 

You  know  not  what  you  do :  do  not  consent  [Aside  to  Bri>, 
That  Antony  speak  in  his  funeral : 
Know  you  how  much  the  people  may  be  mov'd 
By  that  which  he  will  utter? 

Bru,  By  your  pardon; — 

1  will  myself  into  the  pulpit  first. 

And  show  the  reason  of  our  Caesar's  death : 
What  Antony  shall  speak,  I  will  protest 
He  speaks  by  leave  and  by  permission ; 
And  that  we  are  contented  Csesar  shall 
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Have  all  true  rites  and  lawful  ceremonies. 
It  shall  advantage  more  than  do  us  wrong. 

Cos.  I  know  not  what  may  fall ;  I  like  it  not. 

Bru,  Mark  Antony,  here,  take  yon  Caesar's  body. 
You  shall  not  in  your  funeral  speech  blame  us, 
But  speak  all  good  you  can  devise  of  Csesar; 
And  say  you  do't  by  our  permission ; 
Else  shall  you  not  have  any  hand  at  all 
About  his  funeral :  and  you  shall  speak 
In  the  same  pulpit  whereto  I  am  going, 
After  my  speech  is  ended. 

Ant,  Be  it  so; 

I  do  desire  no  more. 

Bru.  Prepare  the  body  then,  and  follow  us. 

[Exeunt  all  btU  Antont; 

Ant  0,  pardon  me,  thou  bleeding  piece  of  earth. 
That  I  am  meek  and  gentle  with  these  butchers! 
Thou  art  the  ruins  of  the  noblest  man 
That  ever  lived  in  the  tide  of  times. 
Woe  to  the  hand  that  shed  this  costly  blood ! 
Over  thy  wounds  now  do  I  prophesy, — 
Which  like  dumb  mouths  do  ope  their  ruby  lips, 
To  beg  the  voice  and  utterance  of  my  tongue, — 
A  curse  shall  light  upon  the  limbs  of  men; 
Domestic  fury  and  fierce  civil  strife 
Shall  cumber  all  the  parts  of  Italy ; 
Blood  and  destruction  shall  be  so  in  use, 
And  dreadful  objects  so  familiar, 
That  mothers  shall  but  smile  when  they  behold 
Their  infants  quarter'd  with  the  hands  of  war ; 
All  pity  chok'd  with  custom  of  fell  deeds: 
Ajid  Cassar's  spirit,  ranging  for  revenge, 
With  At6  by  his  side  come  hot  from  hell. 
Shall  in  these  confines  with  a  monarch's  voice 
Cry  HavoCy  and  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war ; 
That  this  foul  deed  shall  smell  above  the  earth 
With  carrion  men,  groaning  for  buriaL 

Enter  a  Servant. 
You  serve  Octavius  Caesar,  do  you  not? 

Scrv,  I  do,  Mark  Antony. 

Ant.  Caesar  did  write  for  him  to  come  to  Home. 

Serv,  He  did  receive  his  letters,  and  is  coming ; 
And  bid  me  say  to  you  by  word  of  mouth, — 
0  Ctrsar! —  [Seeing  the  hodf» 

Ant.  Thy  heart  is  big,  get  .thee  apart  and  weep. 
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Passion,  I  see,  is  catching;  for  mine  eyes, 
Seeing  those  beads  of  sorrow  stand  in  thine, 
Began  to  water.    Is  thy  master  comin<j? 

Serv,   He  lies  to-night  within  seven  leasrues  of  Rome. 

AnL   Post  back  with   speed,  and  tell  him  what  hath 
chanc'd : 
Here  is  a  mourning  Rome,  a  dangerous  Rome, 
No  Rome  of  safety  for  Octavius  yet ; 
Hie  hence  and  teU  him  so.     Yet,  stay  awhile ; 
Thou  shalt  not  back  till  I  have  borne  this  corse 
Into  the  market-place :  there  shall  I  try, 
In  my  oration,  how  the  people  take 
The  cruel  issue  of  these  bloody  men ; 
According  to  the  which  thou  shalt  discourse 
To  young  Octavius  of  the  state  of  things. 
Lend  me  your  hand.   '  [Exeunt  with  CiSSAR's  body. 


SCENE  n.— Rome.     The  Forum. 

Enter  Brutus  and  Cassius,  and  a  throng  q/*  Citizens. 

Citizens,  We  will  be  satisfied ;  let  us  be  satisfied. 

Brtu  Then  follow  me,  and  give  me  audience,  friends.— 
Cassius,  go  you  into  the  other  street^ 
And  part  the  numbers. — 

Those  that  will  hear  me  speak,  let  'em  stay  here; 
Those  that  will  follow  Cassius,  go  with  him; 
And  public  reasons  shall  be  rendered 
Of  Caesar's  death. 

1  at  I  will  hear  Brutus  speak. 

2  CiU  I  will  hear  Cassius ;  and  compare  their  reasonsy 
When  severally  we  hear  them  rendered. 

[Exit  Cassius,  with  some  of  the  Citizens.     Brutus 
goes  into  the  Rostrum, 

3  CiL  The  noble  Brutus  is  ascended :  silence ! 
Bru,  Be  patient  till  the  last. 

Romans,  countrymen,  and  lovers!  hear  me  for  my  cause; 
and  be  silent,  that  you  may  hear:  believe  me  K>r  mine 
honour;  and  have  respect  to  mine  honour,  that  you  may 
believe:  censure  me  in  your  wisdom;  and  awake  your 
senses,  that  you  may  the  better  judge.  If  there  be  any  in 
this  assembly,  any  dear  friend  of  Caesar's,  to  him  I  say 
that  Brutus'  love  to  Capsar  was  no  less  than  his.  If,  then, 
that  friend  demand  why  Brutus  rose  against  Caesar,  this  is 
my  answer, — Not  that  1  lovo<l  Caesar  less,  but  that  I  loved 
Rome  more.     Had  you  rather  Caesar  were  living,  and  die 
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all  slaves,  than  that  Caesar  were  dead,  to  live  all  free 
men?  As  Caesar  loved  me,  I  weep  for  him;  as  he  was 
fortunate,  I  rejoice  at  it ;  as  he  was  valiant,  I  honour  him : 
but,  as  he  was  ambitious,  I  slew  him :  there  is  tears  for  his 
love;  joy  for  his  fortune;  honour  for  his  valour;  and  death 
for  his  ambition.  Who  is  here  so  base  that  would  be  a 
bondman?  If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who 
is  here  so  rude  that  would  not  be  a  Roman?  If  any, 
BX)eak;  for  him  have  I  offended.  Who  is  here  so  vile  that 
will  not  love  his  coimtry?  If  any,  speak;  for  him  have  I 
offended.     I  pause  for  a  reply. 

Citizens.  Ifone,  Brutus,  none. 

Bru,  Then  none  have  I  offended.  I  have  done  no  more 
to  Caesar  thim  you  shall  do  to  Brutus.  The  question  of  his 
death  is  enrolled  in  the  Capitol ;  his  glory  not  extenuated, 
wherein  he  was  worthy;  nor  his  offences  enforced,  for 
which  he  suffered  death.  Here  comes  his  body,  mourned 
by  Mark  Antony : 

Enter  Antony  and  others  with  Caesar's  body, 
who,  though  he  had  no  hand  in  his  death,  shall  receive 
the  benefit  of  his  dying, — a  place  in  the  commonwealth; 
as  which  of  you  shall  not?  With  this  I  depart, — ^that,  as  I 
slew  my  best  lover  for  the  good  of  Rome,  I  have  the  same 
dagger  for  myself  when  it  shall  jilease  my  country  to  need 
my  death. 

Citizens.  live,  Brutus!  live,  live! 

1  Cit.  Bring  him  with  triumph  home  unto  his  house. 

2  CiL  Give  him  a  statue  with  his  ancestors. 
S  Cit,  Let  him  be  Caesar. 

4  Cit.  Caesar^s  better  parts 

Shall  be  crown*d  in  Brutus. 

1  Cit.  We'll  bring  him  to  his  house  with  shouts  and 
B'ru.  My  countrymen, —  [clamours. 

2  CU.  Peace,  silence!  Brutus  speaks. 
1  Cit.  Peace,  ho! 

Bru.  Good  countrymen,  let  me  depart  alone, 
And  for  my  sake  stay  here  with  Antony : 
Do  ^race  to  Caesar's  corse,  and  ^ace  his  speech 
Tending  to  Caesar's  glories ;  which  Mark  Antony, 
By  our  permission,  is  allow'd  to  make. 
I  do  entreat  you,  not  a  man  depart. 
Save  1  alone,  till  Antony  have  spoke.  [ExtU 

1  Cit.  Stay,  ho  1  and  let  us  hear  Mark  Antony. 

3  Cit.  Let  him  go  up  into  the  public  chair; 
We'll  hear  him.— Koble  Antony,  go  up. 
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A  nt.  For  Brutiis'  sake  I  am  beholden  to  you.      [Goes  up, 
4  CU.  What  does  he  say  of  Brutns? 

3  <Ht.     ^  He  says,  for  Brutus'  sake 
He  finds  himself  beholden  to  us  alL 

4  CU,  'Twere  best  he  speak  no  harm  of  Brutus  here. 

1  CU,  This  Csesar  was  a  tyrant. 

6  CU.  Nay,  that's  certain : 

We  are  bless'd  that  Rome  is  rid  of  him. 

2  CU,  Peace !  let  us  hear  what  Antony  can  say. 
Ant.  You  gentle  Romans, — 

CUkens,  Peace,  ho!  let  us  hear  him. 

AnL  Friends,  Romans,  countrymen,  lend  me  your  ears; 
I  come  to  bury  Caesar,  not  to  praise  him. 
The  evU  that  men  do  lives  after  them ; 
The  good  is  oft  interred  with  their  bones ; 
So  let  it  be  with  Caesar.    The  noble  Brutus 
H&th  told  you  Caesar  was  ambitious : 
If  it  were  so,  it  was  a  grievous  fault  ; 
And  grievously  hath  Caesar  answered  it. 
Here,  under  leave  of  Brutus  and  the  rest, 
For  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man ; 
So  are  they  all,  all  honourable  men, — 
Come  I  to  speak  in  Caesar's  funeraL 
He  was  my  friend,  faithfiil  and  just  to  me : 
But  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
He  hath  brought  many  captives  home  to  Rome^ 
Whose  ransoms  did  the  general  coffers  fill : 
Did  this  in  Caesar  seem  ambitious? 
When  that  the  poor  have  cried,  Caesar  hath  wept  t 
Ambition  should  be  made  of  sterner  stuff: 
Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious; 
And  Brutus  is  an  honourable  man. 
Yoa  all  did  see  that  on  the  Lupercal 
1  thrice  presented  him  a  kingly  crown. 
Which  he  did  thrice  refuse :  was  this  ambition? 
Yet  Brutus  says  he  was  ambitious ; 
And,  sure,  he  is  an  honourable  man. 
I  speak  not  to  disx>rove  what  Brutus  spoke. 
But  here  I  am  to  speak  what  I  do  know. 
You  all  did  love  hun  once, — ^not  without  cause: 
What  cause  withholds  you,  then,  to  mourn  fur  himt 
O  judgment,  thou  art  fled  to  brutish  beasts, 
And  men  have  lost  their  reason! — Bear  with  me; 
My  heart  is  in  the  coffin  there  with  Caesar, 
And  I  must  pause  till  it  come  back  to  ma 

VOL.  V.  O 
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1  CU.  Methinks  there  is  mnch  reason  in  Ms  sayings. 

2  CU,  If  thou  consider  rightly  of  the  matter, 
CsoMT  has  had  great  wrong. 

3  CU.  Has  he,  masters? 
I  fear  there  will  a  worse  come  in  his  place. 

4  CU.  Mark'd  ye  his  words?     He  would  not  take  th« 
Therefore  *tis  certain  he  was  not  ambitions.        ^       [crown  j 

1  CU.  If  it  be  found  so,  some  will  dear  abide  it. 

2  CU.  Poor  soul !  his  eyes  are  red  as  fire  with  weeping. 

3  CU.  There  *s  not  a  nobler  man  in  Rome  than  A  ntony. 

4  CU.  Now  mark  him,  he  bedns  again  to  speak. 
Ant  But  yesterday  the  word  of  Caesar  miclit 

Have  stood  against  the  world :  now  Ues  he  uiere^ 
And  none  so  poor  to  do  him  reverence. 

0  masters,  if  I  were  disposed  to  stir 

Your  hearts  and  minds  to  mutiny  and  rage, 

1  should  do  Brutus  wrong,  and  Cassius  wrou^ 
Who,  you  all  know,  are  nonourable  men : 

I  will  not  do  them  wrong ;  I  rather  choose 

To  wrong  the  dead,  to  wrong  myself  and  you. 

Than  I  will  wrong  such  honourable  men. 

But  here  *s  a  parchment  with  the  seal  of  Caesar,-— 

I  found  it  in  his  closet, — ^*tis  his  will : 

Let  but  the  conmions  hear  this  testament, — 

Which,  pardon  me,  I  do  not  mean  to  read, — 

And  they  would  go  and  kiss  dead  Csesar^s  wounds, 

And  dip  their  napkins  in  his  sacred  blood ; 

Yea,  be^  a  hair  of  him  for  memory. 

And,  d3rmg,  mention  it  within  their  wills, 

Bequeathing  it  as  a  rich  legacy 

Unto  their  issue. 

4  CU.  We'll  hear  the  will :  read  it,  Mark  Antony. 

CUkena.  The  will,  the  will !  we  will  hear  Ccesar's  wilL 

Ant.  Have  patience,  gentle  friends,  I  must  not  I'ead  it; 
It  is  not  meet  you  know  how  Caesar  lov'd  you. 
You  are  not  wood,  you  are  not  stones,  but  men; 
And,  being  men,  hearing  the  will  of  Caesar, 
It  will  inflame  you, — it  will  make  you  mad : 
'Tis  good  you  ^ow  not  that  you  are  his  heirs ; 
For,  if  you  should,  O,  what  would  come  of  it! 

4  CU.  Read  the  will ;  we'll  hear  it,  Antony ; 
You  shall  read  us  the  will, — Caesar's  will. 

Ant.  Will  you  be  patient?  will  you  stay  awhile? 
I  have  o'ershot  myself  to  tell  you  of  it : 
I  fear  I  wrong  the  honourable  men 
Whose  daggers  have  stabb'd  Caesar;  I  do  fear  it 
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4  Cit  They  were  traitors :  honourable  men ! 

Citizens,  The  will!  the  testament! 

2  Cit,  They  were  villains,  murderers:  the  will!  read  the 
wiUl 

Ant  You  will  compel  me,  then,  to  read  the  will? 
Then  make  a  ring  about  the  corse  of  Caesar, 
And  let  me  show  you  him  that  made  the  wiU. 
Shall  I  descend?  and  will  you  give  me  leave? 

CitizenA,  Come  down. 

2  Cit,  Descend.  [Antony  comes  down, 

3  CiL  You  shall  have  leave. 

4  Cit,  A  ring ;  stand  round. 

1  CiL  Stand  from  the  hearse,  stand  from  the  body. 

2  Cit,  Koom  for  Antony, — most  noble  Antony! 
Ant,  Nay,  press  not  so  upon  me;  stand  far  off. 
Citizens.  Stand  back;  room;  bear  back! 

AnL  Kyon  have  tears,  prepare  to  shed  them  now. 
You  all  do  know  this  mantle :  I  remember 
The  first  time  ever  Csesar  put  it  on ; 
'Twas  on  a  summer^s  evenms,  in  his  tent, 
That  day  he  overcame  the  Nervii : — 
Look!  in  this  place  ran  Cassius*  dagger  through : 
See  what  a  rent  the  envious  Casca  made : 
Through  this  the  well-beloved  Brutus  stabb'd; 
And,  as  he  pluck*d  his  cursed  steel  away, 
Mark  how  the  blood  of  Cassar  followed  it, 
As  rushing  out  of  doors,  to  be  resolv'd 
If  Brutus  so  unkindly  knocked  or  no ; 
For  Brutus,  as  you  know,  was  Caesar's  angel : 
Judge,  0  you  gods,  how  dearly  Caesar  loved  him  I 
This  was  the  most  unkindest  cut  of  all ; 
For  when  the  noble  Caesar  saw  him  stab, 
In^titude,  more  strong  than  traitors'  arms. 
Quite  van^uish'd  him:  then  burst  his  mighty  heart; 
And,  in  his  mantle  muffling  up  his  face, 
Kven  at  the  base  of  Pompey  s  ^tatua, 
\Vhich  all  the  while  ran  olood,  great  Caesar  felL 
O,  what  a  fall  was  there,  my  countrymen  1 
Then  I,  and  you,  and  all  of  us  fell  down. 
Whilst  bloody  treason  flourish'd  over  us. 
O,  now  you  weep ;  and  I  perceive  you  feel 
The  dint  of  pity :  these  are  gracious  drops. 
Kind  souls,  what,  weep  you  when  you  but  behold 
Our  Caesar's  vesture  wounded  ?    Look  you  here. 
Here  is  himself,  marred,  as  you  see,  witii  traitors. 

1  Cit,  0  piteous  spectacle! 
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2CU,  0  noble  Caesar! 

SOU.  0  woeful  day! 

4  Cit,  0  traitors,  villains ! 

1  Cit,  0  most  bloody  sight! 

2  CiL  We  will  be  revenged :  reven^, — about, — seek,^ 
3um, — fire, — kill, — slay, — let  not  a  traitor  live. 

Ant.  Stay,  countrymen. 

1  CU,  Peace  there!  hear  the  noble  Antony. 

2  CU,  We'll  hear  him,  we'll  follow  him,  we'll  die  with 

him. 

Ant,  Grood  friends,  sweet  friends,  let  me  not  stir  you  up 
To  such  a  sudden  flood  of  mutiny. 
They  that  have  done  this  deed  are  honourable ; — 
What  private  griefs  they  have,  alas,  1  know  not,    - 
That  made  them  do  it ; — ^they  are  wise  and  honourable^ 
And  will,  no  doubt,  with  reasons  answer  you. 
I  come  not,  Mends,  to  steal  away  your  hearts : 
I  am  no  orator,  as  Brutus  is ; 
But,  as  you  know  me  all,  a  plain  blunt  man, 
That  love  my  friend ;  and  that  they  know  full  well 
That  eave  me  public  leave  to  speak  of  him : 
For  I  nave  neither  wit,  nor  words,  nor  worth, 
Action,  nor  utterance,  nor  the  power  of  speech, 
To  stir  men*s  blood:  I  only  sjjeak  right  on; 
I  tell  you  that  which  you  yourselves  do  know ; 
Show  you  sweet  Caesar's  wounds,  poor  poor  dumb  mouths, 
And  bid  them  speak  for  me :  but  were  I  Brutus, 
And  Bnitus  Antony,  there  were  an  Antony 
Would  ruffle  up  your  spirits,  and  put  a  tongue 
In  every  wound  of  Caesar,  that  should  move 
The  stones  of  Rome  to  rise  and  mutiny. 

Citizens.  We'll  mutiny. 

1  CU,  We'll  bum  the  house  of  Brutus. 

3  Cit.  Away,  then!  come,  seek  the  conspirators. 
Ant.  Yet  hear  me,  countrymen ;  yet  hear  me  speak. 
Citizens.  Peace,  ho!  hear  Antony,  most  noble  Antony. 
A  rU,  Why,  friends,  you  go  to  do  you  know  not  what : 

Wherein  hath  Caesar  thus  deserv'd  your  loves  T 
Alas,  you  know  not, — I  must  tell  you,  then. — 
You  have  forgot  the  will  I  told  you  ofl 

CUizens,  Most  true ; — the  will : — ^let  's  stay  and  hoar  the 
will. 

Ant.  Here  is  the  will,  and  under  Caesar's  seal 
Po  every  Roman  citizen  he  gives. 
To  every  several  man,  seventy-five  drachmas. 

2  CiL  Most  noble  Cassor! — ^we'U  revenge  his  death. 
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ROBERT  DOWNING  AS  MARC  ANTONY. 
JvlUhjls  Caesar.  Act  III.  Se^n^Jl. 
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3  CU,  O  royal  Csesar ! 

AnL  Hear  me  with  patience. 

Citizens,  Peace,  ho ! 

Ant.  Moreover,  he  hath  left  you  aU  his  walks, 
His  private  arbours,  and  new-planted  orchards 
On  this  side  Tiber;  he  hath  left  them  yon. 
And  to  your  heirs  for  ever, — common  pleasures, 
To  walk  abroad  and  recreate  yourselves. 
Here  was  a  Csesar!  when  comes  such  another? 

1  CU,  Never,  never. — Come  away,  away  I 
We'll  bum  his  body  in  the  holy  place. 

And  with  the  brands  fire  the  traitors'  houses. 
Take  up  the  body. 

2  CU.  Go,  fetch  fire. 

3  Cit,  Pluck  down  benches. 

4  CU.  Pluck  down  forms,  windows,  anything. 

[Exennt  Citizens  with  the  body. 
Ant.  Now  let  it  work :  mischief,  thou  art  afoot. 
Take  thQU  what  course  thou  wiltJ 

Enter  a  Servant. 

How  now,  fellowl 

8erv,  Sir,  Octavius  is  already  come  to  Rome. 

AnL  Where  is  he? 

Berv,  He  and  Lepidus  are  at  Caesar's  house. 

AnL  And  thither  will  I  straight  to  visit  him : 
He  comes  upon  a  wish.    Fortune  is  merry. 
And  in  this  mood  will  give  us  anything. 

Sero.  I  heard  him  say  Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  rid  like  madmen  through  the  gates  of  Rome. 

AnL  Belike  they  had  some  notice  of  the  people, 
How  I  had  mov'd  them.    Bring  me  to  Octavius.      [BkieunL 


SCENE  III— RoMB.    A  Street. 

Enter  Cinna  t?ie  Poet, 
dn.  I  dreamt  to-night  that  I  did  feast  with  Caesar. 
And  things  unlucky  charge  my  fantasy : 
I  have  no  will  to  wander  forth  of  doors, 
Yet  something  leads  me  forth. 

Enter  Citizens. 

1  CiL  What  is  your  name  ? 

2  CiL  Whither  are  you  going? 

3  CiL  Where  do  you  dwell? 
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4  CiL  Are  you  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor? 

2  CiL  Answer  every  man  directly. 

1  Cit  Ay,  and  briefly. 
4  Cit,  Ay,  and  wisely. 

3  CU.  Ay,  and  tmly,  you  were  best. 

Cin.  What  is  my  name?  Whither  am  I  going?  Where 
io  I  dwell?  Am  I  a  married  man  or  a  bachelor?  Then, 
to  answer  every  man  directly  and  briefly,  wisely  and  truly. 
— Wisely,  I  say  I  am  a  bachelor. 

2  CiL  That^s  as  much  as  to  say  they  are  fools  that 
marry:  you'll  bear  me  a  bang  for  that,  I  fear.  Proceed ; 
directly. 

('in.  Directly,  I  am  going  to  Caesar's  funeral 

1  CiL  As  a  friend  or  an  enemy  ? 
Cin.  As  a  friend. 

2  CU,  That  matter  is  answered  directly. 

4  CiL  For  your  dwelling, — briefly. 
Cin,  Briefly,  1  dwell  by  the  CapitoL 

3  Cit.  Your  name,  sir,  truly. 
Cin.  Truly,  my  name  is  Cinna. 

1  Cit.  Tear  him  to  pieces ;  he 's  a  conspirator. 
Cin.  I  am  Cinna  the  poet,  I  am  Cinna  the  poet. 

4  CiL  Tear  him  for  im  bad  verses,  tear  him  for  his  bad 
verses. 

Cin,  I  am  not  Cinna  the  conspirator. 

4  CiL  It  is  no  matter,  his  name's  Cinna;  pluck  but  hia 
name  out  of  his  heart,  and  turn  him  going. 

3  Cit.  Tear  him,  tear  him!  Come,  brands,  ho!  fire> 
brands:  to  Brutus*,  to  Cassius',  bum  all:  some  to  Decius* 
house,  and  some  to  Casca's;  some  to  ligarius' :  away,  go! 

[Exeuht, 


ACT  IV. 

SCENE  I.— Rome.    A  Soom  in  Antony's  ff<mse. 

Antony,  Octavius,  and  Lkpidus,  seated  at  a  table. 
AnL  These   many,   then,  shall    die;   their   names    are 

prick*d. 
OcL  Your  brother  too  must  die;  consent  you,  Lepidus? 
Lep.  1  do  consent. 

OcL  Prick  him  down,  Antony. 

Lep.  Upon  condition  Publius  shall  not  live^ 
Who  is  your  sister's  son,  Mark  Antony. 
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Ant.  He  shall  not  live ;  look,  with  a  spot  I  damn  him. 
But,  Lepidns,  go  you  to  Caesar's  house ; 
Fetch  the  will  hither,  and  we  shall  determine 
How  to  cut  off  some  charge  in  legacies. 

Lep,  What,  shall  I  find  you  here? 

Oct,  Or  here  or  at  the  Capitol.  [Exit  LEPiDxra 

Ant.  This  is  a  slight  unmeritable  man. 
Meet  to  be  sent  on  errands :  is  it  fit, 
The  threefold  world  divided,  he  should  stand 
One  of  the  three  to  share  it  ? 

Oct.  So  you  thought  him ; 

And  took  his  voice  who  should  be  prick'd  to  die, 
In  our  black  sentence  and  proscription. 

Ant.  Octavius,  1  have  seen  more  days  than  yout 
And  though  we  lay  these  honours  on  this  man. 
To  ease  ourselves  of  divers  slanderous  loads. 
He  shall  but  bear  them  as  the  ass  bears  gold. 
To  groan  and  sweat  under  the  business. 
Either  led  or  driven,  aa  we  point  the  way ; 
And  having  brought  our  treasure  where  we  will. 
Then  take  we  down  his  load,  and  turn  him  of^ 
Like  to  the  empty  ass,  to  shake  his  ears 
And  graze  in  commons. 

Oct.  You  may  do  your  will : 

But  he 's  a  tried  and  valiant  soldier. 

AnL  So  is  my  horse,  Octavius;  and  for  that 
I  do  appoint  him  store  of  provender : 
It  is  a  creature  that  I  teach  to  fight. 
To  wind,  to  stop,  to  run  directly  on, — 
His  corporal  motion  govern'd  by  my  spirit. 
And,  in  some  taste,  is  Lepidus  but  so ; 
He  must  be  taught,  and  train' d,  and  bid  go  forth;— 
A  barren-spirited  fellow ;  one  that  feeds 
On  abject  orts  and  imitations. 
Which,  out  of  use  and  stal'd  by  other  men. 
Begin  his  fashion :  do  not  talk  of  him 
But  as  a  property.     And  now,  Octavius, 
Listen  great  things. — Brutus  and  Cassius 
Are  levying  powers :  we  must  straight  make  headi 
Therefore  let  our  alliance  be  combin'd. 
Our  best  friends  made,  our  means  stretched; 
And  let  us  presently  go  sit  in  council. 
How  covert  matters  may  be  best  disclos'd. 
And  open  perils  surest  answered. 

Oct.  Let  us  do  so :  for  we  arc  at  the  stakes 
And  bay'd  about  with  many  enemies; 
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And  some  that  smile  have  in  their  hearts,  I  fear. 

Millions  of  mischiefs.  [EjieunL 

SCENE  JLSe/ore  Brittus*s  Tent,  in  the  Camp 
near  Sardis, 

Drum,    Enter  Brutus,  Lucilius,  Lucius,  and  Soldiers; 
TiTiNius  and  Pindarus  meeting  them, 

Bru,  Stand,  ho  I 

LudL  Give  the  word,  ho !  and  stand. 

Brti,  What  now,  Lucilius !  is  Cassius  near? 

LucU.  He  is  at  hand ;  and  Pindarus  is  come 
To  do  you  salutation  from  his  master. 

[Pin.  gives  a  letter  to  Bsir. 

Bru.  He  greets  me  welL — ^Your  master,  Pindanis, 
In  his  own  change,  or  by  ill  ofiScers, 
Hath  given  me  some  worthy  cause  to  wish 
Things  done  tmdone:  but  if  he  be  at  hand 
I  shsJl  be  satisfied. 

Pin,  I  do  not  doubt 

But  that  my  noble  master  will  appear 
Such  as  he  is,  full  of  regard  and  honour. 

Bru*  He  is  not  doubted.— A  word,  Lucilius; 
How  he  receiVd  you  let  me  be  resolv'd. 

LuciL  With  courtesy  and  with  respect  enough; 
But  not  with  such  familiar  instances. 
Nor  with  such  free  and  friendly  conference 
As  he  hath  us'd  of  old. 

Bru.  Thou  hast  described 

A  hot  friend  cooling :  ever  note,  Lucilius, 
When  love  begins  to  sicken  and  decay. 
It  useth  an  enforced  ceremony. 
There  are  no  tricks  in  plain  and  simple  faith : 
But  hollow  men,  like  horses  hot  at  hand. 
Make  sallant  show  and  promise  of  their  mettle ; 
But  when  they  should  endure  the  bloody  spur. 
They  fall  their  crests,  and,  like  deceitful  jades, 
Sink  in  the  triaL     Comes  his  army  on  ? 

LudL  They  mean  this  night  in  Sardis  to  be  quarter'd ; 
Xhe  greater  part,  the  horse  in  general. 
Are  come  with  Cassius.  ^  [March  ivithin 

Bru,  Hark  I  he  is  arriv'd : 

March  gently  on  to  meet  hinL 

Miter  Cassius  and  Soldien. 
Cos.  Stand, ho! 
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Bru,  Stand,  ho!  speak  the  word  along. 

WUhin,  Standi 

WUhin.  Standi 

WUhiTi,  Stand! 

Ca»,  Most  noble  brother,  you  have  done  me  wrong. 

Brru  .  Judge  me,  you  j^ods  1  wrong  I  mine  enemies  ? 
And,  if  not  so,  how  shomd  I  wrong  a  brother  ? 

Cos.  Brutus,  this  sober  form  of  yours  hides  wrongs; 
And  when  you  do  them, — 

Bru,  ^  Cassius,  be  content; 

Speak  your  griefs  softly, — I  do  know  you  well : — 
Before  the  eves  of  both  our  armies  here. 
Which  should  perceive  nothing  but  love  from  us, 
Let  us  not  wrangle :  bid  them  move  away ; 
Then  in  my  tent,  Cassius,  enlarge  your  griefis. 
And  I  will  give  you  audience. 

Cos.  Pindarus, 

Bid  our  commanders  lead  their  charges  off 
A  little  from  this  CToimd. 

B'ni,  LucDius,  So  you  the  like ;  and  let  no  man 
Clome  to  our  tent  till  we  have  done  our  conference. 
Let  Lucius  and  Titinius  guard  our  door.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  HL—WUMn  the  TerU  o/ Brutus. 

Unter  Brutus  and  Cassius. 

Cos,  That  you  have  wronged  me  doth  appear  in  this,  «- 
You  have  condemn'd  and  noted  Lucius  Pella 
For  taking  bribes  here  of  the  Sardians  ; 
Wherein  my  letters,  praying  on  his  side, 
Because  I  knew  the  man,  were  slighted  off. 

Bru,  You  wron^d  yourself  to  write  in  such  a  case. 

Caa.  In  such  a  ume  as  this  it  is  not  meet 
That  every  nice  offence  should  bear  his  comment. 

Bru,  Let  me  teU  you,  Cassius,  you  yourself 
Are  much  condemn'd  to  have  an  itching  palm ; 
To  sell  and  mart  your  offices  for  gold 
To  undeservers. 

Cos.  I  an  itching  palm ! 

You  know  that  you  are  Brutus  that  speak  this, 
Or,  by  the  gods,  this  speech  were  else  your  last. 

Bru.  The  name  of  Cassius  honours  this  corruption. 
And  chastisement  doth  therefore  hide  his  head. 

Cos.  Chastisement!     ' 

Bru,  Bemember  March,  the  ides  of  March  rememberl 
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Did  not  great  Julius  bleed  for  justice'  sake? 
What  villain  touched  his  body,  that  did  stab, 
And  not  for  justice?    What,  shall  one  of  us, 
That  struck  the  foremost  man  of  all  this  world 
But  for  supporting  robbers,  shall  we  now 
Contaminate  our  fingers  with  base  bribes. 
And  sell  the  mighty  space  of  our  large  honours 
For  so  much  trash  as  may  be  grasped  thus? — 
I  had  rather  be  a  dog,  and  bay  the  moon. 
Than  such  a  Roman. 

Ca8.  Brutus,  bay  not  me, — 

m  not  endure  it :  you  forget  yourself 
To  hedge  me  in ;  I  am  a  soldier,  J, 
Older  in  practice,  abler  than  yourself 
To  make  conditions. 

Bni,  Go  to;  you  are  not,  Cassius. 

Caa.  I  am. 

Bru.  I  say  you  are  not. 

Cos,  Urge  me  no  more,  I  shall  forget  myself; 
Have  mina  upon  your  health,  tempt  me  no  further. 

Bru.  Away,  slight  man  1 

Cos.  Is't  iKWsible? 

Bru,  Hear  me,  for  I  will  speak. 

Must  I  give  way  and  room  to  your  rash  cnoler? 
Shall  I  be  frighted  when  a  madman  stares? 

Cos.  0  ye  gods,  ye  gods !  must  I  endure  aU  this? 

Bru,   All  this!    ay,  more:    fret  till  your  proud  heart 
break; 
Go,  show  your  slaves  how  choleric  you  are. 
And  make  your  bondmen  tremble.    Must  I  budge? 
Must  I  observe  you?    Must  I  stand  and  crouch 
Under  your  testy  humour?    By  the  gods. 
You  shall  digest  the  venom  of  your  spleen 
Though  it  do  split  you ;  for  from  this  day  forth 
I'll  use  you  for  my  mirth,  yea,  for  my  laughter, 
When  you  are  waspish. 

Cos.  Is  it  come  to  this? 

Bru,  You  say  you  are  a  better  soldier : 
Let  it  appear  so ;  make  your  vaunting  true. 
And  it  shall  please  me  well :  for  mine  own  part, 
I  shall  be  glaa  to  learn  of  noble  men. 

Cas.  You  wrong  me  every  way;  you  wrong  me,  Brutus; 
[  said  an  elder  soldier,  not  a  better : 
Did  I  say  better? 

Bru.  If  you  did,  I  care  not. 

Cos,  When  Csesar  liv^d,  he  durst  not  thus  have  mov'd  mat 
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Bru   Peace,  peace!  you  durst  not  so  have  tempted  liim. 

Ca8,  I  durst  not  \ 

Bru,  No. 

C<M,  What,  durst  not  tempt  hiTi  I 

Bru,  For  your  life  you  durst  not 

Cds,  Do  not  presume  too  much  upon  my  love ; 
I  may  do  that  I  shall  be  sorry  for. 

Bra,  You  have  done  that  you  should  be  sorry  for. 
There  is  no  terror,  Cassius,  in  your  threats ; 
For  I  am  arm'd  so  strong  in  honesty 
That  they  pass  by  me  as  the  idle  wind. 
Which  I  respect  not.    I  did  send  to  you 
For  certain  sums  of  gold,  which  you  denied  me  ;— 
For  I  can  raise  no  money  by  vile  means: 
By  heaven,  I  had  rather  coin  my  heart. 
And  drop  my  blood  for  drachmas,  than  to  wring 
From  the  hard  hands  of  peasants  their  vile  trasn 
By  any  indirection ; — I  did  send 
To  you  for  gold  to  pay  my  legions. 
Which  you  denied  me :  was  that  done  like  Cassius  T 
Should  I  have  answer'd  Cains  Cassius  so? 
When  Marcus  Brutus  grows  so  covetous. 
To  lock  such  rascal  counters  from  his  friends, 
Be  ready,  gods,  with  all  your  thunderbolts, 
Dash  him  to  pieces! 

Cos.  I  denied  you  not 

BriL  Yon  did. 

Caa,  I  did  not :  he  was  but  a  fool  that  brought 
My  answer  back. — Brutus  hath  riVd  my  heart: 
A  friend  should  bear  his  friend's  iniirmities. 
But  Brutus  makes  mine  greater  than  they  are. 

Bru,  I  do  not,  till  you  practise  them  on  me. 

Cda.  You  love  me  not. 

Bru,  I  do  not  like  your  faults. 

Cda,  A  friendly  eye  could  never  see  such  faults. 

Bru.  A  flatterer's  would  not,  though  they  do  appear 
As  huge  as  high  Ol3rmpus. 

Can,  Come,  Antony,  and  young  Octavius,  come, 
Kevenge  yourselves  alone  on  Cassius, 
For  Cassius  is  aweary  of  the  world ; 
Hated  by  one  he  loves ;  brav'd  by  his  brother ; 
Check'd  like  a  bondman ;  all  his  faults  observ-'d. 
Set  in  a  notebook,  leam'd,  and  conn'd  by  rote, 
To  cast  into  my  teeth.    0,  I  could  weep 
My  spirit  from  mine  eyes! — ^There  is  my  dagger, 
And  nere  my  naked  breast;  within,  a  heart 
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"Dearer  than  Plutus*  mine,  richer  than  gold: 

If  that  thou  Wst  a  Roman,  take  it  forth ; 

I,  that  denied  thee  gold,  will  give  mv  heart : 

Strike,  as  thou  didst  at  Csesar;  for  I  know, 

When  thou  didst  hate  him  worst,  thou  lov'dst  him  better 

Than  ever  thou  lov'dst  Cassius. 

Bnu  ^         Sheathe  your  dagger: 

Be  angry  when  yon  will,  it  shall  have  Bcoi^e ; 
Do  what  you  wul,  dishonour  shall  be  humour. 
O  Cassius,  you  are  yoked  with  a  lamb, 
That  carries  aimer  as  the  flint  bears  tire ; 
Who,  much  enrorced,  shows  a  hasty  spark. 
And  straight  is  cold  again. 

Cos,  Hath  Cassius  liv'd 

To  be  but  mirth  and  laughter  to  his  Brutus, 
When  grief  and  blood  ill-temper*d  vexeth  him? 

Bru,  When  I  spoke  that  I  was  ill-temper'd  too. 

Ccu.  Do  you  confess  so  much?    Give  me  your  hand. 

Brti,  And  my  heart  too. 

Caa,  O  Brutus, — 

Bru.  What 's  the  matter? 

Gcu,  Have  not  you  love  enough  to  bear  with  me, 
When  that  rash  humour  which  my  mother  gave  me 
Makes  me  forgetful? 

Bru,  Yes,  Cassius ;  and  from  henceforth, 

When  vou  are  over-earnest  with  your  Brutus, 
He'U  think  your  mother  chides,  and  leave  you  so. 

[N'oiae  toitJun, 

Poet  [within.]  Let  me  go  in  to  see  the  genenJs; 
rhere  is  some  grudge  between  'em ;  'tis  not  meet 
They  be  alone. 

LucU.  [toithin,]  You  shall  not  come  to  them. 

Poet.  [wUhin.]  Nothing  but  death  shall  stay  me. 

Enter  Poet,  followed  by  Luciuus  and  Titiniu& 

Cos.  How  now!  what's  the  matter? 

Poet  For  shame,  you  generals!  what  do  you  mean? 
Love,  and  be  friends,  as  two  such  men  should  be; 
For  I  have  seen  more  years,  I'm  sure,  than  ye. 

Cos.  Ha,  ha!  how  vilely  doth  this  cynic  rhyme! 

Bru.  Get  you  hence,  sirrah;  saucy  fellow,  hence! 

Caa.  Bear  with  him,  Brutus ;  'tis  his  fashion. 

Bru.  I'll  know  his  humour  when  he  knows  his  time: 
What  should  the  wars  do  with  these  jigging  fools? 
Companion,  hence! 

Caa.  Away,  away,  be  gone!  [Exit  Poet. 
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Bru,  Ludliiis  and  Titinius,  bid  the  commauders 
Prepare  to  lodge  their  companies  to-night. 

Cos.  And  come  yourselves,  and  bring  Messala  with  yon 
Immediately  to  us.  [Exeunt  Lucil.  and  'Vvr, 

Bnu  Lncius,  a  bowl  of  wine! 

Cos.  I  did  not  think  you  could  have  been  so  angry. 

Dnu  0  Cassius,  I  am  sick  of  many  griefs. 

Cas.  Of  your  philosophy  you  make  no  use 
If  you  give  place  to  accidental  evils. 

liru.  No  man  bears  sorrow  better. — ^Portia  is  dead. 

Cos,  Ha!  Portia! 

Bru.  She  is  dead. 

Cos.  How  scap'd  I  killing  when  I  crossed  you  so? — 

0  insupportable  and  touching  loss  I — 
Upon  what  sickness? 

Bru,  Impatient  of  my  absence, 

And  grief  that  young  Octavius  with  Jd  ark  Antony 
Have  made  themselves  so  strong ;  for  with  her  death 
That  tidings  came ; — ^with  this  sue  fell  distract, 
And,  her  attendants  absent,  swallowed  fire. 

Caa,  And  died  so? 

Bru,  Even  so. 

Cos,  0  ye  immortal  gods. 

Enter  Lucius  with  wine  and  tapers, 

Bru,  Speak  no  more  of  her. — Give  me  a  bowl  of  wine. — 
In  this  I  bury  all  unkindness,  Cassius.  [Drinks. 

Ca^  My  heart  is  thirsty  for  that  noble  pledge. — 
Fill,  Lucius,  till  the  wine  o'erswell  the  cup; 

1  cannot  driuk  too  much  of  Brutus'  love.  [Drinks, 
Bru,  Come  in,  Titinius! 

Re-enter  Titinius,  with  Messala. 

Welcome,  good  Messala! — 
Nf'W  sit  we  close  about  this  taper  here. 
And  call  in  question  our  necessities. 

Cew.  Portia,  art  thou  gone? 

Bru.  No  more,  I  pray  you.— 

Messala,  I  have  here  received  letters, 
That  young  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 
Come  down  ui»on  us  with  a  mighty  power. 
Bending  their  expedition  toward  Philippi. 

Mes,  Myself  have  letters  of  the  self -same  tenor. 

Bru,  With  what  addition? 

lies.  That,  by  proscription  and  bills  of  outlawry. 
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Octavius,  Antony,  and  Lepidus 

Have  put  to  death  an  hundred  senators. 

Bru,  Therein  our  letters  do  not  well  agree; 
Mine  speak  of  seventy  senators  that  died 
By  their  proscriptions,  Cicero  being  one. 

Cos,  Cicero  one! 

Mes,  Cicero  is  dead. 

And  by  that  order  of  proscription. — 
Had  you  your  letters  from  your  wife,  my  lord? 

Bru.  No,  Messala. 

Mes,  Nor  nothing  in  your  letters  writ  of  her? 

Bni,  Nothing,  AlessaJa. 

Mea,  That,  methinks,  is  strange. 

Bru,  Why  ask  you?  hear  you  aught  of  her  in  ycfurs? 

Mes.  No,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Now,  as  you  are  a  Roman,  tell  me  true. 

Me8.  Then  like  a  Roman  bear  the  truth  I  tell : 
For  certain  she  is  dead,  and  by  strange  manner. 

Bru.  Why,  farewell,  Portia. — We  must  die,  Messala ; 
With  meditating  that  she  must  die  once, 
I  have  the  patience  to  endure  it  now. 

Me8.  Even  so  great  men  great  losses  should  endure. 

Gas.  I  have  as  much  of  this  in  art  as  you. 
But  yet  my  nature  could  not  bear  it  so. 

Bru,  Well,  to  our  work  alive.     What  do  you  think 
Of  marching  to  Philippi  presently! 

Cos.  I  do  not  think  it  good. 

Bru.  Your  reason? 

Cos.  This  it  is : 

*Tis  better  that  the  enemy  seek  us : 
So  shall  he  waste  his  means,  weary  his  soldiers. 
Doing  himself  offence ;  whilst  we,  Ijnng  still. 
Are  rail  of  rest,  defence,  and  nimbleness. 

Bru.  Good  reasons  must,  of  force,  give  place  to  bettec 
The  people  'twixt  Philippi  and  this  ground 
Do  stand  but  in  a  forc'd  affection ; 
For  they  have  grudg'd  us  contribution : 
The  enemy,  marching  along  by  them. 
By  them  shall  make  a  fuller  number  up. 
Come  on  refresh'd,  new-aided,  and  encour^d; 
From  which  advantage  shall  we  cut  him  off 
If  at  Philippi  we  do  fece  him  there, 
These  people  at  oiir  back. 

Cos.  Hear  me,  good  brother. 

Bru,  Under  your  pardon. — You  must  note  beside^ 
That  we  have  tried  the  utmost  of  our  friends. 
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Out  legions  are  brimful,  our  canse  is  ripe : 

The  enemy  increaseth  every  day ; 

We,  at  the  height,  are  ready  to  decline. 

There  is  a  tide  m  the  affairs  of  men 

Which,  taken  at  the  flood,  leads  on  to  fortune; 

Omitted,  all  the  voyage  of  their  life 

Is  bound  in  shallows  and  in  miseries. 

On  such  a  fidl  sea  are  we  now  afloat ; 

And  we  must  take  the  current  when  it  serves, 

Or  lose  our  venturer 

Cflw.  Then,  with  your  will,  go  on ; 

We'll  along  ourselves,  and  meet  them  at  Phflippi 

Bra,  The  deep  of  night  is  crept  upon  our  talk, 
And  nature  must  obey  necessity ; 
Which  we  will  niggard  with  a  little  rest. 
There  is  no  more  to  say? 

Cos,  No  more.    Good-night : 

Early  to-morrow  will  we  rise,  and  hence. 

Bru,  Lucius,  my  gown.  [Exit  Lucius.]  Farewell,  good 
Good-night,  Titinius; — ^noble,  noble  Cassius,  [Messala: — 
Good-nighty  and  good  repose. 

Cda,  O  my  dear  brother  1 

This  was  an  ill  bednning  of  the  night : 
Never  come  such  division  'tween  our  souls! 
Let  it  not,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Everything  is  well. 

Ca8,  Good-night,  my  lord. 

Bru,  Good-night,  good  brother. 

Tit,  and  Mea.  Good-night,  Lord  Brutus. 

Bi^,  Farewell,  every  one. 

[Exeunt  Cas.,  Tit.,  and  Mes, 

Be-enter  Lucius  tvith  the  gown. 
Give  me  the  gown.     Where  is  thy  instrument? 

Luc  Here  in  the  tent. 

Bra,  What,  thou  speak'st  drowsily 

Poor  knave,  I  blame  thee  not;  thou  art  o'er-v  acch'd. 
Call  Claudius  and  some  other  of  my  men ; 
I'll  have  them  sleep  on  cushions  in  my  tent. 

Luc  Varro  and  Claudius! 

Enter  Varbo  and  Claudius. 

Var,  Calls  my  lord? 

Bru,  I  pray  you,"sirs,  lie  in  my  tent  and  sleep; 
It  may  be  I  shaU  raise  you  by  and  by 
On  business  to  my  brother  Cassiua. 
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Var.  So  please  you,  we  will  stand  and  watch  your  plan- 
sure. 

Bru,  I  will  not  have  it  so :  lie  down,  good  sirs; 
It  may  be  I  shall  otherwise  bethink  me. — 
Look,  Lucius,  here  's  the  book  I  sought  for  so ; 
I  put  it  in  the  pocket  of  my  gown. 

[Var.  and  Claud,  lit  down. 

Luc  I  was  sure  your  lordship  did  not  give  it  me. 

Bru.  Bear  with  me,  good  boy,  I  am  much  forgetfuL 
Canst  thou  hold  up  thy  heavy  eyes  awhile, 
And  touch  thy  instrument  a  strain  or  two? 

Ltic.  Ay,  my  lord,  an't  please  you. 

Bru,  It  does,  my  boy: 

I  trouble  thee  too  much,  but  thou  art  willing. 

Luc  It  is  my  duty,  sir. 

Bru,  I  should  not  urge  thy  duty  past  thy  might; 
[  know  young  bloods  look  for  a  time  of  rest. 

Luc  I  have  slept,  my  lord,  already. 

Bru,  It  was  well  done ;  and  thou  shalt  sleep  again; 
I  will  not  hold  thee  long :  if  I  do  live 
I  will  be  good  to  thee.  [Music  and  a  Song, 

This  is  a  sleepy  tune. — 0  murderous  slumber, 
Lay'st  thou  thy  leaden  mace  upon  my  boy 
That  plays  the  music? — Gentle  knave,  good-night; 
I  will  not  do  thee  so  much  wrong  to  wake  thee : 
If  thou  dost  nod,  thou  break*st  thy  instrument ; 
m  take  it  from  thee ;  and,  good  boy,  good-night — 
Let  me  see,  let  me  see ; — is  not  the  leaf  tum'd  down 
Where  1  left  reading?    Here  it  is,  I  think.  [SUs  down. 

Enter  the  Ghost  o/*Cjssar. 
How  ill  this  taper  bums! — Ha!  who  comes  here? 
( think  it  is  the  weakness  of  mine  eyes 
That  shapes  this  monstrous  apparition. 
It  comes  upon  me. — ^Art  thou  anything? 
Art  thou  some  god,  some  angel,  or  some  devil, 
That  mak^st  my  blood  cold,  and  my  hair  to  stare? 
Speak  to  me  what  thou  art 

OhosL  Thy  evil  spirit,  Brutus. 

Bru.  Why  com*st  thou? 

Ghost  To  tell  thee  thou  shalt  see  me  at  PhilippL 

Bru.  WeU; 
Then  £  shall  see  thee  again? 

Ghost.  Ay,  at  PhilippL 

Bru,  Why,  I  will  see  thee  at  Philippi,  then. — 

[.^^  Ghost. 
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Now,  I  have  taken  heart  thou  vanishest : 

111  spirit,  I  would  hold  more  talk  with  thee. — 

P^oyLuciaal — ^Varrol  Claudius! — sirs,  awake  I — 

Claudius! 

Luc  The  strings,  my  lord,  are  false. 

liru.  He  thinks  he  still  is  at  his  instmmenl — 
Lucius,  awake! 

Luc  My  lord?  ' 

Bru.  Didst  thou  dream,  Lucius,  that  thou  so  oriedst  out! 

Luc  My  lord,  I  do  not  know  that  I  did  cry. 

Uru,  Yes,  that  thou  didst:  didst  thou  see  anything? 

Luc  Nothing,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Sleep  again,  Lucius. — Sirrah,  Claudius! 
Fdllow,  thou,  awake! 

Var.  My  lord? 

Clau,  My  lord? 

Bru.  Why  did  you  cry  so  out,  sirs,  in  your  sleep? 

Var.  and  Clau.  Did  we,  my  lord? 

Bru.  Ay :  saw  you  anything? 

Var,  No,  my  lord,  I  saw  nothing. 

Clau.  Nor  I,  my  lord. 

Bru.  Go  and  commend  me  to  my  hrother  Cassius ; 
Bid  him  set  on  his  powers  betimes  before, 
And  we  will  follow. 

Var.  atid  Clau,    It  shall  be  done,  my  lord.         [thceunL 


ACT   V. 

SCENE  L'-The  Plam»  qf  PkUippL 

Enter  Octavius,  Antont,  and  tlieir  Army. 

Oct.  Now,  Antony,  our  hopes  are  answered: 
Tou  said  the  enemy  would  not  come  down. 
But  keep  the  hills  and  upper  regions ; 
It  proves  not  so :  their  battles  are  at  hand; 
They  mean  to  warn  us  at  Philippi  here, 
Answering  before  we  do  demand  of  them. 

Ant.  Tut,  I  am  in  their  bosoms,  and  I  know 
Wherefore  they  do  it :  they  could  be  content 
To  visit  other  places ;  and  come  down 
With  fearful  bravery,  thinking  by  this  face 
To  fasten  in  our  thoughts  that  they  have  courage;. 
But  ^tis  not  so. 

VOU  V.  P 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Prepare  you,  generals : 

The  enemy  comes  on  in  gallant  show; 
I'heir  bloody  sign  of  battle  is  him^  out^ 
And  somethmjg  to  be  done  immediately. 

Ant,  Octavius,  lead  your  battle  softly  on. 
Upon  the  left  hand  of  the  even  field. 

Oct,  Upon  the  right  hand  I ;  keep  thou  the  left. 

Ant.  Why  do  you  cross  me  in  this  exigent? 

Oct,  I  do  not  cross  you ;  but  I  will  do  so.  [MarcK 

Drum.    Enter  Brutus,  Cassi us,  and  their  Army ;  LuciLnra^ 
TiTiNius,  Messala,  and  others. 

Bnu  They  stand,  and  would  have  parley. 

CcM,  Stand  fast,  Titinius :  we  must  out  and  talk. 

Oct,  Mark  Antony,  shall  we  give  sign  of  battle? 
•  AnL  No,  Caesar,  we  will  answer  on  their  charge. 
Hake  forth ;  the  generals  would  have  some  wordi. 

Oct,  Stir  not  until  the  signal. 

Bru,  Words  before  blows:  is  it  so,  countrymen? 

OcL  Not  that  we  love  words  better,  as  you  do. 

Bru,  Grood  words  are  better  than  bad  strokes,  Octavioii^ 

Ant,  In  your  bad  strokes,  Brutus,  you  give  good  worus: 
Witness  the  hole  you  made  in  Oaesar*s  he^t, 
Crjring,  Long  live/  hail,  Caisar! 

Cos,  Antony, 

The  iwsture  of  your  blows  are  yet  unknown; 
But  for  your  words,  they  rob  the  Hybla  bees, 
And  leave  them  honeyless. 

Ant,  Not  stingless  too. 

Bru.  0,  yes,  and  soundless  too ; 
For  you  have  stol'n  their  buzzing,  Antony, 
And  very  wisely  threat  before  you  sting. 

Ant,  Villains,  you  did  not  so  when  your  vile  daggers 
Hack'd  one  another  in  the  sides  of  Caesar : 
You  show'd  your  teeth  like  apes,  and  fawn*d  like  hounds, 
And  bow'd  like  bondmen,  kissing  Caesar's  feet; 
Whilst  damned  Casca,  like  a  cur,  behind, 
Sti-uck  Caesar  on  the  neck.     0  you  flatterers ! 

Cas.  Flatterers! — Now,  Brutus,  thank  yourself: 
This  tongue  had  not  offended  so  to-day 
If  Cassius  might  have  rul'd. 

Oct,  Come,  come,  the  cause :  if  arguing  make  as  8we«% 
The  proof  of  it  will  turn  to  redder  dxopa. 
Look, — 
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I  draw  a  sword  against  conspirators ; 

When  think  you  that  the  sword  goes  np  again? — 

Never  till  Caesar^s  three-and-thirty  wounds 

Be  well  aveng'd;  or  till  another  uajsar 

Have  added  daughter  to  the  sword  of  traitors. 

BiiL  Caesar,  thou  canst  not  die  by  traitors*  handu^ 
Unless  thou  bring'st  them  with  thee. 

Oct.  So  I  hope ; 

I  was  not  bom  to  die  on  Brutus'  sword. 

Bru,  0,  if  thou  wert  the  noblest  of  thy  strain. 
Young  man,  thou  couldst  not  die  more  honourable. 

Cos,  A  peevish  school-boy,  wortliless  of  such  honour 
Join'd  witn  a  masker  and  a  reveller! 

A  Tit,  Old  Cassius  still ! 

Oct.  Come,  Antony;  away! — 

Defiance,  traitors,  hurl  we  in  your  teeth : 
If  you  dare  fight  to-day,  come  to  the  field; 
If  not,  when  you  have  stomachs. 

[Exeunt  Oct.,  Ant.,  and  their  Army, 

Ca8.  Wh^,  now,  blow  wind,  swell  billow,  and  swim  barki 
The  storm  is  up,  and  all  is  on  the  hazard. 

Bru.  Ho,  Lucilius !  hark,  a  word  with  you. 

LuctL  My  lord, 

[Beu.  and  'Lucnu' converse  apart, 

CoA,  Messala, — 

Mes.  What  says  my  general? 

CcM.  Messala, 

This  is  my  birth-day ;  as  this  very  day 
Was  Cassius  bom.     Give  me  thy  hand,  Messala ; 
Be  thou  my  witness  that,  against  my  will. 
As  Pompey  was,  am  I  compelFd  to  set 
U])on  one  battle  all  our  liberties. 
You  know  that  I  held  Epicurus  strong, 
And  his  opinion :  now  I  change  my  mmd. 
And  partly  credit  things  that  do  presage. 
Coming  from  Sardis,  on  our  former  ensign 
Two  mighty  eagles  fell ;  and  there  they  perch'd. 
Gorging  and  feeing  from  our  soldiers'  hands; 
Who  to  PhiHppi  here  consorted  us : 
This  morning  are  they  fled  away  and  gone ,  ^ 
And  in  their  steads  do  ravens,  crows,  and  kites 
Fly  o'er  our  heads,  and  downward  look  on  us. 
As  we  were  sickly  prey :  their  shadows  seem 
A  canopy  most  fatal,  under  which 
Our  army  lies,  ready  to  give  up  the  ghost. 

Me9,  Believe  not  sow 
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Cas.  I  but  believe  it  partly ; 

For  I  am  fresh  of  spirit ;  and  resolv'd 
To  meet  all  perils  very  constantly. 

Bra,  Even  so,  Lucilius. 

Caa,  Now,  most  noble  Brutus, 

The  gods  to-day  stand  friendly,  that  we  may, 
Lovers  in  peace,  lead  on  our  days  to  a^e! 
But,  since  the  affairs  of  men  rest  still  mcertain. 
Let 's  reason  with  the  worst  that  may  befall. 
If  we  do  lose  this  battle,  then  is  this 
The  very  last  time  we  shall  speak  together: 
What  are  you,  then,  determined  to  do? 

Bru.  Even  by  the  rule  of  that  philosophy 
By  which  I  did  blame  Cato  for  the  death 
Which  he  did  give  himself — ^I  know  not  how, 
But  I  do  find  it  cowardly  and  vile, 
For  fear  of  what  might  fall,  so  to  prevent 
The  time  of  life : — arming  myself  with  patience 
To  stay  the  providence  of  some  high  x)Owers 
That  govern  us  below. 

Cos,  Then,  if  we  lose  this  battle, 

)rou  are  contented  to  be  led  in  triumph 
Thorough  the  streets  of  Bome? 

Bru,  No^  Cassius,  no :  think  not,  thou  noble  Roman, 
That  ever  Brutus  will  ^o  bound  to  Rome; 
He  bears  too  great  a  mmd.     But  this  same  day 
Must  end  that  work  the  ides  of  March  began ; 
And  whether  we  shall  meet  again  I  know  notL 
Therefore  our  everlasting  farewell  take : 
For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Cassius ! 
If  we  do  meet  again,  why,  we  shall  smile ; 
If  not,  why,  then,  this  parting  was  well  niada 

Cos.  For  ever,  and  for  ever,  farewell,  Brutus! 
If  we  do  meet  again  we'll  smile  indeed ; 
If  not,  'tis  true  this  parting  was  well  made. 

Bru,  Why,  then,  lead  on. — 0  that  a  man  might  know 
Tlie  end  of  this  day's  business  ere  it  come? 
But  it  sufficeth  that  the  day  will  end. 
And  then  the  end  is  known. — Come,  hoi  away!     [Exeani 


SCENE  IL— Thb  Plains  of  Philippl     The  Field 
0/  Battle, 

Alarum,     Enter  Brutus  and  Mbssala. 
Bj-u,  Ride,  ride,  Messala,  ride,  and  give  these  bills 
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Unto  the  legions  on  the  other  side :  ILoud  alarum. 

Let  them  set  on  at  once ;  for  I  perceive 

Bat  cold  demeanour  in  Octavius*  wing, 

And  sudden  push  gives  them  the  overthrow. 

Bide,  ride,  Messala:  let  them  all  come  down.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IIL— The  Plains  of  Philippi,    Another  pari 
of  the  Field. 

Alarum,    Enter  Gassius  and  TmNTUS. 

Ca9.  O  look,  TitiniuB,  look,  the  villains  fly! 
Myself  have  to  mine  own  tum'd  enemy : 
This  ensign  here  of  mine  was  turning  back ; 
I  slew  the  coward,  and  did  take  it  from  him. 

TiL  O  Cassius,  Brutus  gave  the  word  too  early; 
Who,  having  some  advantage  on  Octavius, 
Took  it  too  eagerly :  his  soldiers  feU  to  spoil : 
Whilst  we  by  Antony  are  all  enclosed. 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Pin,  Fly  further  off,  my  lord,  fly  further  off; 
Mark  Antony  is  in  your  tents,  my  lord  I 
Fly,  therefore,  noble  Cassius !  fly  far  off 

Cas.  This  hill  is  £etr  enough. — Look,  look,  Titinius ; 
Are  those  my  tents  where  i  perceive  the  Are? 

TiL  They  are,  my  lord. 

Cas,  Titinius,  if  thon  lov'st  me, 

Mount  thou  my  horse,  and  hide  thy  spurs  iu  him. 
Till  he  have  brought  thee  up  to  yonder  troops 
And  here  again,  that  I  may  rest  assured 
Whether  yond  troops  are  mend  or  enemy. 

TiL  I  will  be  here  again  even  with  a  thought.  [ExiL 

Cos.  €ro,  Pindarus,  get  higher  on  that  hill ; 
My  sight  was  ever  thick ;  regard  Titinius, 
And  teU  me  what  thou  not'cS  about  the  held. — 

[Exit  PlNDARUa 
This  day  I  breathed  first :  time  is  come  round. 
And  where  I  did  begin  there  chall  I  end ; 
My  life  is  run  his  compass  —Sirrah,  what  news? 

Pin,  [above.]  0  my  lord! 

Cm,  What  news? 

Pin,  Titinius  is  enclosed  round  about 
With  horsemen,  that  make  to  him  on  the  spur  ^— 
Yet  he  spurs  on. — Now  they  are  almost  on  mm;-^ 
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Now,  TitiniusI— now  some  'light:— 0,  he  'lights  too:— 
He 's  ta'en ; — and,  hark  1  they  Siout  for  joy.  [Shout, 

Cos,  Come  down,  behold  no  mora 

0,  coward  that  I  am,  to  live  so  long, 
To  see  my  best  Mend  ta'en  before  my  face  t 

Enter  Pindarus. 

Come  hither,  sirrah : 

In  Parthia  did  I  take  thee  prisoner ; 

And  then  I  swore  thee,  savmg  of  thy  life. 

That  whatsoever  I  did  bid  thee  do 

Thou  shouldst  attempt  it.     Come  now,  keep  thine  oath  f 

Now  be  a  freeman ;  and  with  this  good  sword. 

That  ran  through  CsBsar's  bowels,  search  this  bosom. 

Stand  not  to  answer:  here,  take  thon  the  hilts ; 

And  when  my  face  is  cover'd,  as  'tis  now. 

Guide  thou  the  sword. — Csesar,  thou  art  reveng'd. 

Even  with  the  sword  that  kill'd  thee.  [Dies, 

Pin,  So,  1  am  free ;  yet  would  not  so  have  been. 
Durst  I  have  done  my  will.     O  Cassius  I 
Far  from  this  country  Pindarus  shall  run. 
Where  never  Koman  shall  take  note  of  him.  [EadL 

Be-enter  TrriNius,  with  Messala. 

Me8,  It  is  but  change,  Titinius ;  for  Octavius 
Is  overthrown  by  noble  Brutus'  power, 
As  Cassius'  lemons  are  by  Antony. 

TiL  These  tidings  will  well  comfort  Cassius. 

Mes,  Where  did  you  leave  him? 

TiL  All  disconsolate, 

With  Pindarus,  his  bondman,  on  this  hilL 

Mes,  Is  not  that  he  that  lies  vl\}ou  the  groimd? 

Tit,  He  lies  not  like  the  living.     0  my  heart ! 

Me^  Is  not  that  he? 

Tit,  No,  this  was  he,  Messala, 

But  Cassius  is  no  more. — O  setting  sun. 
As  in  thy  red  rays  thou  dost  sink  to-night, 
So  in  his  red  blood  Cassius'  day  is  set, — 
The  sun  of  Rome  is  set!     Our  day  is  gone ; 
Clouds,  dews,  and  dangers  come;  our  deeds  are  done  I 
Mistrust  of  my  success  nath  done  this  deed. 

Mes.  Mistrust  of  good  success  hath  done  this  deed. 
0  hateful  error,  melancholy's  child, 
Why  dost  thoii  show  to  the  apt  thoughts  of  men 
The  things  that  are  not?    0  error,  soon  conceiv'd. 
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Thou  never  com*st  unto  a  happy  birtli. 
But  kill'st  the  mother  that  engender'd  thee ! 

Tit.  What,  Pindarus  1  where  art  thou,  Pindarus? 

Mes.  Seek  him,  Titinius :  whilst  I  go  to  meet 
The  noble  Brutus,  thrustine  this  report 
Into  his  ears :  I  may  say,  tlirusting  it ; 
For  piercing  steel  and  darts  envenomed 
Shall  be  as  welcome  to  the  ears  of  Brutus 
As  tidings  of  this  sight. 

Tit^  Hie  you,  Messala, 

And  I  win  seek  for  Pindarus  the  while,      ^  [Exit  Messala. 
Why  didst  thou  send  me  forth,  brave  Cassius? 
Did  1  not  meet  thy  friends?  and  did  not  they 
Put  on  my  brows  this  wreath  of  victory, 
And   bid    me  giv't   thee?     Didst  thou  not    hear   their 

shouts? 
Alas,  thou  hast  misconstru'd  everything. 
But,  hold  thee,  take  this  garland  on  thy  brow; 
Thy  Brutus  bid  me  give  it  thee,  and  I 
will  do  his  bidding. — Brutus,  come  apace, 
And  see  how  1  regarded  Oaius  Cassius. — 
By  your  leave,  gods. — This  is  a  Roman's  part: 
Come,  Cassius'  sword,  and  find  Titinius'  heart.  [Dies, 

Alarum,     He-enter  Messala,  vnth  Brutus,  Young  Cato^ 
Strato,  Volumnius,  and  Lucilius. 

6ru,  Where,  where,  Messala,  doth  his  body  lie? 

Mea.  Lo,  yonder ;  and  Titinius  mourning  it. 

^ru.  Titinius'  face  is  upward. 

Cato.  He  is  slain. 

Bru.  O  Julius  Caesar,  thou  art  mighty  yet! 
Thy  spirit  walks  abroad,  and  turns  our  swords 
In  our  own  proper  entrails.  [Low  alarumsm 

Colo.  Brave  Titinius ! 

Look,  whe'r  he  have  not  crown'd  dead  Cassius! 

Bru.  Are  yet  two  Romans  living  such  as  these? — 
The  last  of  all  the  Romans,  fare  thee  well! 
It  is  impossible  that  ever  Rome 
Should  breed  thy  fellow. — Friends,  I  owe  more  team 
To  this  dead  man  than  you  shall  see  me  pay. — 
I  shall  find  time,  Cassius,  I  shall  find  time. — 
Come,  therefore,  and  to  Thassos  send  his  body  s 
His  ftinerals  shall  not  be  in  our  camp. 
Lest  it  discomfort  us. — ^Lucilius,  come ; — 
And  come,  young  Cato;  let  us  to  the  field.— 
Labeo  and  Flavins,  set  our  battles  on  :— 
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'Tie  three  o'clock;  and,  Romans,  vet  ere  night 

We  shall  try  fortnne  in  a  second  nght^  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  IV.^Another  part  qf  the  Field. 

Alarum,     Enters  fighting^  Soldiers  of  both  Annies;  ikem 
Brutus,  Young  Cato,  Lucilius,  and  others. 

Bra,  Yet,  conntrymen,  O,  yet  hold  np  your  heails ! 

Colo.  What  bastard  doth  not?    Who  will  go  with  me ? 
I  will  proclaim  my  name  about  the  field : — 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho! 
A  foe  to  tyrants,  and  my  country's  friend ; 
I  am  the  son  of  Marcus  Cato,  ho!  [CJiarges  the  enemy, 

Btuh  And  I  am  Brutus,  Marcus  Brutus,  I ; 
Brutus,  my  country's  friend;  know  me  for  Brutus! 

[Exit^  charging  the  enemy.     Young  Cato 
is  overpowered,  ami  falls, 

LudL  O  jovme  and  noble  Cato,  art  thou  down? 
Whv,  now  thou  diest  as  bravely  as  Titinius; 
And  mayst  be  honour' d,  being  Cato's  son. 

1  Sola.  Yield,  or  thou  diest. 

lAiciL  Only  I  yield  to  die? 

There  is  so  much  that  thou  wUt  kill  me  straight ; 

[Ofering  vwnejf. 
Kill  Brutus,  and  be  honour'd  in  his  death. 

1  Sold,  We  must  not. — A  noble  prisoner ! 

2  Sold.  Room,  ho !  Tell  Antony  Brutus  is  ta'en. 

1  Sold,  I'll  tell  the  news. — Here  comes  the  generaL^- 

Enter  Antony, 
Brutus  is  ta'en,  Brutus  is  ta'en,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Where  is  he? 

LucU.  Safe,  Antony ;  Brutus  is  safe  enough : 
I  dare  assure  thee  that  no  enemy 
Shall  ever  take  alive  the  noble  Brutus : 
The  gods  defend  him  from  so  great  a  shame  1 
When  you  do  find  him,  or  alive  or  dead, 
He  will  be  found  like  Brutus,  like  himself. 

AnL  This  is  not  Brutus,  friend ;  but,  I  assure  ycn^ 
A  prize  no  less  in  worth :  keep  this  man  safe, 
Give  him  all  kindness :  I  had  rather  have 
Such  men  my  friends  than  enemies.     Oo  on. 
And  see  whe'r  Brutus  be  alive  or  dead ; 
And  bring  us  word  unto  Octavius'  tent 
How  everything  is  chanc'd.  [ExewU, 
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SCENE  Y.-^ Another  pari  of  the  Field. 
Enter  Brutus,  Dardanius,  Clitus,  Strato,  and 

VoLUMNIUS. 

Bru.  Come,  poor  remains  of  friends,  rest  on  this  rock. 

Ca  Statilius  showed  the  torch-light ;  hut,  my  lord. 
He  came  not  hack :  he  is  or  ta'en  or  slain. 

Bru,  Sit  thee  down,  Clitus :  slayi^  is  the  word ; 
It  is  a  deed  in  fashion.    Hark  thee,  Clitus. 

[  Whispering  him. 

Cli.  What,  I,  my  lord  ?   No,  not  for  all  the  world. 

Bru,  Peace,  then,  no  words. 

(Jli.  rU  rather  kill  myself 

Bni,  Hark  thee,  Dardanius!  [Whispers  him. 

Dar.  Shall  I  do  such  a  deed? 

Cli,  O  Dardanius ! 

Dar.  O  Clitus  I 

CIL  What  ill  request  did  Brutus  make  to  thee? 

Dar.  To  kill  him,  Clitus.    Look,  he  meditates. 

CIL  Now  is  that  nohle  vessel  full  of  grie^ 
That  it  runs  over  even  at  his  eyes. 

Bru,  Come  hither,  good  Volumnius ;  list  a  word. 

Vol.  What  says  my  lord? 

Bru,  Why,  this,  Volumnius: 

The  ghost  of  Csesar  hath  appear  d  to  me 
Two  several  times  by  night, — at  Sardis  once^ 
And  this  last  night  here  in  Philippi  lields : 
I  know  my  hour  is  come. 

VoL  Not  so,  my  lord, 

Bru,  Nay,  I  am  sure  it  is,  Volumnius. 
Thou  seest  the  world,  Volumnius,  how  it  goes ; 
Our  enemies  have  beat  us  to  the  pit :  [Low  alarvm^ 

It  is  more  worthy  to  leap  in  ourselves 
Than  tarry  till  they  push  us.     Good  Volumnius, 
Thou  know'st  that  we  two  went  to  school  together: 
Even  for  that  our  love  of  old,  I  pray  thee, 
Hold  thou  my  sword-hilts  whilst  I  run  on  it. 

VoL  That 's  not  an  office  for  a  friend,  my  lord. 

[AUirum  stVL 

CIL  Fly,  fly,  my  lord;  there  is  no  tarrying  here. 

Bru,  Farewell  to  you ; — and  you ; — and  you,  Volumnius.— 
Strato,  thou  hast  been  all  this  while  asleep ; 
Farewell  to  thee  too,  Strato. — Countrymen, 
My  heart  doth  joy  that  yet,  in  aU  my  life, 
1  found  no  man  but  he  was  true  to  me. 
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I  shall  have  glory  by  this  losing  day 

More  than  Octavius  and  Mark  Antony 

By  this  vile  conquest  shall  attain  unto. 

So,  fare  you  well  at  once ;  for  Brutus'  tongue 

Hath  almost  ended  his  life's  history : 

Night  hans^s  upon  mine  eyes ;  my  bones  would  rest. 

That  have  out  laboured  to  attain  this  hour. 

[Alarum.     Cry  voitUn,  "  Fly,  fly,  fly !" 

Cli.  Fly,  my  lord,  fly. 

Brti^  "    Hence!  I  will  follow. 

[Exeunt  Cll,  Dab.,  and  Voi*. 
I  pr'ythee,  Strato,  stay  thou  by  thy  lord : 
Thou  art  a  fellow  of  a  good  respect ; 
Thy  life  hath  had  some  smatch  of  honour  in  it : 
Hold,  then,  my  sword,  and  turn  away  thy  face, 
While  I  do  run  upon  it.     Wilt  thou,  Strato? 

SircL    Give  me  your  hand    first:    fare    you    well,  my 
lord. 

Bru.  Farewell,  good  Strato — Cassar,  now  be  still: 
I  kill'd  not  thee  with  half  so  good  a  wilL 

[He  runs  on  his  sword^  and  dies. 

Alarum,     Retreat    J^nfer  Octavjus,  Antony,  and  Array ; 
Mess  ALA  and  LuciLius,  prisoners. 

Oct,  What  man  is  that? 

Mes,  My  master's  man. — Strato,  where  is  thy  master? 

Stra.  Free  from  the  bondage  you  are  in,  Messala : 
The  conquerors  can  but  make  a  fire  of  him ; 
For  Brutus  only  overcame  himself^ 
And  no  man  else  hath  honour  by  his  death. 

LucvL,  So  Brutus  should  be  found. — I  thank  thee,  Brutus 
That  thou  hast  prov'd  Lucilius*  saying  true. 

Oct.  All  that  serv'd  Brutus  I  will  entertain  them. 
Fellow,  wilt  thou  bestow  thy  time  with  me? 

Stra.  Ay,  if  Messala  will  prefer  me  to  you. 

Oct,  Do  so,  ^ood  Messala. 

Mes.  How  died  my  master,  Strato? 

Stra.  I  held  the  sword,  and  he  did  run  on  it. 

Mes.  Octavius,  then  take  him  to  follow  thee. 
That  did  the  latest  service  to  my  master. 
V     Ant.  This  was  the  noblest  Roman  of  them  all: 
All  the  conspirators,  save  only  he, 
Did  that  they  did  in  envy  of  great  Caesar; 
He  only,  in  a  general  honest  thought, 
And  common  good  to  all,  made  one  of  them. 
His  life  was  gentle;  and  the  element! 
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So  iniz*d  in  him  that  Nature  might  stand  up 
And  say  to  all  the  world.  This  vxis  a  man! 

OcL  According  to  his  virtue,  let  us  use  him 
With  all  respect  and  rites  of  burial 
Within  my  tent  his  bones  to-night  shall  lie, 
Most  like  a  soldier,  orderM  honourably. — 
So,  call  the  field  to  rest :  and  let 's  away, 
To  part  the  glories  of  this  happy  day.  [i/xrunt. 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


•  Friends  to  AsTOVTL 


Friends  to  CjaUkJU 


M.  Antony,  \ 

OcTAVius  Cjbsah,    C   Triumvin, 
M.  Mmtl.  Lepidus,) 
Sextus  Pompeicjs. 

DOMITTUS  EnOBA&BUS,' 
VBNTIDiaS, 

Eros, 

SCARUS, 

Dercetas, 

Demetrius, 

Philo, 

MECiGNAS, 
AORIPPA, 

dolabella, 
proculeius, 
Thyreus, 
Gallus, 

MjfiNAs,  y 

Menecrates,      y  Friends  to  PoMPwr. 

Vabrius,  ) 

Taurus,  LietUenant-Genercd  to  Cjssab. 

Canidius,  Lieutenant-General  to  Antony. 

SiLius,  an  Officer  in  Ventidius's  Army. 

EuPHRONius,  an  Ambassador  from  Antony  to  Cjbsar. 

Alexas,  Mabdian,  Seleucus,  and  Diomedes,  Atte/ulanU 

on  Cleopatra. 
A  Soothsayer.    A  Clown. 

Cleopatra,  Queen  of  Egypt, 
Octavl^  Sister  to  C^esab  a'nd  Wife  to  Antony. 
Ciiarmian  and  Iras,  Attendants  on  Cleopatra. 
Officers,  Soldiers,  Messengers,  and  other  Attendants. 

SCENE.— 2)wp€r«cd;  in  several  parts  qfthe  Roman  Empire, 
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ACT  L 

SCENE  L — ^Albxakdria.     A  Room  in  Cleopatra 
Palace, 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Phtlo. 
Phi.  Nay,  but  this  dotage  of  our  general's 
O'erflows  the  measure :  those  his  goodly  eyes. 
That  o'er  the  files  and  musters  of  the  war 
Have  sloVd  like  plated  Mars,  now  bend,  now  turn 
The  office  and  devotion  of  their  view 
Upon  a  tawny  front :  his  captain's  heart, 
Which  in  the  scuffles  of  great  fights  hath  burst 
The  buckles  on  his  breast,  reneges  all  temper, 
And  is  become  the  bellows  and  the  fan 
To  cool   a  gipsy's  lust.    [Flourish  within,]    Look  where 

they  come : 
Take  but  good  note,  and  you  shall  see  in  him 
The  triple  pillar  of  the  world  transform'd 
Into  a  strumpet's  fool :  behold  and  see ! 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra,  with  their  Trains ;  Eunuchs 
fanning  her, 
Cleo.  If  it  be  love  indeed,  tell  me  how  much. 
Ant,  There 's  beggary  in  the  love  that  can  be  reckon'd. 
Cleo,  I'll  set  a  bourn  how  far  to  l>e  l^elov'd. 
Ant,  Then  must  thou  needs  find  out  new  heaven,  nevi 
earth. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Ati,  News,  my  good  lord,  from  Rome. 

Ant,  Grates  me : — ^the  sum. 

Cleo,  Nay,  hear  them,  Antony : 
Fulvia  perchance  is  angry ;  or,  who  knows 
If  the  scarce-bearded  Caesar  have  not  sent 
His  powerjful  mandate  to  you,  Do  thi$  or  this; 
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Take  in  that  kingdom  and  enfranchise  thai; 
Perform^  or  else  we  damn  thee. 

Ant  How,  my  lovel 

Cleo.  Perchance !  nay,  and  most  like : — 
You  mast  not  stay  here  longer, — ^your  dismission 
Ib  come  from  Caesar;  therefore  hear  it,  Antony. — 
Where's  Pulvia's  process? — Caesar's  I  would  say? — ^bothf— 
Call  in  the  messengers. — ^As  I  am  Egypt's  queen, 
Thou  blushest,  Antony ;  and  that  blood  of  thino 
Is  Caesar's  homager :  else  so  thy  cheek  pays  shame 
When  shrill-tongu'd  Fulvia  scolds. — ^The  messengers  I 

Ant,  Let  Rome  in  Tiber  melt,  and  the  wide  arch 
Of  the  rang'd  empire  fall !     Here  is  my  space. 
Rinffdoms  are  clay :  our  dungy  earth  alike 
Feeds  beast  as  man :  the  nobleness  of  life 
Is  to  do  thus ;  when  such  a  mutual  pair  IBmbraekif^ 

And  such  a  twain  can  do't,  in  which  I  bind. 
On  pain  of  punishment,  the  world  to  weet 
We  stand  up  peerless. 

Cleo.  Excellent  fidsehood  1 

Why  did  he  marry  Fulvia,  and  not  love  her  T — 
I'll  seem  the  tool  I  am  not;  Antony 
Will  be  himsell 

Ank  But  stirred  by  Cleopatra.— 

Now,  for  the  love  of  Love  and  her  soft  hours. 
Let  'a  not  confound  the  time  with  conference  harsh : 
There 's  not  a  minute  of  our  lives  should  stretch 
WiUiout  some  pleasure  now: — ^what  sport  to-night? 

Cleo,  Hear  the  ambassadors. 

Ant,  Fie,  wrangling  queen  I 

Whom  everything  becomes, — to  chide,  to  laugh. 
To  weep ;  whose  every  passion  fully  strives 
To  make  itself  in  thee  fair  and  admlr'd  1 
No  messenger;  but  thine,  and  all  alone, 
To-night  we'll  wander  through  the  streets,  and  note 
The  qualities  of  people.     Come,  my  queen; 
Last  night  you  did  desire  it : — speak  not  to  us. 

[Exeunt  Ant.  and  Cleo.,  vrith  their  TnioA, 

Dem.  Is  Caesar  with  Antonius  priz'd  so  sUght  T 

Phi,  Sir,  sometimes,  when  he  is  not  Antony, 
He  comes  too  short  of  that  great  property 
Which  still  should  go  with  Antony. 

Dem.  I  am  fall  sorry 

That  he  approves  the  common  liar,  who 
Thus  speaks  of  him  at  Rome :  but  I  will  hope 
Of  better  deeds  to-morrow.    Rest  you  happy  I        lExeunL 
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SCENE  IT.— Alexandria-    Another  Boom  in  ChEOTXTRA^a 
Palace. 

Enter  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  a  Soothsayer. 

Char,  Lord  Alexas,  sweet  Alexas,  most  anything  Alexas, 
almost  most  absolate  Alexas,  where 's  the  sooth^yer  that 
you  praised  so  to  the  queen?  O  that  I  knew  this  husband, 
which  you  say  must  cnarge  his  horns  with  garlands  I 

Alex.  Soothsayer, — 

Sooth.  Your  will? 

Char.  Is  this  the  man? — ^Is't  you,  sir,  that  know  things? 

Sooth.  In  nature's  infinite  book  of  secrocy 
A  little  I  can  read. 

Alex,  Show  him  your  hand. 

Enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno.  Bring  in  the  banquet  quickly;  wine  enough  deo 
patra's  health  to  drink. 

Char.  Good  sir,  give  me  good  fortune. 

Stoth.  1  make  not,  but  foresee. 

Char,  Pray,  then,  foresee  me  one. 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  yet  far  fairer  than  you  are. 

CVtar.  He  means  in  flesh. 

Jrae.  No,  you  shall  paint  when  you  are  old. 

Char.  Wrinkles  forbid ! 

Aleos,  Vex  not  his  prescience;  be  attentive. 

Char.  Hush! 

Sooth.  You  shall  be  more  beloving  than  beloved. 

Char.  I  had  rather  heat  my  liver  with  drinking. 

Alex.  Nay,  hear  him. 

Char.  Good  now,  some  excellent  fortune  f  Let  me  be 
maiTied  to  three  kings  in  a  forenoon,  and  widow  them  all : 
let  me  have  a  child  at  fifty,  to  whom  Herod  of  Jewry  may 
do  homage :  find  me  to  marry  me  with  Octavius  Ctesar,  and 
companion  me  with  my  mistress. 

Sooth.  You  shall  outlive  the  IsAy  whom  you  serve. 

Char.  O  excellent!  I  love  long  hfe  better  than  tigs. 

Sooth.  You  have  seen  and  prov'd  a  fairer  former  fortune 
Than  that  which  is  to  approach. 

C/iar.  Then  beUke  my  children  shall  have  no  names  :— 
pr'ythee,  how  many  boys  and  wenches  must  I  have? 

Sooth.  If  every  of  your  wishes  had  a  womb, 
And  fertile  every  wish,  a  million. 

Char.  Out,  fool !  I  forgive  thee  for  a  witch. 

VOL.  V.  Q 
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A  lex.  You  think  none  but  your  sheets  are  privy  to  your 
wishes. 

CJiar.  Nay,  come,  tell  Iras  hers. 

A  lex.  We'll  know  all  our  fortunes. 

Eno,  Miue,  and  most  of  our  fortunes,  to-night,  shall  be— 
drunk  to  bed. 

Iras.  There  *s  a  palm  presages  chastity,  if  nothing  else. 

Char.  Even  as  the  o'erilowing  Nilus  presageth  famine. 

Iraa,  Go,  you  wild  bedfellow,  you  cannot  soothsay. 

Cluir,  Nay,  if  an  oily  ])alm  be  not  a  fruitful  prognosti- 
cation, 1  cannot  scratch  nunc  ear. — Pr'ythee,  tell  her  but  u 
worky-day  fortune. 

Sooth,  Your  fortunes  are  alike. 

Iraa,  But  how,  but  how?  give  me  particulars. 

Sooth,  I  have  said. 

IrcLS,  Am  I  not  an  inch  of  fortune  better  than  she? 

Char.  Well,  if  you  were  but  an  inch  of  fortune  letter 
than  I,  where  would  you  choose  it  ? 

Iras,  Not  in  my  husband's  nose. 

Char.  Our  worser  thoughts  heavens  mend! — Alexas, — 
oome,  his  fortune,  his  fortune! — 0,  let  him  marry  a  woman 
that  cannot  go,  sweet  Isis,  I  beseech  thee!  And  let  her 
die  too,  and  give  him  a  worse!  and  let  worse  follow  worse, 
till  the  worst  of  all  follow  him  laughing  to  his  grave,  fifty- 
fold  a  cuckold!  Grood  Isis,  hear  me  this  prayer,  though 
thou  deny  me  a  matter  of  more  weight ;  good  Isis,  I  beseech 
thee! 

Iras.  Amen.  Dear  goddess,  hear  that  prayer  of  the 
people!  for,  as  it  is  a  neart-breaking  to  see  a  handsome 
man  loose -wived,  so  it  is  a  deadly  sorrow  to  behold  a  foul 
knave  uncuckolded :  therefore,  dear  Iris,  keep  decorum,  and 
fortune  him  accordingly! 

Char,  Amen. 

Alex.  Lo,  now,  if  it  lay  in  their  hands  to  make  me  a 
cuckold,  they  would  make  themselves  whores,  but  they'd 
dot! 

Eno,  Hush!  here  comes  Antony. 

Char.  Not  he ;  the  queen. 

Enter  Cleopatra. 
CUo,  Saw  you  my  loni  ? 
Eno.  No,  lady. 

Cleo,  Was  he  not  here? 

Char,  No,  madam. 

Cleo,  He  was  dispos'd  to  mirth ;  but  on  the  sudden 
k  Roman  thought  hath  struck  him.— Enobarbus, — 
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Eno.  Madam? 

Cleo.  Seek  him,  and  bringjliim  hither. — ^Where's  AlexasT 
Alex,  Here,  at  your  service. — Mj'  lord  approaches. 
Cleo,  We  will  not  look  upon  him :  go  with  us. 

[Exeunt  Cleo.,  Eno.,  Chab.,  Iras,  Alex., 
and  Soothsayer, 

Enter  AirroNT,  with  a  Messenger  and  Attendants. 

Mess,  Fulvia  thy  wife  first  came  into  the  field. 

Ant,  Against  my  brother  Lucius? 

Meiss,  Ay: 
But  soon  that  war  had  end,  and  the  time's  state 
Made  friends  of  them,  jointing  their  force  'gainst  Caesar; 
■^Tiose  better  issue  in  the  war,  from  Italy, 
Up  >n  the  first  encounter,  drave  them. 

A  jU.  Well,  what  worst  ? 

Mess,  The  nature  of  bad  news  infects  the  teller. 

Ant,  When  it  concerns  the  fool  or  coward. — On : — 
Things  that  are  past  are  done  with  me. — 'Tis  thus; 
Who  tells  me  ti-ue,  though  in  his  tale  lie  death, 
I  hear  him  as  he  fiatter'd. 

Mess,  Labienus, — 

This  is  stiff  news, — ^hath,  with  his  Parthian  force, 
Extended  Asia  from  Euphrates ; 
His  conquering  banner  shook  from  Syria 
To  Lydia  and  to  Ionia; 
Whilst,— 

Ant,     Antony,  thou  woiddst  say, — 

Mess,  0,  my  lord! 

Ant,  Speak  to  me  home,  mince  not  the  general  tongue: 
Name  Cleopatra  as  she  is  call'd  in  Rome ; 
Rail  thou  in  Fulvia's  phrase ;  and  taunt  my  faults 
With  such  full  license  as  both  truth  and  malice 
Have  power  to  utter.    O,  then  we  bring  forth  weeds 
When  our  quick  minds  lie  still ;  and  our  ills  told  us 
Is  as  our  earing.    Fare  thee  well  awhile. 

Mess.  At  your  noble  jileasure.  [EzU» 

Ant.  From  Sicyon,  ho,  the  news !  Speak  there ! 

1  AtL  The  man  from  Sicyon, — is  there  such  an  one? 

2  ^^  He  stays  upon  your  wilL 

Ant,  Let  him  appear. — 

These  strong  Egyptian  fetters  I  must  break. 
Or  lose  myself  m  dotage. — 

Enter  a  second  Messenger. 
What  are  you? 
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2  Me^s,  Fulvia  thy  wife  is  dead. 

Ant.  Where  died  she? 

2  Mess.  In  Sicyon : 
Her  len<rth  of  sickness,  with  what  else  more  serions 
Iniporteth  thee  to  know,  this  bears.  [Gives  a  letter. 

AnL  Forbear  me. 

[EoUt  second  Messenger. 
There  *s  a  great  spirit  gone  I    Thus  did  I  desire  it : 
What  our  contempts  do  often  hurl  from  us, 
We  wish  it  ours  again ;  the  present  pleasure, 
By  revolution  lowering,  does  become 
The  opposite  of  itself:  she 's  good,  being  gone ; 
The  hand  could  pluck  her  back  that  shov'd  her  on. 
I  must  &om  this  enchanting  queen  break  off: 
Ten  thousand  harms,  more  tlutn  the  ills  I  know, 
My  idleneas  doth  hatch. — ^Ho,  Enobarbus! 

Re-enter  Enobarbus. 

Eno,  What  *8  your  pleasure,  sir? 

Ant,  1  must  with  haste  from  hence. 

Eno.  Why,,  then,  we  kill  all  our  women :  we  see  how 
mortal  an  unkindness  is  to  them;  if  they  suffer  our 
departure,  death 's  the  word. 

Ant.  1  must  be  gone. 

Eno.  Under  a  compelling  occasion,  let  women  die:  it 
were  pity  to  cast  them  away  for  nothing ;  though,  between 
them  and  a  great  cause,  they  should  be  esteemed  nothing. 
Cleopatra,  catching  but  the  least  noise  of  this,  dies  instantly ; 
I  have  seen  her  die  twenty  times  upon  far  poorer  moment : 
I  do  think  there  is  mettle  in  death,  which  commits  some 
loving  act  upon  her,  she  hath  such  a  celerity  in  dying. 

AiU,  She  is  cunning  past  man's  thought. 

Eno.  Alack,  sir,  no;  her  passions  are  made  of  nothing 
but  the  finest  part  of  pure  love :  we  cannot  call  her  winds 
and  waters,  sighs  and  tears ;  they  are  greater  storms  and 
tempests  than  almanacs  can  report :  this  cannot  be  cunning 
m  her ;  if  it  be,  she  makes  a  shower  of  rain  as  well  as  Jove. 

A  nL  Would  I  had  never  seen  her ! 

Eno.  O,  sir,  you  had  then  left  unseen  a  wonderful  piece 
of  work;  which  not  to  have  been  blessed  withal  would 
liave  discredited'  your  traveL 

Ant.  Fulvia  is  dead. 

Eno.  Sir? 

A  nt,  Fulvia  is  dead. 

&no.  Fulvia  I 

AhL  Dead. 
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Eno,  "Why,  sir,  give  the  gods-a  thankful  sacrifice.  When 
it  pleaseth  their  deities  to  take  the  wife  of  a  m§in  from  him, 
it  shows  to  man  the  tailors  of  the  earth ;  comforting  therein 
that  when  old  robes  are  worn  out  there  are  members  to 
make  new.  If  there  were  no  more  women  but  Fulvia, 
then  had  you  indeed  a  cut,  and  the  case  to  be  lamented : 
this  grief  is  crowned  with  consolation;  your  old  smock 
brings  foi'th  a  new  petticoat : — and,  indeed,  the  tears  live 
in  an  onion  that  should  water  this  sorrow. 

AnL   The  business  she  hath  broached  in  the  state 
Cannot  endure  my  absence. 

Etio.  And  the  business  you  have  broached  here  cannot  be 
without  you ;  especially  that  of  Cleopatra's,  which  wholly 
dej)ends  on  your  abode. 

Alii,  No  more  light  answers.     Let  our  officers 
Have  notice  what  we  purpose.    I  shall  break 
The  cause  of  our  expedience  to  the  queen, 
And  get  her  leave  to  part.     For  not  alone 
The  death  of  Fulvia,  with  more  urgent  touches, 
Do  strongly  speak  to  us ;  but  the  letters  too 
Of  many  our  contriving  Mends  in  Home 
Petition  us  at  home :  Ssxtus  Pompeius 
Hath  given  tHe  dare  to  Caesar,  and  commands 
The  empire  of  the  sea ;  our  shppery  people, — 
Whose  love'  is  never  link'd  to  the  deserver 
Till  his  deserts  are  past, — begin  to  throw 
Pompejr  the  Great,  and  all  his  dignities, 
Upon  his  son ;  who,  high  in  name  and  power. 
Higher  than  both  in  blood  and  life,  stands  up 
For  the  main  soldier:  whose  quality,  going  on. 
The  sides  o'  the  world  may  danger  :  much  is  breeding, 
Which,  like  the  courser's  hair,  hath  yet  but  life, 
And  not  a  serpent's  jwison.     Say,  our  pleasure, 
To  such  whose  place  is  under  us,  requires 
Our  quick  remove  from  hence. 

Em,  I  shall  do't.  [Eaxwnl 


SCENE  IIL— Alexandria.    A  Boom  in  Cleopatra's 
Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 
Cleo,  Where  is  he? 

C/iar.  I  did  not  see  him  since. 

Cleo,  See  where  he  is,  who 's  with  him,  what  he  doe8^»-• 
I  did  not  send  you : — ^if  you  find  him  sad. 
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Say  I  am  dancing ;  if  in  mirtk,  report 

That  I  am  sadden  sick :  quick,  and  retnm.    [Exit  Alsxas. 
Char,  Madam,  methinKS,  if  you  did  love  liim  dearly. 

Ton  do  not  hold  the  method  to  enforce 

The  like  from  him. 

Cleo.  What  should  I  do,  I  do  not.  ^ 

C/tar.  In  each  thing  give  him  way ;  cross  him  in  nothingi 
CUo,  Thou  teachest  hke  a  fool, — the  way  to  lose  him. 
Char,  Tempt  him  not  so  too  for ;  I  wish,  forbear : 

In  time  we  hate  that  which  we  often  fear. 

But  here  comes  Antony. 
Cleo.  I  am  sick  and  sullen.   . 

Enter  Antony. 

Ant,  lam  sorry  to  give  breathing  to  my  purpose,— 

Cleo.  Help  me  away,  dear  Charmian;  I  shall  fall: 
It  cannot  be  thus  long,  the  sides  of  nature 
Will  not  sustain  it 

A  nt.  Now,  my  dearest  queen, — 

Cleo,  Pray  you,  stand  further  from  me. 

A  nt.  What  *s  the  matter? 

Cleo,  I  know,  by  that  same  ^e,  there  *s  some  good  newau 
What  says  the  married  woman? — You  may  go: 
Would  she  had  never  given  you  leave  to  come! 
Let  her  not  say  'tis  I  that  keep  you  here, — 
I  have  no  power  upon  you ;  hers  you  are. 

A  lit.  The  gods  best  know, — 

Cleo.  0,  never  was  there  queen 

So  mightily  betray*d !    Yet  at  the  first 
I  saw  the  treasons  plauted. 

A  nt,  Cleopatra, — 

Cleo.  Why  should  I  think  you  can  be  mine  and  truo^ 
Though  you  in  swearing  shake  the  throned  gods. 
Who  nave  been  false  to  Fulvia?    Riotous  madness, 
To  be  entangled  with  those  mouth-made  vows. 
Which  break  themselves  in  swearing! 

A  nt.  Most  sweet  c^ueen,— - 

Cleo,  Nay,  pray  you,  seek  no  colour  for  your  going, 
But  bid  farewell,  and  go :  when  you  su*d  staying. 
Then  was  the  time  for  words :  no  going  then ; — 
Eternity  was  in  our  lips  and  eyes. 
Bliss  in  our  brows'  bent ;  none  our  parts  so  poor 
But  was  a  race  of  heaven :  they  are  so  still. 
Or  thou,  the  greatest  soldier  of  the  world, 
krt  tum'd  the  greatest  liar. 

AwU  How  now,  lady  I 
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Cleo.  I  would  I  bad  thy  inches ;  thou  shouldst  know 
There  were  a  heart  in  ^^^t. 

Ant.  Hear  me,  queen : 

The  strong  necessity  of  time  commands 
Our  services  awhile ;  but  my  full  heart 
liemains  in  use  with  you.     Our  Italy 
Shines  o'er  with  civil  swords :  Sextus  Pompeius 
Makes  his  approaches  to  the  port  of  Rome : 
Equality  of  two  domestic  powers 

Breeds  scrupulous  £Ekction :  the  bated,  grown  to  strength. 
Are  newly  grown  to  love :  the  condemir  d  Pompey, 
Rich  in  bis  father's  honour,  creeps  apace 
Into  the  hearts  of  such  as  have  not  tnriv'd 
V\)on  the  present  state,  whose  numbers  threaten ; 
And  quietness,  grown  sick  of  rest,  would  purge 
By  any  desperate  change.     My  more  particular, 
And  that  which  most  with  you  should  safe  my  going. 
Is  Fulvia's  death. 

Cleo,  Though  age  from  folly  could  not  give  me  freedom. 
It  does  from  childishness : — can  Fulvia  die? 

Ant,  She 's  dead,  my  queen : 
Look  here,  and,  at  thy  sovereign  leisure,  read 
rhe  garboils  she  awak'd ;  at  the  last,  best. 
See  when  and  where  she  died. 

Clex>.  0  most  false  love! 

Where  be  the  sacred  vials  thou  shouldst  fill 
With  sorrowful  water?    Now  I  see,  I  see. 
In  Fulvia's  death  how  mine  receiv'd  shall  be. 

Ant,  Quarrel  no  more,  but  be  prepar'd  to  know 
The  purposes  I  bear;  which  are,  or  cease. 
As  you  shall  give  the  advice.     By  the  fire 
That  quickens  Nilus'  slime,  I  go  from  hence 
Thy  soldier,  servant ;  making  peace  or  war 
As  thou  afifect'st. 

CUo,  ^  Cut  mj  lace,  Charmian,  come; — 

But  let  it  be : — I  am  qmckly  ill  and  well. 
So  Antony  loves. 

Ant,  My  precious  queen,  forbear ; 

And  give  true  evidence  to  his  love,  which  stands 
An  honourable  triaL 

Cleo,  So  Fulvia  told  me. 

T  pr'ythee,  turn  aside  and  weep  for  her ; 
The] '         " 


Then  bid  adieu  to  me,  and  say  the  tears 
Belong  to  Egypt :  good  now,  play  one  scene 
Of  excellent  dissembling;  ana  let  it  look 
like  perfect  honour. 
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A  fU.  Youll  heat  my  blood :  no  more. 

CUo,  Yon  can  do  better  yet;  but  this  is  meetly. 

Ant,  Now,  by  my  sword, — 

Cleo,  And  target. — Still  he  mends  j 

Bnt  this  is  not  the  best : — look,  pr'ythee,  Charmiau, 
How  this  Herculean  Roman  does  become 
The  carriage  of  his  chafe. 

Ant.  '    m  leave  yon,  lady. 

Cleo,  Courteous  lord,  one  word. 
Sir,  yon  and  I  must  part, — bnt  that's  not  it: 
Sir,  yon  and  I  have  lov'd, — but  there  *s  not  it ; 
That  yon  know  well :  something  it  is  I  would, — 
O,  my  oblivion  is  a  very  Antony, 
Aiid  I  am  all  forgotten. 

Ant,  But  that  your  royalty 

Holds  idleness  your  subject,  I  should  take  yon 
For  idleness  itsel£ 

Cleo.  'Tis  sweating  labour 

To  bear  such  idleness  so  near  the  heart 
As  Cleopatra  this.     But,  sir,  forgive  me ; 
Since  my  becomings  kill  me,  when  they  do  not 
Eye  weU  to  you :  your  honour  calls  you  hence ; 
Therefore  be  deaf  to  my  nnpitied  folly. 
And  all  the  gods  go  with  you!  upon  your  sword 
Sit  laurel  vidK>ryI  and  smootil  success 
Be  strew'd  before  your  feet! 

Ant,  Let  us  go.    Come; 

Our  separation  so  abides,  and  flies, 
That  tnou,  residing  here,  go'st  yet  with  me, 
And  1,  hence  fleetmg,  here  remain  with  thee. 
Away  1  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IV. — RoMB.     An  Apartment  in  CiESAB*s  House, 

Enter  Ogtayius  CiBSAR,  Lefidus,  and  Attendants 
CcBS,  You  may  see,  Lepidus,  and  henceforth  know. 
It  is  not  Csesar^s  natural  vice  to  hate 
Our  ^reat  competitor.     From  Alexandria 
This  IS  the  news : — he  fishes,  drinks,  and  wastes 
The  lamps  of  night  in  revel :  is  not  more  manlike 
Than  Cleopatra ;  nor  the  queen  of  Ptolemy 
More  wonianly  than  he :  hardly  gave  audience,  or 
VouchsaTd  to  think  he  had  partners :  you  shall  hnd  there 
A  man  who  is  the  abstract  of  all  faults 
That  all  men  follow. 
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Lefp,  I  must  not  think  there  are 

Evils  enow  to  darken  all  his  goodness : 
His  faults  in  him  seem  as  the  spots  of  heaven. 
More  fiery  by  night's  blackness ;  hereditary 
Bather  than  purchas'd ;  what  he  cannot  change 
Than  what  he  chooses. 

Cce«.  You  are  too  indulgent.     Let  us  grant  it  is  not 
Amiss  to  tumble  on  the  bed  of  Ptolemy ; 
To  give  a  kingdom  for  a  mirth ;  to  sit 
And  keep  the  turn  of  tippling  with  a  slave ; 
To  reel  tne  streets  at  noon,  and  stand  the  buffet 
With  knaves  that  smell  of  sweat :  say  this  becomes  him,«« 
As  his  composure  must  be  rare  indeed 
Whom  these  things  cannot  blemish, — yet  must  Antony 
No  way  excuse  his  soils  when  we  do  bear 
So  great  weight  in  his  lightness.     If  he  fill*d 
His  vacancy  with  his  voluptuousness, 
Full  surfeits  and  the  dryness  of  his  bones 
Call  on  him  for't :  but  to  confound  such  time. 
That  drums  him  from  his  sport,  and  speaks  as  loud 
As  his  own  state  and  ours, — 'tis  to  be  chid 
As  we  rate  boys,  who,  being  mature  in  knowledge. 
Pawn  their  experience  to  their  present  plea&ure, 
And  80  rebel  to  jud^ent. 

Emier  a  Messenger. 

Lep.  Here 's  more  news. 

Mes,  Thy  bidding  have  been  done ;  and  every  hour. 
Most  noble  Caesar,  snalt  thou  have  report 
How 'tis  abroad.     Pompey  is  strong  at  sea; 
And  it  appears  he  is  beloved  of  those 
That  only  have  fear'd  Caesar :  to  the  ports 
The  discontents  repair,  and  mien's  reports 
Give  him  much  wrong'd. 

Cces.  I  should  have  known  no  less: 

It  hath  been  taught  us  from  the  primal  state 
That  he  which  is  was  wish'd  until  he  were ; 
And  the  ebb'd  man,  ne'er  lov'd  till  ne'er  worth  love. 
Comes  dear'd  by  being  lack'd.     This  common  body. 
Like  to  a  vagabond  flag  upon  the  stream, 
Goes  to  and  back,  lackeying  the  varying  tide, 
To  rot  itself  with  motion. 

Mes8.  Caesar,  I  bring  thee  word, 

Menecrates  and  Menas,  fEimous  pirates. 
Make  the  sea  serve  them,  which  thejr  ear  and  wound 
With  keels  of  every  kind :  many  hot  inroada 
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They  make  in  Italy ;  the  borders  niaritinie 
Lack  blood  to  think  on't,  and  flush  youtli  revolt : 
No  vessel  can  peej)  forth  but  'tis  as  soon 
Taken  as  seen ;  for  Pompey's  name  strikes  more 
Than  could  his  war  resisted. 

C(jR8,  Antony, 

Leave  thy  lascivious  wassails.     When  thou  once 
Wast  beaten  from  Modena,  where  thou  slew'st 
Hirtius  and  Pansa,  consuls,  at  thy  heel 
Did  famine  follow ;  whom  thou  fought'st  against, 
Though  daintily  brought  up,  with  patience  more 
Than  savages  could  suffer :  thou  didst  drink 
The  stale  of  horses,  and  the  gilded  puddle 
WTiich  beasts  would  cough  at :  thy  palate  then  did  deign 
The  roughest  berry  on  the  rudest  hedge ; 
Yea,  like  the  stag,  when  snow  the  pasture  sheets, 
The  barks  of  trees  thou  browsed'st ;  on  the  Alps 
It  is  reported  thou  didst  eat  strange  flesh, 
"WHiich  some  did  die  to  look  on :  and  all  this, — 
Tt  wounds  thine  honour  that  I  speak  it  now, — 
Was  borne  so  like  a  soldier  that  thy  cheek 
Bo  much  as  lank'd  not. 

Lep.  'Tis  pity  of  him. 

CcR8,  Let  his  shames  quicldy 
Drive  him  to  Rome :  'tis  time  we  twain 
Did  show  ourselves  i'  the  field ;  and  to  that  end 
Assemble  we  immediate  council:  Pompey 
Tlirives  in  our  idleness. 

Lep.  To-morrow,  Caesar, 

I  shjdl  be  fumish'd  to  inform  you  rightly 
Both  what  by  sea  and  land  I  can  be  able 
To  front  this  present  time. 

C(E8.  Till  which  encounter 

It  is  my  business  too.     Farewell. 

Lep.  FareweU,  my  lord :  what  you  shall  know  meantime 
Of  stirs  abroad,  I  shall  beseech  you,  sir, 
To  let  me  be  partaker. 

Ctw.  Doubt  not,  sir; 

I  knew  it  for  my  bond.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  V. — Alexandria.     A  Room  in  the  PaUice. 

Bnter  Cleopatra,  Chajimian,  Ibas,  and  Mabdiak. 
Cleo,  Charmian, — 
Char.  Madam? 
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CUo.  Ha,  ha!— 
Give  me  to  drink  mandragora. 

Char,  Why,  madam? 

Cleo.  That  I  might  sleep  out  this  great  gap  of  time 
My  Antony  is  away. 

Chxxr,  You  think  of  him  too  much. 

Cleo,  0,  'tis  treason ! 

Char,  Madam,  I  trust,  not  so. 

CUo,  Thou,  eunuch  Mardian ! 

Mar,  What's  your  highness'  pleasure? 

CUo.  Not  now  to  hear  thee  sin?  ;  I  take  no  pleasure 
In  aught  an  eunuch  has  :  'tis  well  for  thee 
That,  being  unseminar'd,  thy  freer  thoughts 
May  not  fly  forth  of  Egypt.     Hast  thou  affections? 

Sfar,  Yes,  siccus  madam. 

CUo,  Indeed! 

Mar,  Not  in  deed,  madam ;  for  I  can  do  nothing 
But  what  indeed  is  honest  to  be  done : 
Yet  have  I  fierce  affections,  and  think 
What  Venus  did  with  Mars. 

CUo,  O  Charmian, 

Where  think'st   thou   he   is   now?    Stands   he    or   sits 

he? 
Or  does  he  walk?  or  is  he  on  his  horse? 
O  happy  horse,  to  bear  the  weight  of  Antony! 
Do  bravely,  horse!  for  wott'st  thou  whom  thou  mov'st? 
The  demi-Atlas  of  this  earth,  the  arm 
And  burgonet  of  men. — He 's  speaking  now. 
Or  murmuring.  Where '«  my  serpent  of  old  NUef 
For  so  he  calls  ma — ^Now  I  feed  myself 
With  most  delicious  poison : — ^thiuK  on  me. 
That  am  with  Phoebus'  amorous  pinches  black. 
And  wrinkled  deep  in  time?    Broad-fronted  Csesar, 
When  thou  wast  here  above  the  ground  I  was 
A  morsel  for  a  monarch :  and  great  Pompey 
Would  stand  and  make  his  eyes  grow  in  my  brow; 
There  would  he  anchor  his  aspect,  and  die 
With  looking  on  his  life. 

Enter  Alexas. 

AUx,  Sovereign  of  Egypt,  hail! 

Cl€0,  How  much  unlike  art  thou  Mark  Antony ! 
Yet,  coming  from  him,  that  great  medicine  hath 
With  his  tinct  gilded  thee. — 
How  goes  it  witn  my  brave  Mark  Antony? 

AlSa.  Last  thing  he  did,  dear  queen. 
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He  kissed, — the  last  of  many  doubled  kisses, — 
This  orient  pearl : — his  speech  sticks  in  my  heart. 

Cleo,  Mine  ear  must  pluck  it  thence. 

Alex,  Ooodfriendy  quoth  he, 

Say,  the  firm  Roman  to  great  Egypt  setids 
TJiia  treasure  of  an  oyster;  at  whose  foot^ 
To  mend  the  petty  present^  f  vnll  piece 
Her  opulent  throne  with  kingdoms;  all  the  east^ 
Say  thoUf  shall  call  her  mistress.     So  he  nodded. 
And  soberly  did  mount  an  arm-^rt  steed. 
Who  neigh  d  so  high  that  what  I  would  have  spoke 
Was  beastly  dumb  d  by  him. 

Cleo,  What,  was  he  sad  or  merry? 

Alex.  like  to  the  time  o'  the  year  between  the  extreme 
Of  hot  and  cold,  he  was  nor  sad  nor  merry. 

Cleo,  O  well-divided  disposition! — Note  him. 
Note  him,  good  Charmian,  'tis  the  man;  but  note  him: 
He  was  not  sad, — for  he  would  shine  on  those 
That  make  their  looks  by  his;  he  was  not  merry, — 
Which  seem'd  to  tell  them  his  remembrance  lay 
In  Egypt  with  his  joy ;  but  between  both : 

0  heavenly  mingle! — Be*st  thou  sad  or  merry, 
TTie  violence  of  either  thee  becomes, 

So  does  it  no  man  else. — Mett'st  thou  my  posts? 

Alex.  Ay,  madam,  twenty  several  messengers : 
Why  do  you  send  so  thick? 

Cleo.  Who  *s  bom  that  day 

When  I  foreet  to  send  to  Antony 
Shall  die  a  beggar. — Ink  and  paper,  Charmian. — 
Welcome,  my  good  Alexas. — Did  I,  Charmiau, 
Ever  love  Cassar  so? 

Char.  0  that  brave  Caesar ! 

Cleo.  Be  chok'd  with  such  another  emphasis! 
Say,  the  brave  Antony. 

Char.  The  valiant  Caesar ! 

Cleo.  By  Isis,  I  will  give  thee  bloody  teeth 
If  thou  with  Caesar  paragon  again 
My  man  of  men. 

Char.  By  your  most  gracious  pardon, 

1  sing  but  after  you. 

Cleo.  My  salad  days. 

When  I  was  green  in  judgment : — cold  in  blood. 
To  say  as  1  said  then! — ^but,  come,  away; 
Get  me  ink  and  paper :  he  diall  have  every  day 
A  several  greeting,  or  I'll  unpeople  Egypt.  iBuctmL 
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ACT  11. 

SCENE  L — Messina.    A  Room  in  Pompey's  ffouee. 

Enter  Pompey,  Menecrates,  and  Menas. 

Pom.  If  the  great  gods  be  just,  they  shall  assist 
The  deeds  of  justest  men. 

Mene.  Know,  worthy  Pompey, 

That  what  they  do  delay  they  not  deny. 

Pom.  Whiles  we  are  suitors  to  their  throne,  decays 
The  thing  we  sue  for. 

Mene,  We,  ignorant  of  ourselves. 

Beg  often  our  own  harms,  which  the  wise  powers 
Deny  us  for  oar  good ;  so  find  we  profit 
By  losing  of  our  prayers. 

PoTTL  I  shall  do  well : 

The  people  love  me,  and  the  sea  is  mine ; 
My  j)owers  are  crescent,  and  my  auguring  hope 
Says  it  wiU  come  to  the  full.     Mark  Antony 
In  Egypt  sits  at  dinner,  and  will  make 
No  wars  without  doors :  Caesar  gets  money  where 
He  loses  hearts :  Lepidus  flatters  both. 
Of  both  is  flattered ;  but  he  neither  loves 
Nor  either  cares  for  him. 

Men.  Caesar  and  Lepidus 

Are  in  the  field :  a  mighty  strength  they  carry. 

Pom.  Where  have  you  this?  'tis  false. 

Men.  From  Silvius,  sir. 

Pom^  He  dreams :  I  know  they  are  in  Rome  together. 
Looking  for  Antony.     But  all  the  charms  of  love, 
Salt  Cleopatra,  soften  thy  wan'd  lip ! 
Let  witchcraft  join  with  beauty,  lust  with  both! 
Tie  up  the  libertine  in  a  field  of  feasts. 
Keep  his  brain  fuming ;  Epicurean  cooks 
Sharpen  with  cloyless  sauce  his  appetite ; 
That  sleep  and  feeding  may  prorogue  his  honour 
Even  till  a  Lethe  d  dullness. 

Enter  Varrius. 
How  now,  Varrius ! 

Var.  This  is  most  certain  that  I  shall  deliver : — 
Mark  Antony  is  every  hour  in  Rome 
Expected :  since  he  went  from  Egypt  'tis 
A  space  for  further  traveL 
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Pom,  I  could  have  given  less  matter 

K  better  ear. — Menas,  I  did  not  think 
rhis  amorous  surfeiter  would  have  donn'd  his  helm 
For  such  a  petty  war :  his  soldiership 
Is  twice  the  other  twain :  but  let  us  rear 
The  higher  our  opinion,  that  our  stirring 
Can  from  the  lap  of  Egypt's  widow  pluck 
The  ne'er  lust-wearied  Aiitony. 

Men,  I  cannot  hope 

CaDsar  and  Antony  shall  well  greet  together ; 
His  wife  that's  dead  did  trespasses  to  Caesar; 
His  brother  warr'd  ujwn  him ;  although,  I  think. 
Not  moVd  by  Antony. 

Ppm,  I  know  not,  Menas, 

How  lesser  enmities  may  give  way  to  greater. 
Were't  not  that  we  stand  up  against  them  all, 
*Twere    pregnant    they    should    square    between    them- 
selves ; 
For  they  have  entertained  cause  enough 
To  draw  their  swords :  but  how  the  fear  of  us 
May  cement  their  divisions,  and  bind  up 
The  petty  difference,  we  yet  not  know. 
Be't  as  our  gods  will  have't!     It  only  stands 
Our  lives  upon  to  use  our  strongest  hands. 
Come,  Menas.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II.— EoMB.    A  Room  in  the  House  (j/'Lepidus. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Lkpidus. 

Lep,  Good  Enobarbus,  'tis  a  worthy  deed. 
And  shall  become  you  well,  to  entreat  your  captain 
To  soft  and  gentle  speech. 

Eno.  I  shall  entreat  him 

To  answer  like  himself:  if  Caesar  move  him. 
Let  Antony  look  over  Caesar's  head, 
And  speak  as  loud  as  Mars.     By  Jupiter, 
Were  1  the  wearer  of  Antonius'  beard, 
I  would  not  shave't  to-day. 

Lep,  'Tis  not  a  time 

For  private  stomaching. 

Eno.  Every  time 

Serves  for  the  matter  that  is  then  bom  in't. 

Lep,  But  small  to  greater  matters  must  give  way. 

Ehio,  Not  if  the  small  come  lirst. 
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Jjfp.  Your  speech  is  passion : 

But,  prav  yon,  stir  no  embers  up.     Here  comes 
riie  noble  Antony. 

Eater  Antony  and  Ventidius. 
Eno,  And  yonder  Caesar. 

Enter  Cssar,  Mec^nas,  and  Agrippa. 

A  nt.  If  we  compose  well  here,  to  Parthia : 
EEark,  Ventidius. 

0(£8.  I  do  not  know, 

Mecsenas ;  ask  Agrippa. 

Lep,  Noble  friends. 

That  which  combined  us  was  most  great,  and  let  not 
A  leaner  action  rend  us.     What  *s  amiss. 
May  it  be  gently  heard :  when  we  debate 
Our  trivial  difference  loud,  we  do  commit 
Murder  in  healing  wounds :  then,  noble  partners, — 
The  rather  for  1  earnestly  beseech, — 
Touch  you  the  sourest  points  with  sweetest  terms. 
Nor  curstness  grow  to  the  matter. 

AnL  *Tis  spoken  well. 

Were  we  before  our  armies,  and  to  light, 
I  should  do  thus. 

C<es.  Welcome  to  Rome. 

AnL  Thank  you. 

C€B8,  Sit. 

Ant,  Sit,  sir. 

CcB8,  Nay.  then. 

Ant.  I  learn,  you  take  things  ill  which  are  not  so. 
Or  being,  concern  you  not. 

C<B8.  I  must  be  laugh'd  at 

I^  or  for  nothing  or  a  little,  I 
Should  say  mysdf  offended,  and  with  you 
Chiefly  i*  the  world ;  more  laugh'd  at  that  I  should 
Once  name  you  derogately,  when  to  somid  your  name 
It  not  concem'd  me. 

AnL  "  My  being  in  Egypt,  Caesar, 

What  was't  to  you? 

(7a».  No  more  than  my  residing  here  at  Rome 
Mieht  be  to  you  in  Egyj)t :  yet,  if  you  there 
Did  practise  on  my  state,  your  being  in  Egypt 
Might  be  my  question. 

AnL  How  intend  you,  practis*d? 

CcBS,  Yon  may  be  pleas'd  to  catch  at  mine  intent 
By  what  did  here  befall  me.    Your  wife  and  brother 
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Made  wars  upon  me ;  and  their  contestation 
Was  theme  for  you,  you  were  the  word  of  war. 

Ant.  You  do  mistake  your  business ;  my  brother  naver 
Did  urge  me  in  his  act :  I  did  inquire  it ; 
And  have  ray  learning  from  some  true  reports 
That  drew  their  swords  with  you.     Did  he  not  rather 
Discredit  my  authority  with  yours ; 
And  make  the  wars  alike  against  my  stomach. 
Having  alike  your  cause?    Of  this  my  letters 
Before  did  satisfy  you.     If  you'll  patch  a  quarrel. 
As  matter  whole  you  have  not  to  make  it  with. 
It  must  not  be  with  this. 

Cces.  You  praise  yourself 

By  laying  defects  of  judgment  to  me;  but 
You  patSi'd  up  your  excuses. 

Ant.  Not  so,  not  so; 

I  know  you  could  not  lack,  I  am  certain  on't, 
Very  necessity  of  this  thought,  that  I, 
'  Your  partner  in  the  cause  *gainst  which  he  fought. 
Could  not  with  graceful  eyes  attend  those  wars 
Which  *fi:t)nted  mine  own  peace.     As  for  my  wife, 
X  would  you  had  her  s{)irit  in  such  another: 
The  third  o*  the  world  is  yours ;  which  with  a  snaiSi 
You  may  pace  easy,  but  not  such  a  wife. 

3no.  Would  we  had  all  such  wives,  that  the  men 
Might  go  to  wars  with  the  women ! 

Ant.  So  much  uncurbable,  her  garboils,  Caesar, 
Made  out  of  her  impatience, — ^which  not  wanted 
Sorewdness  of  policy  too, — I  grieving  grant 
Did  you  too  much  disquiet :  for  that  you  must 
But  say  I  could  not  help  it. 

Cces.  I  wrote  to  you 

When  rioting  in  Alexandria ;  you 
Did  pocket  up  my  letters,  and  with  taunts 
Did  gibe  my  missive  out  of  audience. 

Ant.  Sir, 

He  fell  upon  me  ere  admitted :  then 
Three  kings  I  had  newly  feasted,  and  did  want 
Of  what  I  was  i'  the  morning :  but  next  day 
I  told  him  of  myself;  which  was  as  much 
As  to  have  ask'd  him  pardon.     Let  this  fellow 
Be  nothing  of  our  strife ;  if  we  contend. 
Out  of  our  question  wipe  him. 

Cces.  You  have  broken 

The  article  of  your  oath ;  which  you  shall  nevei 
Have  tongue  to  charge  me  with. 
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Lep.  Soft,  Caesar! 

Ant.  No,  Lepidus,  let  him  speak : 
The  honour  is  sacred  which  he  talks  on  now, 
Supposing  that  I  lack'd  it. — ^But  on,  Caesar; 
The  article  of  my  oath. 

Cces.  To  lend  me  arras  and  aid  when  I  requir'd  them ; 
The  which  you  both  denied. 

AnL  Neglected,  rather; 

And  then  when  poison*d  hours  had  bound  me  up 
From  mine  own  knowledge.    As  nearly  as  I  may, 
1*11  play  the  penitent  to  you :  but  mine  honesty 
Shall  not  make  poor  my  greatness,  nor  my  power 
Work  without  it.     Truth  is,  that  Fulvia, 
To  have  me  out  of  Egypt,  made  wars  here ; 
For  which  myself,  the  ignorant  motive,  do 
So  far  ask  pardon  as  bents  mine  honour 
To  stoop  in  such  a  case. 

Lep.  'Tis  noble  spoken. 

Mec.  If  it  might  please  you  to  enforce  no  further 
The  griefs  between  ye :  to  forget  them  quite 
Were  to  remember  that  the  j)resent  need 
Speaks  to  atone  you. 

Lep,       ^  Worthily  spoken,  Mecaenas. 

Eno.  Or]  if  you  borrow  one  another's  love  for  the  instant, 
you  may,  when  you  hear  no  more  words  of  Pompey,  return 
It  again :  you  shall  have  time  to  wrangle  in  when  you  have 
nothing  else  to  do. 

A  nt.  Thou  art  a  soldier  only :  speak  no  more. 

Eno.  That  truth  should  be  silent  I  had  almost  forgot. 

Ant.   You   wrong   this   presence;   therefore   sijeak   no 
more. 

Eno.  Gro  to,  then ;  your  considerate  stone. 

CcM.  I  do  not  much  dislike  the  matter,  but 
The  manner  of  his  speech ;  foi**t  cannot  be 
We  shall  remain  in  firiendship,  our  conditions 
So  differing  in  their  acts.     Yet,  if  I  knew 
What  hoop  should  hold  us  stanch,  from  edge  to  edge 
0'  the  world  I  would  pursue  it. 

Agr.  Give  me  leave,  Caesar, — 

Ccu.  Speak,  Agrippa. 

Agr.  Thou  hast  a  sister  by  the  mother's  side, 
Admir'd  Octavia:  great  Mark  Antony 
Is  now  a  widower. 

CcB8.  Say  not  so,  Agrippa: 

If  Cleopatra  heard  you,  your  reprooi 
Were  well  deserved  of  rashness. 

VOL.  V.  B 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


242  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  act  n. 


AfU.  lam  not  married,  Caesar:  let  me  hear 
Agrippa  farther  speak. 

Agr.  To  hold  you  in  perpetoal  amity, 
To  make  you  brothers,  and  to  knit  your  hearU 
With  an  unsliiiping  knot,  take  Antony 
Octavia  to  his  wife ;  whose  beauty  claims 
No  worse  a  husband  than  the  best  of  men ; 
Whose  virtue  and  whose  general  graces  speak 
That  which  none  else  can  utter.     By  this  marriafi;^, 
All  little  jealousies,  which  now  seem  great. 
And  all  great  fears,  which  now  import  their  dangers;, 
Would  then  be  nothing :  truths  would  then  be  tales, 
Where  now  half  tales  be  truths :  her  love  to  both 
Would,  each  to  other  and  all  loves  to  both, 
Draw  after  her.     Pardon  what  I  have  spoke ; 
For  *tis  a  studied,  not  a  present  thought, 
By  duty  ruminated. 

Ant.  Wilf  Csesar  speak  ? 

Cces,  Not  till  he  hears  how  Antony  is  touched 
With  what  is  spoke  already. 

Ant  What  power  is  in  Agrippa^ 

If  I  would  say,  Agrippa^  be  it  so. 
To  make  this  good? 

CfBS,  The  power  of  Csesar,  and 

His  power  unto  Octavia. 

Ant  May  I  never 

To  this  good  purpose,  that  so  fairly  shows. 
Dream  of  impediment ! — Let  me  have  thy  hand : 
Further  this  act  of  grace ;  and  from  this  hour 
The  heart  of  brothers  govern  in  our  loves 
And  sway  our  great  designs ! 

Cai8,  There  is  my  hand. 

A  sister  I  bequeath  you,  whom  no  brother 
Did  ever  love  so  dearly :  let  her  live 
To  join  our  kingdoms  and  our  hearts;  and  never 
Fly  off  our  loves  again  I 

Lep,  Happily,  amen! 

AnL  1  did  not  think  to  draw  my  sword  Against  Pompeyi 
For  he  hath  laid  strange  courtesies  and  greac 
Of  late  upon  me :  I  must  thank  him  only, 
Lest  mv  remembrance  suffer  ill  report; 
At  heel  of  that,  defy  him. 

Lep.  Time  calls  npon  'b  i 

Of  us  must  Pompey  presently  be  sought. 
Or  else  he  seeks  out  us. 

AnL  Where  lies  he? 
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CcBB.  About  the  Mount  Misenum. 

AnL  What 's  his  strenirth 

5jr  land? 

Cqb8,  Great  and  increasing:  but  by  sea 
He  is  an  absolute  master. 

Ant  So  is  the  fame. 

Would  we  had  spoke  together!     Haste  we  for  it: 
Yet,  ere  we  put  ourselves  in  arms,  despatch  we 
The  business  we  have  talked  o£ 

C<B8,  With  most  gladness; 

And  do  invite  you  to  my  sister's  view, 
Whither  straight  I'll  lead  you. 

Ant,  Let  us,  Lepidus, 

Not  lack  your  company. 

Lep,  Noble  Antony, 

Not  sickness  should  detain  me. 

[Fhuriah,     Exeunt  QjEa,y  Amt.,  and  Lkp. 

Mec,  Welcome  from  Egy])t,  sir. 

Ene,  Half  the  heart  of  Caesar,  worthy  Mecsenas! — my 
honourable  friend,  Agrippa! — 

Agr,  Good  Enoban>us ! 

Mec.  We  have  cause  to  be  ^lad  that  matters  are  so  well 
digested.     You  stay'd  well  by  it  in  Egjrpt. 

Eno,  Ay,  sir ;  we  did  sleep  day  out  of  countenance,  and 
made  the  night  light  with  drinking. 

Mec  Eight  wild  boars  roasted  whole  at  a  breakfast,  and 
but  twelve  persons  there ;  is  this  true? 

Eno.  This  was  but  as  a  fly  by  an  eagle:  we  had  much 
more  monstrous  matter  of  feasts,  which  worthily  deserved 
noting. 

Mec  She 's  a  most  triumphant  lady,  if  report  be  square 
to  her. 

Eno,  When  she  first  met  Mark  Antony  she  pursed  up 
his  heart,  upon  the  river  of  Cydnus. 

Agr,  There  she  apx)eared  indeed ;  or  my  rejiorter  devised 
well  for  her. 

Eno,  I  will  tell  you. 
The  barge  she  sat  m,  like  a  bumish'd  throne, 
Burn'd  on  the  water:  the  poop  was  beaten  gold; 
Purple  the  sails,  and  so  perfumed  that 
The  winds  were  love-sick  with  them ;  the  oars  were  silver, 
Which  to  the  tune  of  flutes  kept  stroke,  and  made 
The  water  which  they  beat  to  follow  faster, 
As  amorous  of  their  strokes.     For  her  own  person. 
It  beggar'd  all  description:  she  did  lie 
In  her  pavilion,— cloth-of-gold  of  tissues- 
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O'er-picturing  that  Venus  where  we  see 
The  lancy  out-work  nature :  on  each  side  her 
Stood  pretty  dimpled  boys,  like  smiling  Cupids, 
With  oivers-colour'd  fans,  whose  wind  did  seem 
To  glow  the  delicate  cheeks  which  they  did  cool. 
And  what  they  undid  did. 

Agr,  O,  rare  for  Antony! 

Eno,  Her  gentlewomen,  like  the  Nereids, 
So  many  mermaids,  tended  her  i'  the  eyes. 
And  made  their  bends  adomings :  at  the  helm 
A  seeming  mermaid  steers :  the  silken  tackle 
Swell  with  the  touches  of  those  flower-soft  hands 
That  yarel^  frame  the  office.     From  the  barge 
A  strange  mvisible  perfume  hits  the  sense 
Of  the  s^jacent  whsurfe.     The  city  cast 
Her  people  out  upon  her ;  and  Antony, 
Enthron  d  i'  the  market-place,  did  sit  alone, 
Whistling  to  the  air ;  which,  but  for  vacancy, 
Had  gone  to  gaze  on  Cleopatra  too, 
And  made  a  gap  in  nature. 

Agr,  Rare  Egyptian! 

Eno.  Upon  her  landing,  Antony  sent  to  her, 
Invited  her  to  supper :  she  replied  . 
It  should  be  better  he  became  her  guest ; 
Wliich  she  entreated :  our  courteous  Antony, 
Wliom  ne'er  the  word  of  No  woman  heard  speak. 
Being  barber'd  ten  times  o'er,  goes  to  the  feast. 
And,  for  his  ordinary,  pays  his  heart 
For  what  his  eyes  eat  only. 

A  gr.  Royal  wench ! 

She  made  great  Csesar  lay  his  sword  to  bed: 
He  ploughVi  her,  and  she  cropp'd. 

Eno,  I  saw  her  once 

Hop  forty  paces  through  the  public  street ; 
And  havmg  lost  her  breath,  she  spoke  and  panted, 
That  she  did  make  defect  perfection, 
And,  breathless,  power  breathe  forth* 

Mec  Now  Antony  must  leave  her  utterly. 

Eno.  Never ;  he  will  not : 
Age  cannot  wither  her,  nor  custom  stale 
Her  infinite  variety :  other  women  cloy 
The  appetites  they  feed ;  but  she  makes  hungry 
Where  most  she  satisfies :  for  vilest  things 
Become  themselves  in  her ;  that  the  holy  priests 
Bless  her  when  she  is  riggish. 

Mec  If  beauty,  wisdom,  modesty,  can  settle 
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The  heart  of  Antony,  Octavia  is 
A  blessed  lottery  to  him. 

Agr.  Let  ns  go. — 

Good  Enobarbns,  make  yourself  my  gnest 
Whilst  you  abide  here. 

Eno,  Humbly,  sir,  I  thank  you.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  ni—RoME.  A  Room  in  C-fiSAR's  House. 

Enter  Cjesab,  Antony,  Ocjtavia  between  them^  and 
Attendants. 

Ant,  The  world  and  my  great  office  will  sometimes 
Divide  me  from  your  bosom. 

Octa,  All  which  time 

Before  the  gods  my  knee  shall  bow  my  prayers 
To  them  for  you. 

Ant,  Good-night,  sir. — My  Octavia, 

Head  not  my  blemishes  in  the  world's  report ; 
I  have  not  kept  my  square ;  but  that  to  come 
Sludl  all  be  done  by  the  rule.     Good-night,  dear  lady. — 

Octa,  Good-night,  sir. 

C(B8,  Good-night.  [Exeunt  Cjea,  and  Octa« 

Enter  Soothsayer. 

AnL  Now,  sirrah,  you  do  wish  yourself  in  Egypt? 

SootK  Would  I  haa  never  come  from  thence,  nor  yoa 
Thither! 

Ant.    If  you  can,  your  reason? 

SootK  ^  I  see  it  in 

M^  motion,  have  it  not  in  my  tongue :  but  yet 
Hie  you  to  Egypt  again. 

Ant,  Say  to  me. 

Whose  fortunes  shall  rise  higher,  Csesar's  or  mine? 

Sooth,  Csesar's. 
Therefore,  O  Antony;  stajr  not  by  his  side : 
Thy  demon,  that 's  thy  spirit  wmch  keeps  thee,  ia 
Noble,  courageous,  high,  unmatchable. 
Where  Caesars  is  not ;  but  near  him  thy  angel 
Becomes  afear'd,  as  being  o'erpower'd :  therefore 
Make  space  enough  between  you. 

Ant  Speak  this  no  more. 

Sooth.  To  none  but  thee ;  no  more  but  when  to  thee 
If  thou  dost  play  with  him  at  any  game. 
Thou  art  sure  to  lose ;  and  of  that  natural  luck 
He  beats  thee  'gainst  the  odds :  thy  lustre  thickent 
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When  he  shines  by :  I  say  again,  thy  spirit 
Is  all  afraid  to  govern  thee  near  him ; 
But,  he  away,  'tis  noble. 

A  nt.  Get  thee  gone : 

Say  to  Ventidins  I  would  speak  with  him: —    [Exit  Sooth. 
He  shall  to  Parthia. — Be  it  art  or  hap. 
He  hath  spoken  true :  the  very  dice  obey  him ; — 
And  in  our  s])orts  my  better  cunning  faints 
Under  his  chance :  if  we  draw  lots  he  sx)eed8 ; 
His  cocks  do  win  the  battle  still  of  mine. 
When  it  is  all  to  naught ;  and  his  quails  ever 
Beat  mine,  inhoop'd,  at  odds.     I  will  to  Egypt ; 
And  though  I  make  this  marriage  for  my  peace, 
r  the  east  my  pleasure  lies. 

Enter  Ventidius. 

O,  come,  Ventidius, 
You  must  to  Parthia :  your  commission 's  ready : 
Follow  me  and  receive  it.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IV.— RoMB.    A  Street. 

Enter  Lbpidus,  Meo^nas,  and  Aorippa. 

Lep,  Trouble  yourselves  no  further :  pray  you,  hasten 
Your  generals  after. 

Aqr.  Sir,  Mark  Antony 

Will  e'en  but  kiss  Octavia,  and  we'll  follow. 

Lep.  Till  I  shall  see  you  in  your  soldier's  dress, 
Which  will  become  you  both,  farewell 

Mec,  We  shall. 

As  I  conceive  the  journey,  be  at  the  mount 
Before  you,  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Your  way  is  shorter ; 

!My  purposes  do  draw  me  much  about : 
You'll  win  two  days  upon  me. 

Mec,  and  Aqr,  Sir,  good  success  I 

Lep,  Farewell.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  v.— Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  Alexas,  and  Atten. 
dants. 
Cleo.  Give  me  some  music, — ^music,  moody  fopd 
Of  us  that  trade  in  love. 
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Attenid,  The  music,  ho! 

Enter  Mardian. 

CUo,  Let  it  alone ;  let 's  to  billiards : 
Come,  Charmian. 

Char.  My  arm  is  sore ;  best  play  with  Mardian. 

Cleo.  As  well  a  woman  with  an  eunuch  play'd 
As  with  a  woman. — Come,  you'll  play  with  me,  sir? 

Mar,  As  well  as  I  can,  madam. 

Cleo.  And  when  good-will  is  show'd,  though*t  come  U)n 
short, 
The  actor  may  plead  pardon.     Fll  none  now : — 
Give  me  mine  angle, — we'll  to  the  river:  there, 
My  music  playing  far  off,  I  will  betray 
Tawny-finn'd  fishes ;  my  bended  hook  shall  pierce 
Their  slimy  jaws ;  and  as  I  draw  them  up 
1*11  think  them  every  one  an  Antony, 
And  say,  Ahfia!  youWe  caught. 

CJiar,  *Twas  merry  when 

You  wager'd  on  your  angling ;  when  your  diver 
Did  hang  a  salt  fish  on  ms  hook,  which  he 
With  fencency  drew  up. 

Cleo.  That  time, — 0  times  ! — 

I  laugh'd  him  out  of  patience  ;  and  that  night 
I  laush'd  him  into  patience :  and  next  mom, 
Ere  the  ninth  hour,  I  drunk  him  to  his  bed ; 
Then  put  my  tires  and  mantles  on  him,  whilst 
I  wore  his  sword  Philippan. 

ErUer  a  Messenger. 

O!  from  Italy!— 
Ram  thou  thy  fruitful  tidings  in  mine  ears. 
That  long  time  have  been  barren. 

Me88,  Madam,  madam, — 

Cleo.  Antony 's  dead ! — 
If  thou  say  so,  villain,  thou  kiU'st  thy  mistress : 
But  well  and  free. 

If  thou  so  yield  him,  there  is  goy ,  and  here 
My  bluest  veins  to  kiss, — a  hand  that  kings 
Have  lipp'd,  and  trembled  kissing. 

Mess.  First,  madam,  he 's  well 

Cieo.  Why,  there's  more  gold.     But,  sirrah,  mark,  we  uee 
To  say  the  dead  are  well :  bring  it  to  tliat, 
The  golf!  I  give  thee  will  I  melt  and  poor 
Down  thy  ifi-uttering  throat. 

Me98,  Good  madam,  hear  meu 
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Cleo.  WeU,  go  to,  I  will ; 

But  there's  no  goodness  in  thy  face :  if  Antony 
Be  free  and  healthful, — ^why  so  tart  a  favour 
To  trumpet  such  good  tidings !     If  not  well, 
Thou  shouldst  come  like  a  fury  crown'd  with  snakes^ 
Not  like  a  formal  man. 

Mess.  Will't  please  you  hear  me? 

Cleo.  I  have  a  mind  to  strike  thee  ere  thou  speak'st: 
Yet,  if  thou  say  Antony  lives,  is  well. 
Or  friends  with  Caesar,  or  not  captive  .to  him, 
I'll  set  thee  in  a  shower  of  gold,  and  hail 
Bich  pearls  upon  thee. 

Mess.  Madam,  he 's  well. 

Cleo.  Well  said. 

Mess.  And  friends  with  Caesar. 

Cleo.  Thou'rt  an  honest  man. 

Mess.  Caesar  and  he  are  greater  friends  than  ever. 

Cleo.  Make  thee  a  fortune  from  me. 

Mess.  But  yet,  madam,^- 

Cleo.  I  do  not  like  hut  yet,  it  does  allay 
The  good  precedence ;  fie  upon  but  yet  / 
But  yet  is  as  a  gaoler  to  bring  forth 
Some  monstrous  malefactor.     Pr'ythee,  friend. 
Pour  out  the  pack  of  matter  to  mine  ear, 
The  good  and  bad  togetner:  he's  friends  with  Caesar; 
In  stote  of  health,  thou  say'st ;  and,  thou  say'st,  free. 

Mess.  Free,  madam!  no;  I  made  no  such  report: 
He 's  bound  unto  Octavia. 

Cleo.  For  what  good  turn? 

Mess.  For  the  best  turn  i'  the  bed. 

Cleo.  I  am  pale,  Charmian. 

Mess.  Madam,  he 's  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.  The  most  infectious  pestilence  upon  thee ! 

[Strikes  him  down. 

Mess.  Good  madam,  patience. 

Cleo.  What  say  you? — Hence, 

[Strikes  him  again. 
Horrible  villain  I  or  111  spurn  thine  eyes 
like  balls  before  me  ;  TU  unhair  thy  head : 

[She  hales  him  up  and  down. 
Thou  shalt  be  whipp'd  with  wire  and  stewed  in  brine, 
Smarting  in  lingering  pickle. 

Mess,  Gracious  madam, 

I  that  do  bring  the  news  made  not  the  match. 

Cleo.  Say  'tis  not  so,  a  province  I  will  give  thee. 
And  make  thy  fortunes  proud :  the  blow  thou  hadisfe 
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Shall  make  thy  peace  for  moving  me  to  rage; 
And  I  will  boot  thee  with  what  gift  beside 
Thy  modesty  can  beg. 

Mess.  He  *8  married,  madam. 

Cfeo.  Rogue,  thou  hast  liv'd  too  long.    [J^raws  a  dagger. 

Mess.  Nay,  then  I'll  rua. — 
What  mean  you,  madam?    I  have  made  no  fault.        {Exit, 

Char,  Good  madam,  keep  yourself  within  yourself: 
The  man  is  innocent. 

Cleo.  Some  innocents  scape  not  the  thunderbolt. — 
Melt  Egypt  into  Nile !  and  Kindly  creatures — 
Turn  afi  to  serpents ! — Call  the  slave  again  ; 
Though  I  am  mad,  I  will  not  bite  him : — call. 

Cluir.  He  is  afear'd  to  come. 

Cko,  I  will  not  hurt  him. 

[Exit  Charmian. 
These  hands  do  lack  nobility,  that  they  strike 
A  meaner  than  myself;  since  I  myself 
Have  given  myself  the  cause. 

Re-enter  Chabmian  and  Messenger. 
Come  hither,  sir. 
Though  it  be  honest,  it  is  never  good 
To  brmg  bad  news  :  give  to  a  gracious  message 
An  host  of  tongues ;  but  let  ill  tidings  tell 
Themselves  when  they  be  felt. 

Mess,  1  have  done  my  duty. 

Cleo,  Is  he  married  ? 
I  cannot  hate  thee  worser  than  I  do 
If  thou  again  say  Tes, 

Mess,  He  is  married,  madam. 

Cleo,  The  gods  confound  thee !  dost  thou  hold  there  still ! 

Mess,  Should  I  lie,  madam? 

Cleo,  O,  I  would  thou  didst, 

So  half  my  Egypt  were  submerged,  and  made 
A  cistern  for  scal'd  snakes !    Go,  get  thee  hence : 
Hadst  thou  Narcissus  in  thy  face,  to  me 
Thou  wouldst  appear  most  ugly.     He  is  married? 

Mess,  1  crave  your  highness'  pardon. 

Cleo,  He  is  married? 

Mess.  Take  no  offence  that  I  would  not  offend  you : 
To  punish  me  for  what  you  make  me  do 
Seems  much  unequal :  he  is  married  to  Octavia. 

Cleo.  O  that  his  fault  should  make  a  knave  of  thee, 
That  art  not  what  thou'rt  sure  of  I — Get  thee  hence: 
The  merchandise  which  thou  hast  brought  from  Rome 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


250  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  act  il 

Are  all  too  dear  for  me :  lie  they  upon  thy  hand. 

And  be  undone  by  *em!  [Exit  Messenger, 

Char.  Good  vonr  highncKSS,  patience. 

Cleo.  In  praising  Antony  I  have  disprais'd  Csesar. 

Char,  Many  times,  madam. 

CU'o.  I  am  paid  for't  now. 

Lead  me  from  hence ; 

I  faint : — O  Lras,  Charmian ! — 'tis  no  matter. — 
Go  to  the  fellow,  good  Alexas  ;  bid  him 
Jleport  the  feature  of  Octavia,  her  years, 
Her  inclination,  let  him  not  leave  out 
The  colour  of  her  hair : — bring  me  word  quickly. 

[ExUAi^sxAB. 
Let  him  for  ever  go : — ^let  him  not — Charmian, 
Though  he  be  painted  one  way  like  a  Gorgon, 
T'other  way  he's  a  Mars. — Bid  you  Alexas    [To  Mardian. 
Bring  me  word  how  tall  she  is.  — Pity  me,  Charmian, 
But  do  not  speak  to  me.  — Lead  me  to  my  chamber.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  Yl,—Near  Misenum, 

Flouriah,     Enter  Pompey  arid  Menas  <U  ane  side,  with  drum 
and  trumpet:  at  the  other ^  CiESAB,  Antony,  Lepidds, 
Enobarbus,  MECiENAS,  With  Soldicrs  marching. 
Pom,  Your  hostages  I  have,  so  have  you  mine ; 

And  we  shall  talk  before  we  fight. 

CcR8.  Most  meet 

That  first  we  come  to  words ;  and  therefore  have  we 

Our  written  purposes  before  us  sent ; 

Which,  if  thou  hast  consider'd,  let  us  know 

If 'twiU  tie  up  thy  discontented  sword, 

And  carry  back  to  Sicily  much  tall  youth 

That  else  must  perish  here. 
Pom,  ^     To  you  all  three, 

Tlie  senators  alone  of  this  great  world. 

Chief  factors  for  the  gods, — I  do  not  know 

Wherefore  my  father  should  revengers  want, 

Having  a  son  and  friends ;  since  JiSius  Caesar, 

Who  at  Philippi  the  ^ood  Brutus  ghosted. 

There  saw  you  labouring  for  him.    What  was*t 

That  mov'd  pale  Cassius  to  conspire ;  and  what 

Made  the  all-honour'd,  honest  Roman,  Brutus, 

With  the  arm'd  rest,  courtiers  of  beauteous  freedom. 

To  drench  the  Capitol,  but  that  they  would 

Have  one  man  but  a  man?    And  that  10  it 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


SCENE  VI.      ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  261 

Hath  made  me  rig  my  navy;  at  whose  burden 
The  anger'd  ocean  foams ;  with  which  I  meant 
To  scourge  the  ingratitude  that  despiteful  xvome 
Cast  on  my  noble  father. 

Cobs,  Take  your  time. 

Ant  Thou  canst  not  fear  us,  Pompey,  with  thy  sails; 
We'll  speak  with  thee  at  sea :  at  land  thou  Kuow^st 
How  much  we  do  o'er-count  thee. 

Pora,  At  land,  indeed, 

Thou  dost  o'er-count  me  of  my  father's  house : 
But,  since  the  cuckoo  builds  not  for  himself, 
Remain  in't  as  thou  mayst. 

Lep.  Be  pleas'd  to  tell  us, — 

For  this  is  firom  the  present, — ^how  you  take 
Th«  offers  we  have  sent  you. 

Caw.         ^  There 's  the  point. 

AnU  Which  do  not  be  entreated  to,  but  weigh 
What  it  is  worth  embraced. 

Cces,  And  what  may  follow, 

To  try  a  larger  fortune. 

Pom,  You  have  made  me  offer 

Of  Sicily,  Sardinia ;  and  I  must 
Rid  all  the  sea  of  pirates ;  then  to  send 
Measures  of  wheat  to  Rome ;  this  *greed  upon, 
To  part  with  unhack'd  edges,  and  bear  bacK 
Our  targes  undinted. 

Cces.,  Ant,^  and  Lep,      That's  our  offer. 

Pom,  Enow,  then, 

I  came  before  you  here  a  man  prepared 
To  take  this  offer :  but  Mark  Antony 
Put  me  to  some  impatience : — thougn  I  lose 
The  praise  of  it  by  telling,  you  must  know. 
When  Caesar  and  your  brother  were  at  blows. 
Your  mother  came  to  Sicily,  and  did  find 
Her  welcome  Mendly. 

Ant,  I  have  heard  it,  Pompey 

And  am  well  studied  for  a  liberal  thanks 
Which  I  do  owe  you. 

Pom.  Let  me  have  your  hand : 

I  did  not  think,  sir,  to  have  met  you  here. 

Ant,  The  beds  i'  the  east  are  soft;  and,  thanks  to  you, 
That  called  me,  timelier  than  my  purpose,  hiUier; 
For  I  have  gain'd  by  it. 

CcB8,^  Since  I  saw  you  last 

There  is  a  change  upon  you. 

Pom.  Well,  I  know  not 
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What  counts  harsh  fortune  casts  upon  my  face; 
But  in  my  bosom  shall  she  never  come 
To  make  my  heart  her  vassaL 

Lep,  Well  met  here. 

Pom,  I  hope  so,  Lepidus. — Thus  we  are  agreed: 
I  crave  our  composition  may  be  written. 
And  seal'd  between  us. 

Cceji,  That 's  the  next  to  do. 

Fom,  We'll  feast  each  other  ere  we  part;  and  let 's 
Draw  lots  who  shall  begin. 

AivL  That  will  I,  Pompey. 

Pwn,  No,  Antony,  take  the  lot :  but,  first 
Or  last,  your  fine  Egyptian  cookery 
Shall  have  the  fame.     I  have  heard  that  Julius  Caesar 
Grew  fat  with  feasting  there. 

Ant,  ^  You  have  heard  much. 

Pom.  I  have  fsiir  meanings,  sir. 

Ant.  And  fair  words  to  them. 

Pom,  Then  so  much  have  I  heard : 
And  I  have  heard  Apollodorus  carried, — 

Ehu>,  No  more  of  that : — ^he  did  so. 

Pom>,  What,  I  pray  you? 

Eno.  A  certain  queen  to  CaBsar  in  a  mattress. 

Pom^  I  know  thee  now :  how  far*st  thou,  soldier? 

JEhw,  Well; 

And  well  am  like  to  do ;  for  I  perceive 
Four  feasts  are  toward. 

Pom,  Let  me  shake  thy  hand; 

I  never  hated  thee :  I  have  seen  thee  fight. 
When  I  have  envied  thy  behaviour. 

Eno,  Sir, 

I  never  lov'd  you  much ;  but  I  ha'  prais'd  ye. 
When  you  have  well  deserv'd  ten  tmies  as  much 
As  I  have  said  you  did. 

Pom.  Enjoy  thy  plainness. 

It  nothing  ill  becomes  thee. — 
Aboard  my  galley  I  invite  you  all : 
Will  you  lead,  lords! 

Coe8.j  Ant,y  and  X^ep,    Show  us  the  way,  sir. 

Pom,  Coma 

[Exeunt  aU  hut  Men.  and  Eno. 

Men,  [a8ide.'\  Thy  father,  Pompey,  would  ne'er  have  made 
this  treaty. — You  and  I  have  known,  sir. 

Eno,  At  sea,  I  think. 

Men,  We  have,  sir. 

Eno,  You  have  done  well  by  water. 
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Men,  And  you  by  land. 

Eno.  I  will  praise  any  man  that  will  praise  me ;  thouuh 
tt  cannot  be  denied  what  I  have  done  by  land. 

Men.  Nor  what  I  have  done  by  water. 

Eno,  Yes,  something  you  can  deny  for  your  own  safety  i 
you  have  been  a  great  thief  by  sea. 

Men,  And  you  by  land. 

JSno.  There  I  deny  my  land  service.  But  give  me  your 
hand,  Menas :  if  our  eyes  had  authority,  here  they  might 
take  two  thieves  kissing. 

Men,  All  men's  faces  are  true,  whatsoe'er  their  hands  ara 

£Jno,  But  there  is  never  a  fair  woman  has  a  true  face. 

Men,  No  slander ;  they  steal  hearts. 

Eno,  We  came  hither  to  tight  with  you. 

Men.  For  my  part,  I  am  sorry  it  is  turned  to  a  drinking. 
Pompey  doth  this  day  laugh  away  his  fortune. 

£no.  If  he  do,  sure,  he  cannot  weep  it  back  a&;ain. 

Men,  You  have  said,  sir.  We  looked  not  for  Mark  Antony 
here:  pray  you,  is  he  married  to  Cleopatra? 

J^no,  Csesar's  sister  is  called  Octavia. 

Men,  True,  sir ;  she  was  the  wife  of  Caius  Marcellus. 

JSno,  But  she  is  now  the  wife  of  Marcus  Antouius. 

Men,  Pray  you,  sir? 

Eno,  'Tistrue. 

Men,  Then  is  Caesar  and  he  for  ever  knit  together. 

JSno,  If  I  were  bound  to  divine  of  this  unity,  1  would 
not  prophesy  so. 

Men,  1  think  the  policy  of  that  purpose  made  more  in 
the  marriace  than  the  love  of  the  parties. 

£no.  I  think  so  too.  But  yon  shall  find  the  band  that 
seems  to  tie  their  friendship  together  will  be  the  very 
strangler  of  their  amity :  Octavia  ia  of  a  holy,  cold,  and 
still  conversation. 

Men.  Who  would  not  have  his  wife  so? 

Eno.  Not  he  that  himself  is  not  so;  which  is  Mark 
Antony.,  He  will  to  his  Egjrptian  dish  again :  then  shall 
the  sighs  of  Octavia  blow  the  lire  up  in  Csesar ;  and,  as  I 
said  before,  that  which  is  the  strength  of  their  amity  shall 
prove  the  immediate  author  of  toeir  variance.  Antony 
wijfi  use  his  affection  where  it  is :  he  married  but  his  occa- 
sion here. 

Men,  And  thus  it  may  be.  Come,  sir,  will  you  aboard? 
I  have  a  health  for  you. 

Eno.  I  shall  take  it,  sir:  we  have  used  our  throats  in 
mt. 
^en.  Come,  let 's  away.  [Exeunt. 
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SCENE  VIL— 0»  hoard  Pompky's  Galley,  lying 
near  Misenum, 

Mtuk,     Enter  two  or  three  Servants  with  a  banquet 

1  Serv.  Here  they'll  be,  man.  Some  o'  their  plants  are 
Dl-rooted  already;  the  least  wind  i*  the  world  will  blow 
them  down. 

2  Serv.  Lepidns  is  high-colonred. 

1  Serv.  They  have  made  him  drink  alms-drink. 

2  Senf.  As  they  pinch  one  another  by  the  disposition, 
he  cries  ont,  no  more;  reconciles  them  to  his  entreaty  and 
himself  to  the  drink. 

1  Serv.  But  it  raises  the  greater  war  between  him  and 
his  discretion. 

2  Serv.  Why,  this  it  is  to  have  a  name  in  great  men's 
feDowship :  I  had  as  Uef  have  a  reed  that  will  do  me  no 
service  as  a  partizan  T  could  not  heave. 

1  Serv.  To  be  called  into  a  huge  sphere,  and  not  to  be 
seen  to  move  in't,  are  the  holes  where  eyes  should  be, 
which  pitifully  disaster  the  cheeks. 

A  sennet  sounded.    Enter  C^bsab,  Antony,  Lepidus,  Pom- 

PEY,   Agrippa,  MECiENAS,    Enobarbus,   Menas,  wUh 

other  Captains. 

Ant.  [to  C.KSAR.]  Thus  do  they,  sir:  they  take  the  flow 
o'  the  Nile 
By  certain  scales  i'  the  pjrramid ;  they  know, 
By  the  height,  the  lowness,  or  the  mean,  if  dearth 
Or  foison  follow:  the  higher  Nilus  swells 
The  more  it  promises :  as  it  ebbs,  the  seedsman 
Upon  the  slime  and  ooze  scatters  his  grain, 
And  shortly  comes  to  harvest. 

Lep.  You've  strange  serpents  there. 

Ant,  Ay,  Lepidus. 

Lep,  Your  serpent  of  Egypt  is  bred  now  of  your  mud  by 
the  operation  of  your  sun :  so  is  your  crocodile. 

Ant,  They  are  so. 

Pom.  Sit, — and  some  wine! — A  health  to  Lepidus ! 

Lep,  I  am  not  so  well  as  I  should  be,  but  I'll  ne'er  out. 

Eno,  Not  till  you  have  slept;  I  fear  me  you'll  be  in  till 
then. 

Lep.  Nay,  certainly,  I  have  heard  the  Ptolemies*  pyra- 
mises  are  very  goodly  things;  without  contradiction,  I  have 
heard  that. 

Men,  [aside  to  Pom.]  Pomx)ey,  a  word. 
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Pom.  [aside  to  Men.]  Say  in  mine  ear:  what  is't? 

Men.  [aside  to  Pom.]  Forsake  thy  seat,   I  do  beseech 
thee,  captain, 
ind  hear  me  speak  a  word. 

Pom.  [oMde  fo  Men.]  Forbear  me  till  anon.  — 
This  wine  for  Lepidns! 

Lep.  What  manner  o*  thing  is  your  crocodile? 

Ant.  It  is  sha^d,  sir,  like  itself;  and  it  is  as  broad  as 
ft  hath  breadth :  it  is  just  so  high  as  it  is,  and  moves  with 
its  own  organs :  it  lives  by  that  which  nourisheth  it ;  and, 
the  elements  once  out  of  it,  it  transmigrates. 

Lep.  What  colour  is  it  of? 

A  nt.  Of  its  own  colour  too. 

Lep.  Tis  a  strange  serpent. 

AnL  'TLs  sa    And  the  tears  of  it  are  wet.  , 

CcB8.  Will  this  description  satisfy  him? 

Ant  With  the  health  that  Pompey  gives  him,  else  he  is 
ft  very  epicure. 

Pom.  [aside  to  Men.]  Go,  hang,  sir,  hang!  Tell  me  of 
that?  away! 
Do  as  I  bid  you. — ^Where's  this  cup  T  call'd  for? 

Men.  [aMde  to  Pom.]  If  for  the  sake  of  merit  thou  wilt 
hear  me. 
Rise  from  thy  stool 

Pom.  [aside  to  Men.]  I  think  thou*rt  mad.    The  matter? 

[Rises  and  walks  aside. 

Men.  I  have  ever  held  my  cap  off  to  thv  fortunes. 

Pom.  Thou  hast  serv'd  me  with  much  faith.     What's 
else  to  say? — 
Be  jolly,  lords. 

Ant  These  quicksands,  Lepidus, 

Keep  off  them,  for  you  sink. 

Men.  "Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  all  the  world? 

Pom.  What  say'st  thou  ? 

Men.  Wilt  thou  be  lord  of  the  whole  world?    That's 
twice. 

Pom.  How  should  that  bo? 

Men.  But  entertain  it,  and. 

Although  thou  think  me  poor,  I  am  the  man 
Will  give  thee  all  the  world. 

PoTn,  Hast  thou  drunk  well? 

Men.  No,  Pompey,  I  have  kept  me  from  the  cup. 
Thou  art,  if  thou  dar'st  be,  the  earthly  Jove : 
Whatever  the  ocean  pales  or  sky  inclips 
b  thine,  if  thou  wilt  hav't 

Pom.  Show  me  which  way* 
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Men.  These  three  world-sharers,  these  competitors, 
Are  in  thy  vessel :  let  me  cut  the  cable ; 
And,  when  we  are  put  ofi^  fall  to  their  throats : 
AH  then  is  thine. 

Ponu  Ah,  this  thou  shouldst  have  done, 

And  not  have  spoke  on't !     In  me  'tis  villany ; 
In  thee't  had  been  eood  service.    Thou  must  know 
'Tis  Dot  my  profit  that  does  lead  mine  honour; 
Mine  honour  it.     Repent  that  e'er  thy  tongue 
Hath  so  betray'd  thine  act :  being  done  unknown, 
I  should  have  found  it  afterwards  well  done ; 
But  must  condemn  it  now.     Desist,  and  diink. 

Men.  [aaide.'l  For  this 
I'll  never  follow  thy  pall'd  fortunes  more. 
Who  seeks,  and  will  not  take  when  once  'tis  oflFer'd, 
Shall  never  fin^  it  more. 

Fonu  This  health  to  Lepidus! 

Ant.  Bear  him  ashore. — I'll  pledge  it  for  him,  Pompey, 

Eno.  Here's  to  thee,  Menas! 

Men.  Enobarbus,  welcome! 

Pom.  Fill  till  the  cup  be  hid. 

Eno.  There 's  a  strong  feUow,  Menas. 

[Pointing  to  the  Attendant  wTw  carries  offLsf. 

Men.  Why? 

Eno.  'A  bears 

The  third  part  of  the  world,  man ;  see'st  not  ? 

Men.   The  third  part,  then,  is  drunk:   would  it  were 
all. 
That  it  mi^ht  go  on  wheels! 

Eno.  Drmk  thou ;  increase  the  reels. 

Men.  Come. 

Pom.  This  is  not  yet  an  Alexandrian  feast. 

Ant.  It  ripens  towards  it. — Strike  the  vessels,  hoi- 
Here  is  to  Cajsar ! 

Cces,  I  could  well  forbear't 

It 's  monstrous  labour  when  I  wash  my  brain 
And  it  grows  fouler. 

Ant.  Be  a  child  o'  the  time. 

CcBS,  Possess  it,  FU  make  answer : 
But  I  had  rather  fast  from  aU  four  days 
Than  drink  so  much  in  one. 

Eno.  Ha,  my  brave  emperor!    [To  ANTOmf; 

Shall  we  dance  now  the  Egyptian  Bacchanals, 
And  celebrate  our  drink  ? 

Pom.  Let 's  ha't,  good  soldier. 

Ant.  Come,  let 's  all  take  hands, 
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Till  that  the  conquering  wine  hath  steep'd  our  aense 
In  soft  and  delicate  LeUie. 

Eno.  All  take  hands. — 

Make  battery  to  our  ears  with  the  loud  nmsic: — 
The  while  ru  place  you :  then  the  boy  shall  sing; 
The  holding  every  man  shall  beat  as  loud 
As  hiB  strong  sides  can  volley. 

[Music  plays.    Eno.  pUicea  them  hand  in  hand. 

BONO. 
Come,  tbon  monarch  of  the  vine, 
Plumpy  Bacchus  with  pink  eyne ! 
In  thy  fats  our  cares  be  drown'd, 
With  thy  crapes  our  hairs  be  crown'd 
Cap  us,  tin  the  world  go  round, 
Cup  us,  till  the  world  go  round  I 

C«».    What   would   you   more? — ^Pompey,  good-nighl 
Gk)od  brother, 
Let  me  request  you  off :  our  graver  business 
Frowns  at  this  levity. — Gentle  lords,  let 's  part ; 
Y*u  see  we  have  burnt  our  cheeks :  strong^nobarb 
Is  weaker  than  the  wine ;  and  mine  own  ^ngue 
Splits  what  it  speaks :  the  wild  disguise  hath  almost 
Autick'd  us  alL    What  needs  more  words  ?    Oood-night.— 
Goud  Antony,  your  hand. 

Pom,  1*11  try  you  on  the  shore. 

Ant  And  shall,  sir:  give 's  your  hand. 

Pom.  O  Antony, 

You  have  my  father's  house, — but,  what  ?  we  are  mends. 
Come,  down  into  the  boat 

Eno.  Take  heed  you  fall  not. 

[Exeunt  Pom.,  CiES.,  Ant.,  and  Attendants. 
Menas,  PU  not  on  shore. 

Men,  No,  to  my  cabin. — 

These  drums ! — ^these  trumpets,  flutes!  what! — 
Let  Ne2)tune  hear  we  bid  a  loud  £ekrewell 
To  these  great  fellows :  sound  and  be  hang'd,  sound  out  I 

[A  flourish  of  trumpets,  wt/.h  drums, 

Eno,  Hool  says  *a. — There  *s  my  ca|jw 

Men,  Hoo !— noble  captain,  come.  [Exeunt. 
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ACT   IlL 

SCENE  L—-4  Plain  in  Syria. 

Eui€r  Ventidiua,  in  triumph^  with  SiLius  and  other  'Rom- 
ans, Officers,  ard  Soldiers;  tlie  dead  body  of  pACU4ii;s 
borne  in  front, 

Ven.  Now,  darting  Partliia,  art  thou  struck ;  and  now 
Pleaa'd  fortune  does  of  Marcus  Crassua'  death 
Make  me  revenger. —Bear  the  king's  son's  body- 
Before  our  army. — ^Thy  Pacorus,  Orodes, 
Pays  this  for  Marcus  Crassus. 

SU,  Noble  Ventidius, 

Whilst  yet  with  Parthian  blood  thy  sword  is  warm 
The  fugitive  Parthians  follow ;  spur  through  Media, 
Mesopotamia,  and  the  shelters  whither 
The  routed  fly :  so  thy  erand  captain  Antony 
Shall  set  thee  on  triumphant  chariots,  and 
Put  garlands  on  thy  head. 

Ven.  O  Silius,  Silius, 

I  have  done  enough :  a  lower  place,  note  well. 
May  make  too  great  an  act ;  for  learn  this,  Silius, — 
Better  to  leave  undone,  than  by  our  deed 
Acquire  too  high  a  fame  when  aim  we  serve 's  away. 
Csesar  and  Antony  have  ever  won 
More  in  their  officer  than  person :  Sossius, 
One  of  my  place  in  Syria,  nis  lieutenant. 
For  quick  accumulation  of  renown. 
Which  he  achiev'd  by  the  minute,  lost  his  favour. 
Who  does  i'  the  wars  more  than  his  captain  can 
Becomes  his  captain's  captain:  and  ambition, 
The  soldier's  virtue,  rather  makes  choice  of  loss 
Than  gain  which  darkens  him. 
I  could  do  more  to  do  Antonius  good. 
But  'twould  offend  him ;  and  in  his  offence 
Should  my  performance  pehsh. 

SU,  Thou  hast,  Ventidius,  that 

Without  the  which  a  soldier  and  his  sword 
Grants  scarce  distinction.     Thou  wilt  write  to  Antony  I 

Ven,  I'll  humbly  signify  what  in  his  name, 
That  magical  word  of  war,  we  have  effected ; 
How,  with  his  banners  and  his  well-paid  ranks, 
The  ne'er-yet-beaten  horse  (;f  Paitliia 
We  have  jaded  out  o'  the  field. 
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SiL  Where  is  he  now? 

Ven,  He  purposeth  to  Athens :  whither,  with  what  haste 
The  weight  we  must  convey  with 's  will  permit, 
We  shall  appear  before  him. — On,  there ;  pass  along ! 

[Exeunt. 


SCENE  H— Rome.    An  Ante-Chamber  in  C-esar's 
Hotise, 

Enter  Agrippa  and  Enobarbus  meeting. 

Agr,  What,  are  the  brothers  parted  ? 

Eno,  They  have  despatch'd  with  Pompey,  he  is  gone; 
The  other  three  are  sealing.     Octavia  weeps 
To  part  from  Rome :  Caesar  is  sad ;  and  Lepidns, 
Since  Pompey's  feast,  as  Menas  says,  is  troubled 
With  the  green  sickness. 

Agr.  'Tis  a  noble  Lepidus. 

Eno.  A  vety  fine  one :  0,  how  he  loves  Caesar  I 

Agr.  Nay,  but  how  dearly  he  adores  Mark  Antony ! 

Eno.  CflBsar?   Why  he 's  the  Jupiter  of  men. 

Agr,  What's  Antony?    The  god  of  Jupiter. 

Eno.  Speak  you  of  Caesar?  How!  the  nonpareil ! 

Agr.  Of  Antony.    0  thou  Arabian  bird! 

Eno.  Would  you  praise  Caesar,  say  Ccssar^ — so  no  further. 

Agr.  Indeed,  he  plied  them  both  with  excellent  praises. 

Etw.  But  he  loves  Caesar  best ;— yet  he  loves  Antony : 
Hoo !  hearts,  tongues,  figures,  scribes,  bards,  poets  cannot 
Think,  speak,  cast,  write,  sing,  number, — hoo!  — 
His  love  to  Antony.     But  as  for  Caesar, 
Kneel  down,  kneel  down,  and  wonder. 

A  gr.  Both  he  loves. 

Eno.  They  are  his  shards,  and  he  their  beetle.  [Trum- 
pets  within\     So, — 
This  is  to  horse. — Adieu,  noble  A^ppa. 

Agr.  Good  fortune,  worthy  soldier;  and  farewelL 

Enter  CiESAR,  Antony,  Lepidus,  and  Octavja. 

Ant.  No  further,  sir. 

Com.  You  take  from  me  a  great  part  of  myself ; 
Use  me  well  in't. — Sister,  prove  such  a  wife 
As  my  thoughts  make  thee,  and  as  my  furthest  band 
Shall  pass  on  thy  approo£ — Most  noble  Antony, 
l^t  not  the  piece  of  virtue  which  is  set 
P^twixt  us  as  the  cement  of  our  love. 
To  keep  it  builded,  be  the  ram  to  batter 
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The  fortress  of  it;  for  better  might  we 

Have  loVd  without  this  mean  if  on  both  parts 

This  be  not  cherished. 

AnL  Make  me  not  offended 

In  your  distrust. 

dees.  I  have  said. 

Ant.  Yon  shall  not  find. 

Though  you  be  therein  curious,  the  least  cause 
For  what  you  seem  to  fear :  so,  the  gods  keep  you. 
And  make  the  hearts  of  Romans  serve  your  ends! 
We  will  here  part. 

Cces.  Farewell,  my  dearest  sister,  fare  thee  well: 
The  elements  be  kind  to  thee,  and  make 
Thy  spirits  all  of  comfort!     Fare  thee  welL 

Octa.  My  noble  brother!  — 

Ant,  The  April's  in  her  eyes :  it  is  love's  spring 
And  these  the  showers  to  bring  it  on. — Be  cheermL 

Octa.  Sir,  look  well  to  my  husband's  house;  and — 

Cces.  What, 

Octavia? 

Octa.  I'll  tell  you  in  your  ear. 

A  nt.  Her  tongue  will  not  obey  her  heart,  nor  can 
Her  heart  inform  her  tongue, — ^the  swan's  down  feather, 
I'hat  stands  upon  the  swell  at  the  fall  of  tide^ 
And  neither  way  inclines. 

£no.  [aside  to  Agrippa.]    Will  Caesar  weep? 

Agr.  [aside  to  Enc]    He  has  a  cloud  in 's  race. 

Eno.  [cutide  to  Aorippa.]   He  were  the  worse  for  that^ 
were  he  a  horse; 
So  is  he,  being  a  man. 

Agr.  [a^ide  to  End.]    Why,  Enobarbus, 
When  Antony  found  Julius  Csesar  dead, 
He  cried  almost  to  roaring ;  and  he  wept 
When  at  Philipi>i  he  found  Brutus  slain. 

Eno.  [flwidc  to  Aorippa.]   That  year,  indeed,  he  was 
troubled  with  a  rheum ; 
What  willingly  he  did  confound  he  wail'd : 
Beheve't  till  I  weep  toa 

GdEs.  No,  sweet  Octavia, 

You  shall  hear  from  me  still ;  the  time  shall  not 
Out-go  my  thinking  on  you. 

Ant.  Come,  sir,  come; 

I'll  wrestle  with  you  in  my  strength  of  love : 
Look,  here  I  have  you ;  thus  I  let  you  go, 
And  give  you  to  the  gods. 

C'cRfc  Adieu;  be  happy  I 
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Lep,  Let  all  the  niunber  of  the  stars  give  light 
To  thy  fair  wayl 
Ccea.  Farewell,  farewell!  [Kisses  Octavia. 

AwU  Farewell! 

[Trumpets  sound  witJim.    Exeunt 


SCENE  IIL — Alexandria.    A  Boom  in  the  Palaoe, 
Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Alexas. 

Cleo,  Where  is  the  fellow? 

A  lex.  Half  afear*d  to  come. 

Cleo,  Qo  to,  go  to. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Come  hither,  sir. 

Alex.  Good  majesty, 

Herod  of  Jewry  dare  not  look  upon  you 
But  when  you  are  well  pleas'd. 

Cleo.  That  Herod's  head 

I'll  have:  but  how?  when  Antony  is  gone. 
Through  whom  I  might  command  it? — Come  thou  near. 

Mess.  Most  gracious  majesty, — 

Cleo.  Didst  thou  behold 

Octavia? 

Mess.  Ay,  dread  queen. 

Cm>.  Where? 

Mess.  Madam,  in  Rome 

I  look'd  her  in  the  face,  and  saw  her  led 
Between  her  brother  and  Mark  Antony. 

Cleo.  Is  die  as  tall  as  me? 

Mess.  She  is  not,  madam. 

Cleo.  Didst  hear  her  speak?  is  she  shrill-tongu'd  or  low? 

Mess.  Madam,  I  heard  her  speak ;  she  is  low-voic'd. 

Cleo.  That  *s  not  so  good :— he  cannot  like  her  long. 

Char.  like  her!    Olsis!  *tis  impossible. 

Cleo,    I    think    so,    Charmian:    dull    of    tongue  and 
dwarfish! — 
What  majesty  is  in  her  gait?    Remember, 
If  e'er  thou  look'dst  on  majesty. 

Mess.  She  creeps,— 

Her  motion  and  her  station  are  as  one; 
She  shows  a  body  rather  than  a  life, 
A  statue  than  a  breather. 

Cleo.  Is  this  certain! 

Mess.  Or  I  have  no  observauco. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


262  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.         act  iti. 

Char,  Tliroe  in  Egypt 

Cannot  make  better  note. 

CUo,  He 's  very  knowin  i; ; 

I  do  perceive*  t : — fchere  's  nothing  in  her  yet : — 
The  lellow  has  good  judgment. 

Char.  Excellent. 

Cleo.  Guess  at  her  years,  I  pr'ythee. 

Me88,  Madam, 

She  was  a  widow. 

Cleo,  Widow! — Charmian,  hark! 

Mess,  And  I  do  think  she  *s  thirty. 

Cleo.  Bear^st  thou  her  face  in  mind?  is't  long  or  roundf 

Mesa,  Round  even  to  faultiness. 

CUo.  For  the  most  part,  too,  they  are  foolish  that  are  aa — 
Her  hair,  what  colour? 

Me88,  Brown,  madam :  and  her  forehead 
As  low  as  she  would  wish  it. 

Cleo.  There 's  gold  for  thee. 

Thou  must  not  take  my  former  sharpness  ill :  — 
I  will  employ  thee  back  again ;  T.find  thee 
Most  fit  for  bnsiness :  ^o  make  thee  ready ; 
bur  letters  are  prepar'd.  [ExU  Messenger. 

Char,  A  proper  man. 

Cleo,  Indeed,  he  is  so  :  1  rejient  me  much 
That  so  I  harried  him.     Why,  methinks,  by  him 
This  creature  *s  no  such  thing. 

Char,  Nothing,  madanL 

Cleo.  The  man  hath  seen  some  majesty,  and  should  know. 

Char,  Hath  he  seen  majesty?    Isis  else  defend. 
And  serving  you  so  long! 

Cleo.  I  have  one  thing  more  to  askhimyet,  good  Charmian : 
But  'tis  no  matter ;  thou  shalt  bring  him  to  me 
Where  I  will  write.     All  may  be  well  enough. 

CJuir,  I  warrant  you,  madam.  [ExeunU 


SCENE  IV.— Athens,    A  Room  in  Antony's  House. 

Enter  Antony  and  Octavia. 
Ant,  Nay,  nay,  Octavia,  not  only  that, — 
That  were  excusable,  that  and  thousands  more 
Of  semblable  import, — ^but  he  hath  wag'd 
New  wars  'gainst  Pompey;  made  his  will,  and  read  it 
To  public  ear : 

Spoke  scantly  of  me :  when  perforce  he  could  not 
But  pay  me  terms  of  honour,  cold  and  sickly 
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He  vented  them ;  most  narrow  measure  lent  me : 
When  the  best  hint  was  given  him,  he  not  took't. 
Or  did  it  from  his  teeth. 

Octa.  O  my  good  lord. 

Believe  not  all ;  or,  if  you  must  believe, 
Stomach  not  alL     A  more  unhappy  lady. 
If  this  division  chance,  ne'er  stcKKl  between, 
Praying  for  both  parts : 
Sure  the  good  goos  will  mock  me  presently 
When  I  sniJl  pray,  0,  bless  my  lord  and  hwband  t 
Undo  that  prayer,  by  crying  out  as  loud, 
O,  hUss  my  brother!    Husband  win,  win  brother, 
Prays  and  destroys  the  prayer ;  no  midway 
'Twixt  these  extremes  at  aU. 

Ant.  Grentle  Octavia, 

Let  your  best  love  draw  to  that  point  which  seeks 
Best  to  preserve  it :  if  I  lose  mine  honour 
I  lose  myself:  better  I  were  not  yours 
Than  yours  so  branchless.    But,  as  you  requested. 
Yourself  shall  go  between 's :  the  meantime,  lady, 
m  raise  the  preparation  of  a  war 
Shall  stain  your  brother :  make  your  soonest  haste; 
So  your  desires  are  yours. 

Octa.  Thanks  to  mv  lord. 

The  Jove  of  power  make  me,  most  weak,  most  weak. 
Your  reconciler!  Wars  *twixt  you  twain  would  be 
As  if  the  world  should  cleave,  and  that  slain  men 
Should  solder  up  the  rift. 

Ant.  When  it  appears  to  you  where  this  begins, 
Turn  your  displeasure  that  way ;  for  our  faults 
Can  never  be  so  equal  that  your  love 
Can  equally  move  with  them.    Provide  your  going ; 
Choose  your  own  company,  and  command  what  cost 
Your  heart  has  mind  to.  [ExeunU 


SCENE  V. — ^Athens.    Aruyther  Room  in  Antony's  House. 

Enter  Enobarbus  and  Ebos,  meeting. 
Eno.  How  now,  friend  Eros ! 
Eros.  There 's  strange  news  come,  sir. 
Eno.  What,  man? 

Eros.  Csesar  and  Lepidus  have  made  wars  upon  Pompey. 
Eno.  This  is  old:  wnat  is  the  success? 
Eros.   CsBsar,  having  made  use  of  him  in  the  wars  'gainst 
Pompey,  presently  denied  him  rivality ;  would  not  let  him 
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partake  in  the  glory  of  the  action:  and  not  resting  here, 
accuses  him  of  letters  he  had  formerly  wrote  to  Pomj»ey ; 
upon  his  own  appeal  seizes  him :  so  the  poor  thii*d  is  up, 
till  death  enlarge  his  coniiue. 

Eno.  Then  world,  thou  hast  a  pair  of  chaps,  no  more ; 
And  throw  between  them  all  the  food  thou  hast, 
They'll  grind  the  one  the  other.     Where  's  Antonyl 

3ro8,  He 's  walking  in  the  garden — thus :  aitd  si>unis 
The  rush  that  lies  before  him ;  cries,  Fool  LeytdtisJ 
And  threats  the  throat  of  that  his  officer 
That  murder'd  Pompey. 

Eno.  Our  great  navy 's  ri^'d. 

Eros,  For  Italy  and  Caesar.     More,  Domitius; 
My  lord  desires  you  presently :  my  news 
I  might  have  told  hereafter. 

Eno.  'Twin  be  naught : 

But  let  it  be. — Bring  me  to  Antony. 

Eros.  Come,  sir.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  VI.— Rome.    J  Room  in  Cjbrkr'^  House. 

Enter  Caesar,  Aori^pa,  and  MECiENAS. 

Ccu,    Contemning   Rome,    he   has   done  all  thiia,  aod 
more, 
In  Alexandria :  here 's  the  manner  oft : — 
r  the  market-place,  on  a  tribunal  silver'd, 
Cleopatra  and  himself  in  chairs  of  gold 
Were  publicly  enthroned :  at  the  feet  sat 
Csesanon,  whom  they  call  my  father's  son^ 
And  all  the  unlawful  issue  that  their  lust 
Since  then  hath  made  between  them.     Unto  her 
He  gave  the  'stablishment  of  Egypt ;  made  her 
Of  Cower  Syria,  Cyprus,  Lydia, 
Absolute  queen. 

Mec  This  in  the  public  eye? 

Ccta.  V  the  common  show-place,  where  they  exercise. 
His  sons  he  there  proclaim'd  the  kings  of  kings : 
Great  Media,  Parthia,  and  Armenia 
He  gave  to  Alexander ;  to  Ptolemy  he  assigned 
Syria,  Cilicia,  and  Phoenicia :  she 
In  the  habiliments  of  the  goddess  Isis 
That  day  appear'd ;  and  oft  before  gave  andienoe 
As  'tis  reported,  so. 

Mfxi,  Let  Rome  be  thiui 

Infbrm'd. 
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Agr,    Who,  qneasy  with  Ws  insolenco 
Already,  "will  their  good  thoughts  call  from  him. 

G<B8.  Thei)eopleoiowit:  and  have  now  reoeiv'd 
His  accusations. 

Agr,  Who  does  he  accuse? 

CcBS.  GsBsar:  and  that,  having  in  Sicily 
Scxtus  Pompeius  spoiled,  we  had  not  rated  him 
His  part  o'  the  isle :  then  does  he  say  he  lent  lue 
Some  shipping,  unrestor'd :  lastly,  he  frets 
That  Lepidus  of  the  triumvirate 
Should  be  deposed;  and,  being,  that  we  detain 
All  his  revenue. 

Agr.  Sir,  this  should  be  answered. 

Goes,  *Tis  done  already,  and  the  messenger  gone. 
I  have  told  him  Lepidus  was  grown  too  cruel ; 
That  he  his  high  authority  abused, 
And  did  deserve  his  change :  for  what  I  have  conquer'd 
I  grant  him  part;  but  then,  in  his  Armenia 
And  other  of  his  conquer'd  kingdoms,  I 
Demand  the  like. 

Mec,  Hell  never  yield  to  that. 

CcB8,  Nor  must  not,  then,  be  yielded  to  in  this. 

ErUer  Octavta,  wiih  Tier  Train. 

Oetcu    Hail,    Ceesar,  and    my    lord!    hail,    most    dear 
Osesar! 

Cces,  That  ever  I  should  call  thee  castaway ! 

OctcL  You  have  not  caird  me  so,  nor  have  you  cauao. 

CcB8.  Why  have  you  stolen  upon  us  thus!    You  come 
not 
Like  Csesar^s  sister :  the  wife  of  Antony 
Should  have  an  army  for  an  usher,  and 
The  neighs  of  horse  to  tell  of  her  approach 
Long  ere  she  did  appear;  the  trees  by  the  way 
Should  have  borne  men ;  and  expectation  fainted, 
Longing  for  what  it  had  not ;  nay,  the  dust 
Should  nave  ascended  to  the  roof  of  heaven, 
Kais'd  by  your  populous  troops :  but  you  are  come 
A  market-maid  to  Rome ;  and  have  preventeil 
The  ostentation  of  our  love,  which  left  unshown 
Is  often  lefb  unlov'd :  we  should  have  met  you 
By  sea  and  land ;  supplying  every  stage 
With  an  augmented  greeting. 

Octa,  Good  my  lord. 

To  come  thus  was  I  not  constrained,  but  did  it 
On  my  fr^e-will.    My  lord,  Mark  Antony, 
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Hearing  that  you  prepar'd  for  war,  acquainted 
My  grieved  ear  withal :  whereon  I  begg'd 
His  pardon  for  return. 

Ciiea,  Which  soon  he  granted, 

Being  an  obstruct  *tween  his  lust  and  him. 

OctcL.  Do  not  say  so,  my  lord. 

CcM.  I  have  eyes  upon  him. 

And  his  affairs  come  to  me  on  the  wind. 
Where  is  he  now? 

Octa.  My  lord,  in  Athens. 

CiBs.  No,  my  most  wronged  sister ;  Cleopatra 
Hath  nodded  him  to  her.    He  hath  given  his  empire 
Up  to  a  whore ;  who  now  are  levying 
The  kings  o'  the  earth  for  war :  he  hath  assembled 
Bocchus,  the  king  of  Lybia ;  Archelaus 
Of  Cappadocia ;  rhiladelphos,  king 
Of  Paphlagonia ;  the  ThAcian  king,  Adallas ; 
King  Malchus  of  Arabia ;  King  of  rent ; 
Herod  of  Jewry;  Mithridates,  king 
Of  Comagene ;  Polemon  and  Amyntas, 
The  kings  of  Mede  and  Lycaonia,  with  a 
More  larger  list  of  sceptres. 

Octa.  Ay  me,  most  wretched. 

That  have  my  heart  parted  betwixt  two  friends 
That  do  afflict  each  other! 

CiB8.  Welcome  hither : 

Your  letters  did  withhold  our  breaking  forth, 
Till  we  pjerceiv'd  both  how  you  were  wrong  led 
And  we  in  negUgent  danger.     Cheer  your  heart : 
Be  you  not  troubled  with  ^e  time,  which  drives 
0*er  your  content  these  strong  necessities ; 
But  let  determin'd  things  to  destiny 
Hold  imbewail'd  their  way.     Welcome  to  Rome; 
Nothing  more  dear  to  me.     You  are  abus'd 
Beyond  the  mark  of  thought :  and  the  high  gods. 
To  do  you  justice,  make  their  ministers 
Of  us  and  those  that  love  you.     Best  of  comfort; 
And  ever  welcome  to  us. 

Agr.  Welcome,  lady. 

Mec.  Welcome,  dear  madam. 
Each  heart  in  Rome  does  love  and  pity  you : 
Only  the  adulterous  Antony,  most  large 
In  his  abominations,  turns  you  off; 
And  gives  his  potent  regiment  to  a  trull 
That  noises  it  against  us. 

Octa,  Is  it  so,  sir? 
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Cces,  Mo?t  certain.     Sister,  welcome :  pvay  you 
Be  ever  known  to  patience :  my  dear'st  sister !         [Exeunt, 


SCENE  Vn. — ^Antony's  Camp  near  the  Profnontory 
o/Acthirru 

Enter  Cleopatra  and  Emobarbus. 

Cleo,  I  will  be  even  with  thee,  doubt  it  not. 

Eno,  But  why,  why,  why? 
.   Cleo,  Thou  hast  forspoke  my  being  in  these  wars. 
And  say'st  it  is  not  fit 

Eno,  Well,  is  it,  is  it? 

Cleo,  If  not  denounced  against  us,  why  should  not  we 
Be  there  in  person? 

Eno,  [aside,]       Well,  I  could  reply: — 
If  we  should  serve  with  horse  and  mares  together. 
The  horse  were  merely  lost;  the  mares  would  bear 
A  soldier  and  his  horse. 

Cleo.  What  is't  you  say! 

Eno.  Your  presence  needs  must  puzzle  Antony ; 
Take  from  his  heart,  take  from  his  brain,  from 's  time, 
What  should  not  then  be  spar'd.     He  is  already 
Traduc*d  for  levity ;  and  'tis  said  in  Home 
That  Photinus  an  eunuch  and  your  maids 
Manage  this  war. 

Cleo.  Sink  Kome,  and  their  tonnes  rot 

That  speak  against  us !    A  charge  we  bear  i'  the  war. 
And,  as  the  president  of  my  kingdom,  will 
Apx)ear  there  for  a  man.     Speak  not  against  it; 
I  ^ml  not  stay  behind. 

Eno,  Nay,  I  have  done. 

Here  comes  the  emperor. 

Enter  Antony  and  Canidius. 

Ant  Is  it  not  strange,  Canidius^ 

That  from  Tarentum  and  Brundusium 
He  could  so  miickly  cut  the  looian  sea. 
And  take  in  Toryne? — You  have  heard  on*t,  sweet? 

Cleo.  Celerity  is  never  more  admir'd 
Than  by  the  negligent. 

Ant.  A  good  rebuke, 

Which  might  have  well  become  the  best  of  men 
To  taunt  at  slackness. — Canidius,  we 
Will  tight  with  him  by  sea. 

CUo,  By  sea!  what  elaa! 
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Can,  Why  wiD  my  lord  do  so? 

ArU,  YoT  that  he  dares  us  to'k 

Eno,  So  hath  my  lord  dar*d  him  to  single  fi^ht 

Can,  Ay,  and  to  wa^e  this  battle  at  Pharsatia, 
Where  Caesar  fought  with  Pom|)ey :  but  these  offers, 
Which  serve  not  for  his  vantage,  he  shakes  off; 
And  so  should  you. 

Eno,  Your  ships  are  not  T'ell  mann'd : 

Your  mariners  are  muleteers,  reapers,  people 
Ingross'd  by  swift  impress ;  in  Caesar's  fleet 
Are  those  tnat  often  nave  'gainst  Pompey  fought: 
Their  ships  are  yare ;  yours  heavy :  no  disgrace 
Shall  fall  you  for  refdsing  him  at  sea, 
Being  prepared  for  land. 

Ant,  By  sea,  by  sea. 

Eno,  Most  worthy  sir,  you  therein  throw  away 
The  absolute  soldiership  you  have  by  land ; 
Distract  your  army,  which  doth  most  consist 
Of  war-mark'd  footmen ;  leave  unexecuted 
Your  own  renowned  knowledge ;  quite  forego 
The  way  which  promises  assurance ;  and 
Give  up  yourself  merely  to  chance  and  hazard 
From  firm  security. 

Ant.  m  fight  at  sea. 

CUo,  I  have  sixty  sails,  Csesar  none  better. 

AnL  Our  overplus  of  shipping  will  we  bum ; 
And,  with  the  re»t  full-mann'd,  from  the  head  of  Actiam 
Beat  the  approaching  Caesar.     But  if  we  fail 
We  then  can  do't  at  land. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
Thy  business? 
Mess,  The  news  is  true,  my  lord;  he  is  descried; 
Csesar  has  taken  Tor3me. 

AnL  Can  he  be  there  in  person?  'tis  impossible ; 
Strang  that  his  power  should  be. — Canidius, 
Our  mneteen  legions  thou  shalt  hold  by  land^ 
And  our  twelve  thousand  horse. — Well  to  our  ship: 
4.way,  my  Thetis  I 

Enter  a  Soldier. 
How  now,  worthy  soldier? 
Sold,  0  noble  emperor,  do  not  fight  by  sea ; 
Trust  not  to  rotten  planks :  do  you  misdoubt 
This  sword  and  these  my  wounds?    Let  the  Egyptiani 
And  the  Phcenicians  go  a-ducking:  we 
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Have  nsed  to  coDqner  standing  on  the  earth 
And  fighting  foot  to  foot. 

Ant,  Well,  well : — away. 

[Exeunt  Ant.,  Cleg.,  and  Exa 

Sold.  By  Hercnles,  I  think  I  am  i'  the  right. 

Can.  Soldier,  thon  art :  but  his  whole  action  grows 
Not  in  the  power  on't :  so  our  leader 's  led. 
And  we  are  women's  men. 

Sold,  You  keep  by  land 

The  legions  and  the  horse  whole,  do  you  not? 

Can,  Marcus  Ocfcavius,  Marcius  Justeius, 
Pubhcola,  and  Cselius  are  for  sea : 
But  we  keep  whole  by  land.     This  speed  of  Caesar's 
Carries  beyond  belief. 

Sold,  While  he  was  yet  in  Rome 

His  power  went  out  in  such  distractions  as 
Beguiled  all  spies. 

Can,  Who  *s  his  lieutenant,  hear  you? 

i^old.  They  say  one  Taurus. 

Can,  Well  I  know  the  man. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mesa,  The  emperor  calls  Canidius. 
Can.  With  news  the  time 's  with  labour :  and  throes  forth 
Each  minute  some.  [Exeunt. 


SCENE  VIIL— ^  Plain  near  Actium, 

Enter  C-fflSAR,  Taurus,  Officers,  and  otli^ra, 

Ccd9.  Taurus, — 

Taur,  My  lord? 

CoiB.  Strike  not  by  land ;  keep  whole ;  provoke  not  battle 
Till  we  have  done  at  sea.     Do  not  exceed 
1  he  prescript  of  this  scroll :  our  foi-tune  lies 
Upon  this  jump.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  IX.— Another  part  of  tJie  Plain. 

Enter  Antony  and  Enobarbus. 
AnL  Set  we  our  squadrons  on  yon  side  o'  the  hill. 
In  eye  of  Caesar's  battle ;  from  which  place 
We  may  the  number  of  the  ships  behold. 
And  so  proceed  accordingly.  [Exeu^it 
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SCENE  IL—Anothjer  paH  of  the  Plain. 

Enter  C.vnidius,  marching  with  his  land  Army  oJie  way; 
and  Taurus,  tlie  Lieutenant  of  CiESAR,  with  his  Army, 
Ifie  otfier  way.  After  their  going  in,  is  heard  tJie  noise  of 
a  sea-JighL 

Alarum.    Enter  Enobarbus. 
Eno.   Naught,  naught,  all    naught!    I  can   behold    no 
The  Antoniao,  the  Egyptian  Admiral,  [longer: 

With  all  their  sixty,  fly  and  turn  the  rudder: 
To  see't  mine  eyes  are  blasted. 

Enter  Scarus. 

Scar.  Gods  and  goddesses. 

All  the  whole  synod  of  them ! 

Eno.  What's  thy  passion? 

Scar.  The  greater  cantle  of  the  world  is  lost 
With  very  ignorance ;  we  have  kiss'd  away 
Kingdoms  and  provinces. 

Eno.  How  appears  the  fight? 

Scar.  On  our  side  like  the  tokened  pestilence. 
Where  death  is  sure.     Yon  ribaudrea  nag  of  Eeyi»t,— 
Whom  leprosy  o'ertake ! — ^i'  the  midst  o'  the  fight. 
When  vantage  like  a  pair  of  twins  appear*d. 
Both  as  the  same,  or  rather  ours  the  elder, — 
The  breese  upon  her,  like  a  cow  in  June, — 
Hoists  sails  and  flies. 

Eno.  That  I  beheld: 

Mine'  eyes  did  sicken  at  the  sight,  and  could  not 
Endure  a  furtLicr  view. 

Scar.  She  once  being  loof  d. 

The  noble  ruin  of  her  magic,  Antony, 
Claps  on  his  sea- wing,  and,  like  a  doting  mallard. 
Leaving  the  fight  in  height,  flies  after  her : 
L  never  saw  an  action  of  such  shame ; 
Experience,  manhood,  honour,  ne'er  before 
Dia  violate  so  itselfl 

Eno.  Alack,  alack! 

Enter  Canidius. 
Can.  Our  fortune  on  the  sea  is  out  of  breath. 
And  sinks  most  lamentably.     Had  our  genenU 
Been  what  he  knew  himself,  it  had  gone  well : 
0,  he  has  given  example  for  our  flight 
Most  gros3y  by  his  own! 
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Eno.  Ay,  are  you  thereabontat 
Why,  then,  good-night  indeed. 

Caru  Toward  Peloponnesus  are  they  fled. 

Scar.  'Tis  easy  to't ;  and  there  I  will  attend 
What  further  comes. 

Can.  To  Csesar  will  I  render 

My  legions  and  my  horse ;  six  kings  alreaily 
Show  me  the  way  of  yielding. 

Eno.  Ill  yet  follow 

The  wounded  chance  of  Antony,  liough  my  reason 
Sits  in  the  wind  against  me.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  XL— Alexandria,     A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Attendants. 

AnL  Hark !  the  land  bids  me  tread  no  more  upon\— 
It  is  asham'd  to  bear  me! — Friends,  come  hither: 
I  am  so  lated  in  the  world  that  I 
Have  lost  my  way  for  ever : — I  have  a  ship 
Laden  with  gold,  take  that,  divide  it;  fly. 
And  make  your  peace  with  Caesar. 

AU.  Fly!  not  we. 

Ant  1  have  fled  myself  and  have  instructed  cowarda 
To  run  and  show  their  shoulders. — Friends,  be  gone; 
I  have  myself  resolv'd  upon  a  course 
Which  has  no  need  of  you ;  begone ; 
My  treasure 's  in  the  harbour,  take  it. — O, 
I  follow' d  that  I  blush  to  look  ui)on : 
My  very  hairs  do  mutiny ;  for  the  white 
lleprove  the  brown  for  rashness,  and  they  them 
For  fear  and  doting. — Friends,  be  gone:  you  shall 
Have  letters  from  nie  to  some  friends  that  will 
Swee])  your  way  for  you.     Pray  you,  look  not  sad. 
Nor  make  replies  of  loathness :  take  the  hint 
Which  my  despair  proclaims ;  let  that  be  left 
Wliich  leaves  itself:  to  the  sea-side  straightway: 
I  will  possess  you  of  that  ship  and  treasure. 
Leave  me,  I  pray,  a  little :  pray  you  now : — 
Nay,  do  so ;  for,  indeed,  I  have  lost  command. 
Therefore  I  pray  you : — I'll  see  you  by  and  by.    [aS**^  down. 

Enter  Cleopatra  led  by  Charmian  and  Iras, 
Eros  follovnng. 
Eros.  Nay,  gentle  madam,  to  him,— comfort  hiaa. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


272  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.         act 

IroB,  Do,  most  dear  queen. 

Char,  Do!  why,  what  else? 

CUo.  Let  me  sit  down.     O  Juno ! 

AnU  No,  no,  no,  no,  na 

Eroa.  See  you  here,  sirT 

AnL  0  fie,  fie,  fie! 

Char,  Madam, — 

Iras.  Madam,  0  good  empress, — 

Eros,  Sir,  sir, — 

Ant,  Yes,  my  lord,  yes ; — ^he  at  Philippi  kepi 
His  sword  e'en  like  a  dancer ;  while  I  struck 
The  lean  and  wrinkled  Cassius ;  and  'twas  I 
That  the  mad  Brutus  ended ;  he  alone 
Dealt  on  lieutenantry,  and  no  practice  had 
In  the  brave  squares  of  war :  yet  now — ^no  matter. 

CUo,  Ah,  stend  by. 

Eros,  The  queen,  my  lord,  the  queen. 

Ir€LS,  Go  to  him,  madam,  speak  to  him: 
He  is  unqualitied  with  very  sname. 

Cko,  Well  then, — sustain  me:— O! 

Eros,  Most  noble  sir,  arise;  the  queen  approached: 
Her  head 's  declined,  and  death  will  seize  her,  but 
Your  comfort  make  the  rescue. 

AnL  1  have  offended  reputation, — 
A  most  unnoble  swerving. 

Eros,  Sir,  the  queen. 

AnL  O,  whither  hast  thou  led  me,  Egypt?     See 
How  I  convey  my  shame  out  of  thine  eyes 
By  looking  back,  what  I  have  left  behind 
'Stroy'd  in  dishonour. 

CUo,  O  my  lord,  my  lord. 

Forgive  my  fearfal  sails!     I  little  thought 
You  would  have  follow'd. 

AnL  Egypt,  thou  knew'st  too  well 

My  heart  was  to  thy  rudder  tied  by  the  stringy 
And  thou  shouldst  tow  me  after :  o'er  my  spirit 
Thy  fiiU  supremacy  thou  knew'st,  and  that 
Thy  beck  might  from  the  bidding  of  the  guds 
Command  me. 

CUo,  0,  my  pardon ! 

AnL  Now  I  must 

To  the  young  man  send  humble  treaties,  dodgts 
And  palter  in  the  shifts  of  lowness ;  who 
With  half  the  bulk  o'  the  world  play'd  as  I  pleas'd. 
Making  and  marring  fortunes.     You  did  know 
How  much  you  were  my  conqueror;  and  that 
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My  sword,  made  weak  by  my  affection,  would 
Obey  it  on  all  cause. 

CUo.  Pardon,  pardon! 

Ant  Fall  not  a  tear,  I  say;  one  of  them  rates 
All  that  is  won  and  lost :  give  me  a  kiss ; 
Even  this  repays  me. — ^We  sent  our  schoolmaster; 
Is  he  come  back? — Love,  I  am  full  of  lead. — 
Some  wine,  within  there,  and  our  viands! — ^Fortune  knows 
We  scorn  her  most  when  most  she  ofiEeis  blows.       [Ea:euHL 


SCENE  XIL— C.BSAK*s  Camp  in  Egypt 

EhUer  CiESAE,  Dolabella,  Thyreus,  and  others 
Cass.  Let  him  appear  that  *s  come  from  Antony. — 

Enow  you  him? 
Dot  Caesar,  'tis  his  schoolmaster : 

An  argument  that  he  is  plucked,  when  hither 

He  sends  so  poor  a  pinion  of  his  wing, 

Which  had  superfluous  kings  for  messengers 

Not  many  moons  gone  by. 

Enter  Euphbonius. 

CcBi.  Approach,  and  speak. 

Eup,  Such  as  I  am,  I  come  from  Antony  i 
I  was  of  late  as  petty  to  his  ends 
As  is  the  mom-aew  on  the  myrtle  leaf 
To  his  grand  sea. 

Cces,  Be't  so :  declare  thine  office. 

Eup.  Lord  of  his  fortunes  he  salutes  thee,  and 
Kequires  to  live  in  Egypt :  which  not  granted, 
lie  lessens  his  requests ;  and  to  thee  sues 
To  let  him  breathe  between  the  heavens  and  earth, 
A  private  man  in  Athens :  this  for  him. 
Next,  Cleopatra  does  confess  thy  greatness ; 
Submits  hev  to  thy  might;  and  of  thee  craves 
llie  circle  of  the  Ptolemies  for  her  heirs, 
Now  hazarded  to  thy  grace. 

Cobs,  For  Antony, 

I  have  no  ears  to  his  request.    The  queen 
Of  audience  nor  desire  shall  fail ;  so  she 
From  Eaprpt  drive  her  all-disgraced  friend. 
Or  take  nis  life  there :  this  if  she  perform 
&he  shall  not  sue  unheard.    So  to  them  both* 

Eup.  Fortune  pursue  thee! 

VOL.  V.  T 
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OcBA.  Biing  him  throng  the  bands. 

[FxUKuTUBOSiva, 
To  try  thj  eloquence,  now  *tis  time :  despatch ; 
From  Antony  win  Cleopatra :  promise,  [To  Thyexvs, 

And  in  our  name,  what  she  requires ;  add  more, 
From  thine  invention,  offers :  women  are  not 
la  their  b^t  fortunes  strong ;  but  want  willperjure 
The  ne'er-touch'd  vestal :  t^  thy  cunning,  Thyreus; 
Make  thine  own  edict  for  thy  pains,  which  we 
Will  answer  as  a  law. 

7%yr.  Caesar,  I  go. 

Cass,  Observe  how  Antony  becomes  his  flaw. 
And  what  thoa  think' st  his  very  action  speaks 
In  every  power  that  moves. 

Thyr,  Caesar,  I  shall.  [ExeunL 


SCENE  XIIL— Alexandria.     A  Boom  m  the  Palace. 

Enter  Clbopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  and  Iba& 

Cleo,  What  shall  we  do,  Enobarbus? 

Eno,  Think,  and  die. 

Cleo.  Is  Antony  or  we  in  feult  for  this? 

Eno.  Antony  only,  that  would  make  his  wiU 
Lord  of  his  reason.     What  though  you  fled 
From  that  great  face  of  war,  whose  several  ranges 
Frighted  each  other?  why  should  he  follow? 
The  itch  of  his  aflection  should  not  then 
Have  nick'd  his  captainship ;  at  such  a  point. 
When  half  to  half  the  world  oppos'd,  he  bein 
The  mered  question :  *twas  a  shame  no  less 
Than  was  his  loss  to  course  your  flying  flags 
And  leave  his  navy  gazing. 

Cleo,  Pr'ythee,  peace. 

Enter  Antony,  wUh  Euphronius. 

AnL  Is  that  his  answer? 

Eup.  Ay,  my  lord. 

A  nL  The  queen  shall  then  have  courtesy,  so  shs 
Will  yield  us  up. 

Eup.  He  Bays  sa 

AnL  Let  her  know*! — 

To  the  boy  Caesar  send  this  grizzled  head. 
And  he  will  fill  thy  wishes  to  the  brim 
With  principalities. 

Cieo,  That  head,  my  lord! 
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Ant  To  him  aj2:ain :  tell  him  he  wears  the  rose 
Of  youth  upon  him ;  from  which  the  world  should  note 
Something  particular :  his  coins,  ships,  lemons, 
May  be  a  coward's ;  whose  ministers  would  prevail 
Under  the  service  of  a  child  as  soon 
As  i*  the  command  of  Caesar :  I  dare  him  therefore 
To  lay  his  gay  comparisons  apart, 
And  answer  me  declin'd,  sword  against  sword. 
Ourselves  alone.     Til  write  it:  follow  me. 

[Exeunt  Antony  and  Euphrokiu& 

Eno.  Tes,  like  enough,  high-battled  Csesar  will 
XJnstate  his  happiness,  and  be  stag'd  to  the  show 
Against  a  sworder. — I  see  men's  judgments  are 
A  parcel  of  their  fortunes ;  and  things  outward 
Do  draw  the  inward  quality  after  them. 
To  suffer  all  alike.     That  he  should  dream, 
Knowing  all  measures,  the  full  Caesar  will 
Answer  nis  emptiness!— Csesar,  thou  hast  subdu'd 
His  judgment  too. 

Enter  an  Attendant. 

Alt,  A  messenger  from  Cassar. 

Cleo.  What,  no  more  ceremony? — See,  my  women! — 
Against  the  blown  rose  may  they  stop  their  nose 
That  kneel'd  unto  the  buds. — ^Admit  him,  sir. 

[Exit  Attendant, 

Eno,  [aside]  Mine  honesty  and  I  begin  to  square. 
The  loyalty  well  held  to  fools  does  make 
Our  faith  mere  folly : — ^yet  he  that  can  endure 
To  follow  with  allegiance  a  fallen  lord 
Does  conquer  him  that  did  his  master  conquer, 
And  earns  a  place  i'  the  story. 

Enter  THyRKirs. 

Cleo.  Caesar's  will? 

Thyr.  Hear  it  apart. 

Cleo.  None  but  fiiends :  say  boldly, 

Thyr.  So,  haply,  are  they  friends  to  Antony. 

Eno.  He  needs  as  many,  sir,  as  Caesar  has ; 
Or  needs  not  us.     If  Ctesar  please,  our  master 
Will  leap  to  be  his  friend :  for  us,  you  know 
Whose  he  is  we  are,  and  that  is  Caesar's. 

Thyr.  So.— 

Thus  then,  thou  most  renown'd :  Caesar  entreats 
Not  to  consider  in  what  case  thou  stand'st^ 
Further  than  he  is  Caesar. 
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Gleo.  Qo  on :  right  royal. 

Thyr,  He  knows  that  you  embrace  not  Antony 
Ab  you  did  love,  but  as  you  fear'd  him. 

Cleo.  O! 

Thyr.  The  scars  upon  your  honour,  therefore,  he 
Does  pity,  as  constrained  blemishes, 
Not  as  fieserv'd- 

Cleo,  He  is  a  god,  and  knows 

What  is  most  right :  mine  honour  was  not  yielded. 
But  conquered  merely. 

Eno,  (aside.]  To  be  sure  of  that, 

I  will  ask  Antony. — Sir,  sir,  thou  art  so  leaky 
That  we  must  leave  thee  to  thy  sinking,  for 
Thy  deartet  quit  thee.  f^rft 

Thyr.  Shall  I  say  to  Caesar 

What  you  require  of  him?  for  he  partly  begs 
To  be  desir'd  to  give.     It  much  would  please  him 
That  of  his  fortunes  you  should  make  a  staff 
Q^o  lean  upon :  but  it  would  warm  his  spirits 
To  hear  from  me  you  had  left  Antony, 
And  put  yourself  under  his  shroud,  who  is 
The  universal  landlord. 

Cleo.  What 's  your  name? 

Thyr.  My  name  is  Thyreus. 

Cleo.  Most  kind  messenger. 

Say  to  great  Csdsar  this : — ^in  deputation 
I  kiss  his  conquering  hand :  tell  him  I  am  prompt 
To  lay  my  crown  at°8  feet,  and  there  to  kneel : 
Tell  him,  from  his  all-obeying  breath  I  hear 
The  doom  of  Egjrpt. 

Thyr.  TTis  your  noblest  course. 

Wisdom  and  fortune  combating  together, 
If  that  the  former  dare  but  wmit  it  can. 
No  chance  may  shake  it.     Give  me  grace  to  lay 
My  duty  on  your  hand. 

Cleo.  Your  Caesar's  father 

Oft,  when  he  hath  mus'd  of  taking  kiugdoms  in, 
Bestow'd  his  lips  on  that  uuwortliy  pl^, 
As  it  rain*d  kisses. 

He-enter  Antony  and  Knobarbus. 

ArU,  Favours,  by  Jove  that  thundent— 

What  art  thou,  fellow? 

Thyr.  One  that  but  performt 

The  bidding  of  the  fallest  man,  and  worthieiit 
To  have  command  obey'd. 
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Eno.  \aside.']  You  will  be  whipp'd. 

Ant.  Approach  there  1 — Ay,   you  kite!— Now,  gods  and 
devils! 
Authority  melts  from  me :  of  late,  when  I  cried.  Hoi 
like  boys  unto  a  muss,  kings  would  start  forth 
And  cry,  yoitr  t(;t///    Have  you  no  ears?    lam 
Antony  yet. 

Enter  Attendants. 
Take  hence  this  Jack,  and  whip  him, 

Eno.  *Tis  better  playing  with  a  lion's  whelp 
Than  with  an  old  one  dying. 

Ant,  Moon  and  stars ! 

"Whip  him. — Were't  twenty  of  the  greatest  tributaries 
That  do  acknowledge  CsBsar,  should  1  find  them 
So  saucy  with  the  mtnd  of  she  here, — ^what's  her  name 
Since  she  was  Cleopatra? — Whip  him,  fellows, 
Till,  like  a  boy,  you  see  him  cni^ge  his  face. 
And  whine  aloud  for  mercy :  take  him  hence. 

Thyr.  Mark  Antony, — 

Ant,  Tug  him  away :  being  whipp'd, 

Bring  him  again. — ^This  Jack  of  Csesar's  shall 
Bear  us  an  errand  to  him. — 

[Eoceunt  Attend,  with  Tbtr, 
You  were  half  blasted  ere  I  knew  you. — Ha ! 
Have  I  my  pillow  left  unpress*d  in  Rome, 
Forborne  the  getting  of  a  lawful  race. 
And  by  a  gem  of  women,  to  be  abus'd 
By  one  that  looks  on  feeders? 

Cleo.  Good  my  lord, — 

AnL  You  have  been  a  boggier  ever: — 
But  when  we  in  our  viciousness  grow  hard, — 
O  misery  on't! — ^the  wise  gods  s^  our  eyes ; 
In  our  own  filth  drop  our  clear  judgments;  make  us 
Adore  our  errors ;  laugh  at 's,  while  we  strut 
To  our  confusion. 

Cleo,  0,  is't  come  to  this? 

Ant,  I  found  you  as  a  morsel  cold  upon 
Dead  Csesar's  trencher ;  nay,  you  were  a  fragment 
Of  Cneius  Pompey's ;  besides  what  hotter  hours, 
Unregister'd  in  vulgar  fame,  you  have 
Luxuriously  pick'd  out : — ^for  I  am  sure. 
Though  you  can  guess  what  temperance  should  \>% 
You  know  not  what  it  is. 

Cleo.  Wherefore  is  this? 

Ant,  To  let  a  fellow  that  will  take  rewards. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


278  ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.         act  lu. 

And  say,  Ood  quit  you!  be  familiar  with 

My  playfellow,  your  hand ;  this  kingly  seal 

And  plighter  of  high  hearts! — O  that  1  were 

Upon  the  hiU  of  Basan,  to  outroar 

The  homed  herd !  for  I  have  savage  cause ; 

And  to  proclaim  it  civilly  were  like 

A  halter*d  neck  which  does  the  hangman  thank 

For  being  yare  about  him. 

Re-enter  Attendants  with  Thtbeus. 
Is  he  whipp'd  ? 

\  Atk  Soundly,  my  lord. 

Ant.  Cried  he?  and  begg'd  he  pard<mf 

1  ^^  He  did  ask  favour. 

AnU  11  that  thy  father  live,  let  him  repent 
Thou  wast  not  made  his  daughter ;  and  be  thou  sony 
To  follow  Caesar  in  his  triumph,  since 
Thou  hast  been  whipped  for  following  him :  hencefurUk 
The  white  hand  of  a  lady  fever  thee, 
Shake  thou  to  look  on't. — G«t  thee  back  to  Csesaty 
Tell  him  thy  entertainment:  look  thou  say 
He  makes  me  an^ry  with  him ;  for  he  seems 
Proud  and  disdamral,  harping  on  what  I  am, 
Not  what  he  knew  I  was :  he  makes  me  angry ; 
And  at  this  time  most  easy  'tis  to  do't, 
When  my  good  stars,  that  were  my  former  i^uides^ 
Have  empty  left  their  orbs,  and  shot  their  mes 
Into  the  abysm  of  helL     If  he  mislike 
M^  speech  and  what  is  done,  tell  him  he  has 
Hipparchus,  my  enfranchis'd  bondman,  whom 
He  may  at  pleasure  whip,  or  hang,  or  torture, 
As  he  shall  like,  to  quit  me :  urge  it  thou : 
Hence  with  thy  stripes,  be  gone.  [Exit  TuYRSoa 

Cleo.  Have  you  done  yet? 

Ant.  Alack,  our  terrene  moon 

Is  now  eclips'd ;  ^nd  it  portends  alone 
The  fall  of  Antony! 

Cleo.  I  must  stay  his  time. 

Ant,  To  flatter  Caesar,  would  you  mingle  eyes 
With  one  that  ties  his  points? 

Cleo.  Not  know  me  yet? 

Ant.  Cold-hearted  toward  me  ? 

Cleo.  Ah,  dear,  if  I  be  m^ 

From  my  cold  heart  let  heaven  engender  hail. 
And  i)oison  it  in  the  source ;  and  the  fii-st  stone 
Drop  in  my  neck :  as  it  determines,  so 
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Dissolve  my  life !    The  next  CsBsarion  smite  I 
Till,  by  degrees,  the  memory  of  my  womb. 
Together  with  my  brave  Egyptians  all, 
£^  the  discandying  of  this  pelleted  storm, 
Lie  graveless, — till  the  flies  and  gnats  of  Nile 
Have  buried  them  for  prey  1 

AnL  I  am  satisfied. 

Caesar  sits  down  in  Alexandria;  where 
I  will  oppose  his  fete.     Our  force  by  land 
Hath  nobly  held :  our  sever'd  navy  too 
Have  knit  again,  and  fleet,  threatening  most  sealike. 
Where  hast  thou  been,  my  heart? — Dost  thou  hear,  lady? 
If  from  the  field  I  shall  return  once  more 
To  kiss  these  lips,  I  will  appear  in  blood : 
I  and  my  sword  will  earn  our  chronicle : 
There 's  hope  in't  yet. 

Cleo,  That  *8  my  brave  lord ! 

Ant,  I  will  be  treble-sinew'd,  hearted,  breath'd. 
And  fight  maliciously :  for  when  mine  hours 
Were  nice  and  lucky,  men  did  ransom  Uves 
Of  me  for  jests;  but  now  I'll  set  my  teeth. 
And  send  to  darkness  all  that  stop  me. — Come, 
Let 's  have  one  other  gaudy  night :  caU  to  me 
All  my  sad  captains,  fill  our  bowls ;  once  more 
Let  *8  mock  the  midnight  bell. 

Cleo,  It  is  my  birthday : 

I  had  thought  to  have  held  it  poor;  but  since  my  lord 
Is  Antony  again  I  will  be  Cleopatra. 

Ant.  We  will  yet  do  welL 

Cleo.  CaU  all  his  noble  captains  to  my  lord. 

Ant.  Do  so ;  we'll  siieak  to  them:  and  to-night  I'll  force 
The  wine  peep  througn  their  scars. — Come  on,  my  queen ; 
There 's  sap  ia't  yet.     The  next  time  I  do  fight 
I'll  make  death  love  me ;  for  I  will  contend 
Even  with  his  i)estilent  scythe.  [Exeunt  aU  but  Eno. 

Btio.  Now  he  'U  outstare  the  lightning.     To  be  furious 
Is  to  be  frighted  out  of  fear ;  and  in  that  mood 
The  dove  will  peck  the  estridge ;  and  I  see  still 
A  diminution  m  our  captain's  brain 
Restores  his  heart :  when  valour  preys  on  reason 
It  eats  the  sword  it  fights  with.     I  will  seek 
Some  way  to  leave  him.  [ExU^ 
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ACT  IV. 

SCENE  L— CiESAR's  Camp  at  Alexandria, 

Enter  CiBSAB  reading  a  letter;  Aorippa,   Mbc^nas,   and 
others. 

Vces.  He  calls  me  boy ;  and  chides  as  he  had  power 
To  beat  me  oat  of  E^rpt ;  my  messenger 
He  hath  whipp'd  with  rods ;  dares  me  to  personal  combat^ 
Csdsar  to  Antony: — ^let  the  old  ruffian  know 
I  have  man^  other  ways  to  die;  meantime 
Laueh  at  his  challenge. 

Jaee,  Caesar  must  think, 

When  one  so  great  begins  to  rage,  he 's  hunted 
Even  to  falling.     Give  him  no  breath,  but  now 
Make  boot  of  his  distraction: — ^never  anger 
Made  good  guard  for  itsell 

Gcea.  Let  our  best  heads 

Ejiow  that  to-morrow  the  last  of  many  battles 
We  mean  to  fight. — Within  our  files  there  are, 
Of  those  that  serv'd  Mark  Antony  but  late, 
Enough  to  fetch  him  in.     See  it  done : 
And  least  the  army ;  we  have  store  to  do*t, 
And  they  have  earned  the  waste.    Poor  Antony  I     [Exeunt 


SCENE  n.— Alexandria.    A  Romn  in  the  PcUaoe. 

Enter  Antony,  Cleopatra,  Enobarbus,  Charmian,  Irai!^ 
Alexas,  and  others. 

Ant,  He  will  not  fight  with  me,  Domitius. 

Eno.  No. 

Ant  Why  should  he  not? 

Eno.  He  thinks,  being  twenty  tiroes  of  better  fortune, 
He  is  twenty  men  to  one. 

Ant.  To-morrow,  soldier, 

By  sea  and  land  Til  fight :  or  I  will  live, 
Or  bathe  my  dying  honour  in  the  blood 
Shall  make  it  live  again.     Woo't  thou  fight  well? 

Eno.  ril  strike,  and  cry,  Take  all. 

Ant  Well  said;  come  oiD.^ 

Call  forth  my  household  servants :  let.'s  to-night 
Be  bounteous  at  our  meaL — 
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Enter  Servants. 

Give  me  thy  hand, 
Thou  hast  heen  rightly  honest ; — so  hast  thou ; — 
Thou, — and  thou, — ^and  thou ; — ^you  have  serv'd  me  well. 
And  kk^  have  been  your  foUows. 

Cleo.  [aside  to  End.]  What  means  this? 

£no.   [aside  to  Cleg.]  'Tis  one  of  those  odd  tricks  which 
sorrow  shoots 
Out  of  the  mind. 

Ant  And  thou  art  honest  too. 

I  wish  I  could  be  made  so  many  men. 
And  all  of  you  clapped  up  togetiier  in 
An  Antony,  that  I  might  do  you  service 
So^ood  as  you  have  done. 

JServ,  The  gods  forbid ! 

AnL  Well,  my  good  fellows,  wait  on  me  to-night : 
Scant  not  my  cups ;  and  make  as  much  of  me 
As  when  mine  empire  was  your  fellow  too, 
And  suffered  my  command. ' 

Cfleo.  [aside  to  Eno.]         What  does  he  mean? 

^710.  [aside  to  Cleg.]  To  make  his  followers  weep^ 

AnL   ^   ^  ^  Tend  me  to-night ; 

May  be  it  is  the  period  of  your  duty : 
Haply  you  shaU  not  see  me  more;  or  if, 
A  mangled  shadow:  perchance  to-morrow 
You'll  serve  another  master.    I  look  on  you 
As  one  that  takes  his  leave.     Mine  honest  friends^ 
I  turn  you  not  away ;  but,  like  a  master 
Married  to  your  good  service,  stay  till  death: 
Tend  me  to-night  two  hours,  I  ask  no  more. 
And  the  gods  yield  you  for't ! 

Eno.  What  mean  you,  sir. 

To  give  them  this  discomfort?    Look,  they  weep; 
And  I,  an  ass,  am  onion-ey'd :  for  shame. 
Transform  us  not  to  women. 

Ant.  Ho,  ho,  ho! 

Now  the  witch  take  me,  if  I  meant  it  thus ! 
Grace  crow  where  those  drops  fall  1    My  hearty  fiienda, 
You  t^e  me  in  too  dolorous  a  sense ; 
For  I  spake  to  you  for  your  comfort, — did  desire  you 
To  bum  this  night  with  torches :  know,  my  hearts, 
I  hope  well  of  to-morrow;  and  will  lead  you 
Where  rather  I'll  expect  victorious  life 
Than  death  and  honour.     Let's  to  supper;  oome. 
And  drown  consideration.  [EaseunL 
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SCENE  nr.— Alexandria.    Be/ore  the  Palace. 

Enter  two  Soldiers  to  their  guard, 

1  Sold.  Brother,  good-night:  to-morrow  is  the  day. 

2  Sold,  It  will  determine  one  way :  &re  yon  well. 
Heard  you  of  nothing  strange  about  the  streets? 

1  Sold,  Nothing.     What  news? 

2  SoUL  Belike  tIs  but  a  rumour.    Gk>od-night  to  you. 

1  Sold,  Well,  sir,  good-night. 

Enter  two  other  Soldiers. 

2  Sold.  Soldiers,  have  careful  watch. 

3  SoUL  And  you.    Good-night,  good-night. 

[The  first  ttoo  place  themselves  at  their  pnstif 

4  Sold.  Here  we :  [  The  third  and  fourth  take  their  podts,] 

and  if  to-morrow 
Our  navy  thrive,  I  have  an  absolute  hope 
Our  landmen  will  stand  up. 

3  Sold.  Tis'  a  bravo  army, 
And  full  of  purpose. 

[MiLsie  as  of  hautboys  under  the  stage, 

4  Sold,  Peace,  what  noise? 

1  Sold,  list,  list! 

2  Sold.  Hark! 

1  SolcL  Music  r  the  air. 

3  Sold.  Under  the  earth. 

4  Sold.  It  signs  well,  does  it  not? 

3  Sold.  No. 

1  Sold.  Peace,  I  say! 
What  should  this  mean? 

2  Sold.  'Tis  the  god  Hercules,  whom  Antony  lov'd. 
Now  leaves  him. 

1  Sold.  Walk ;  let  *8  see  if  other  watchmen 

Do  hear  what  we  do.  [Tfiey  advance  to  another  post, 

2  Sold.  How  now,  masters ! 
Soldiers,  [speaking  together.]  How  now! 

How  now!  do  your  near  this? 

1  Sold  Ay;  is't  not  strange? 

3  Sold.  Do  you  hear,  masters?  do  you  hear? 

1  Sold.  Follow  the  noise  so  far  as  we  have  quarter; 
Let 's  see  how't  will  give  off. 
Soldiers,  [speaking  t)get/ier.]  Content.     'Tis  strancje. 

[ExeuHf. 
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SCENE  rV.— Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Antony  and  Cleopatra;  Charmian,  Iras,  a/nd 

others  attending. 
Ant,  Eros  I  mine  annour,  Eros! 
Cleo,  Sleep  a  Kttle. 

Ant,  No,  my  chuck. — Eros,  come;  mine  armour,  EroftI 

Enter  Eros  wUh  arrrumr. 
Come,  good  fellow,  put  mine  iron  od. — 
If  fortune  be  not  ours  to-day,  it  is 
Because  we  brave  her. — Come. 

Cleo.  Nay,  111  help  too. 

What 's  this  for? 

Ant,  Ah,  let  be,  let  be !  thou  art 

The  armourer  of  my  heart.     False,  false ;  this,  this. 

C/6n.  Sooth,  la,  I'll  help :  thus  it  must  be. 
-  AnU  Well,  well; 

We  shall  thrive  now. — Seest  thou,  my  good  fellow? 
Go  put  on  thy  defences. 

Mroa.  Briefly,  sir. 

Cleo,  Is  not  this  buckled  well? 

Ant.  Rarely,  rarely: 

He  that  unbuckles  this,  till  we  do  please 
To  doff 't  for  our  repose,  shall  hear  a  storm. — 
Thou  fumblest,  Eros ;  and  my  queen 's  a  squire 
More  tight  at  this  than  thou ;  despatch. — 0  love, 
That  thou  couldst  see  my  wars  to-day,  and  knew'st 
The  royal  occupation !  thou  shouldst  see 
A  workman  in't. — 

Enter  an  Officer,  armed. 
Good-morrow  to  thee ;  welcome: 
Thou  look'st  like  him  that  knows  a  warlike  charge 
To  business  that  we  love  we  rise  betime, 
And  go  to't  with  deUght. 

Off.  A  thousand,  sir, 

Blarly  though  it  be,  have  on  their  riveted  trim. 
And  at  the  port  expect  you. 

[Shout    Flourish  of  Trumpets  within. 

Enter  other  Officers  and  Soldiers. 
2  Of,  llie  mom  is  fair. — Grood-morrow,  general 
All.  Good-morrow,  general 
Ant,  Tis  well  blown,  lads« 
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This  morning,  like  the  spirit  of  a  youth 

That  means  to  be  of  note,  begins  betimes. — 

So,  so ;  come,  give  me  that :  this  way ;  well  said. — 

Fare  tiiee  weU,  dame,  whatever  becomes  of  me : 

This  is  a  soldier's  kiss :  rebnkable,  [Kisses  Aer* 

And  worthy  shameful  check  it  were,  to  stand 

On  more  mechanic  compliment;  Til  leave  thee 

Now,  like  a  man  of  steeL — ^You  that  will  fight, 

Follow  me  close;  I'll  bring  you  to't — Adieu. 

[Exeunt  Ant.,  Eros,  OflScers,  and  Soldiers. 

Cliar,  Please  you,  retire  to  your  chamber. 

Cleo.  Lead  me. 

He  goes  forth  gaUantly.    That  he  and  Osesar  might 
Determine  this  great  war  in  single  fight  1 
Then,  Antony, — but  now — ^WelJ,  on.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  v.— Antony's  Camp  near  Alexandria. 

Trumpets  sound  within.    Enter  Antony  and  Eros^ 
a  Soldier  meeting  tliem. 

Sold,  The  gods  make  this  a  happy  day  to  Antony!  ^ 

Ant  Would  thou  and  those  thy  scars  had  once  pre  vail' A 
To  make  me  fight  at  land! 

Sold.  Hadst  thou  done  so. 

The  kings  that  have  revolted,  and  the  soldier 
That  has  this  morning  left  thee,  would  have  stiU 
FoUow'd  thy  heels. 

Ant.  Who 's  gone  this  morning? 

Sold.  .  Who! 

One  ever  near  thee :  call  for  Enobarbus, 
He  shall  not  hear  thee;  or  from  Caesar's  camp 
Say,  /  am  none  of  thine. 

Ant.  What  say'st  thou? 

Sold,  Sir, 

He  is  with  Caesar. 

Eros.  Sir,  his  chests  and  treasure 

He  has  not  with  him. 

Ant,  Is  he  gone? 

Sold.  Most  certain. 

Ant.  Go,  Eros,  send  his  treasure  after;  do  it; 
Detain  no  jot,  I  charge  thee ;  write  to  him, — 
I  will  subscribe, — ^gentle  adieus  and  greetings; 
Say  that  1  wish  he  never  find  more  cause 
To  change  a  master. — 0,  my  fortunes  have 
Corrupted  honest  men !— Eros,  despatch.  [Exeunk 
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SCENE  VI.— C-«sar'8  Camp  hrfore  Alexandria. 

Flourish,    Enter  CssAS,  with  Agrippa,  Enobabbus,  and 
others. 

CcBB,  Go  forth,  Amppa,  and  begin  the  fight : 
Our  will  is  Antony  be  took  alive ; 
Alake  it  so  known. 

Agr,  CsBsar,  I  shaU.  [ExU, 

Cces.  The  time  of  universal  peace  is  near 
Prove  this  a  prosperous  day,  the  three-nook'd  world 
Shall  bear  the  olive  freely. 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mess,  Antony 

Is  come  into  the  field. 

VcRs.  Go  charee  Aerippa 

Plant  those  that  have  revolted  in  the  van. 
That  Antony  may  seem  to  spend  his  fury 
Upon  himself  [Exeunt  Caesar  and  his  Train. 

Em.  Alexas  did  revolt ;  and  went  to  Jewry 
On  affairs  of  Antony ;  there  did  persuade 
Great  Herod  to  incline  himself  to  Csesar, 
And  leave  his  master  Antony :  for  this  pains 
Caesar  hath  han^'d  him.    Canidius,  and  the  rest 
That  fell  away,  have  entertainment,  but 
No  honourable  trust.     I  have  done  ill; 
Of  which  I  do  accuse  myself  so  sorely 
That  I  will  joy  no  more. 

Enter  a  Soldier  o/Cjesab^b. 

Sold.  Enobarbus,  Antony 

Hath  afber  thee  sent  all  thy  treasure,  with 
His  bounty  overplus :  the  messenger 
Came  on  my  suard,  and  at  thy  tent  is  now 
Unloading  of  his  mules. 

Eno.  I  give  it  you. 

Sold.  Mock  not,  Enobarbus. 

I  tell  you  true :  best  you  saf  *d  the  brir^er 
Out  oi  the  host;  I  must  attend  mine  ofuce. 
Or  would  have  done't  mysel£     Your  emperor 
Continues  still  a  Jove.  [  ^rit, 

Eno.  I  am  aione  the  villain  of  the  earth. 
And  feel  I  am  so  most.     0  Antony, 
Thou  mine  of  b<mnty,  how  wouldst  thou  have  paid 
My  better  service,  when  my  turpitude 
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Thon  dost  so  crown  with  gold !    This  blows  my  heart: 

If  swift  thought  break  it  not,  a  swifter  mean 

Shall  outstrike  thought :  but  thought  will  do%  I  feet 

I  fight  against  thee! — No:  I  will  go  seek 

Some  ditoh  wherein  to  die;  the  fouPst  best  fits 

My  latter  part  of  life.  [Exit, 


SCENE  YIL— Field  of  Battle  between  the  Camps, 

A  larum.    Drums  and  trumpets.   Enter  Aobipfa  and  others, 
•    Agr.  Retire,  we  have  engag'd  ourselves  too  far: 
Caesar  himself  has  work,  and  our  oppression 
Exceeds  what  we  expected.  [Exeunt 

Alarum,    Enter  Antony,  and  Soarus  wounded. 

Scar,  O  my  brave  emperor,  this  is  fought  indeed! 
Had  we  done  so  at  first,  we  had  driven  tnem  home 
With  clouts  about  their  heads. 

Ant  Thou  bleed'st  apace. 

Scar.  I  had  a  wound  here  that  was  like  a  T, 
But  now  'tis  made  an  H. 

Ant  They  do  retire. 

Scar.  Well  beat  'em  into  bench-holes:  I  have  yet 
Room  for  six  scotches  more. 

.^Ti^erEROS. 

Eros.  They  are  beaten,  sir;  and  our  advantage  serves 
For  a  fair  victory. 

Scar.  Let  us  score  their  backs. 

And  snatch  'em  up,  as  we  take  hares,  behind: 
'Tis  sport  to  maul  a  runner. 

Ant  I  will  reward  thee 

Once  for  thy  spritely  comfort,  and  tenfold 
For  thy  good  valour.    Come  thee  on. 

Scar.  I '11  halt  after.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  VIIL     Under  the  Walls  qf  Alexandria^ 

Alarum.    Enter  Antony  marching;  Scarus  and  Forces, 
AnL  We  have  beat  him  to  his  camp.     Run  one  before^ 
And  let  the  queen  know  of  our  gests. — ^To-morrow, 
Before  the  sun  shall  see  us,  we'll  spill  the  blood 
That  has  to-day  escap'd.     I  thank  you  all ; 
For  doughty-handed  are  you,  and  liave  fought 
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Not  as  you  serv'd  the  canse,  but  as  *t  had  been 
Each  man's  like  mine ;  you  have  shown  all  Hectors. 
Enter  the  city,  clip  your  wifes,  your  friends, 
Tell  them  your  feats ;  whilst  they  with  joyful  tears 
Wash  the  congealment  from  your  wounds,  and  kiss 
The  hQoonr'd  gashes  whole.— -Give  me  thy  hand ; 

[To  SCARUS. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  attended. 
To  this  great  fairy  I  '11  commend  thy  acts. 
Make  her  thanks  bless  thee.     O  thou  day  o'  the  world, 
Cham  mine  arm'd  neck ;  leap  thou,  attire  and  all. 
Through  proof  of  harness  to  my  heart,  and  there 
Bide  on  tne  pants  triumphing. 

Cleo.  Lord  of  lords ! 

O  infinite  virtue,  com'st  thou  smiling  from 
The  world's  great  snare  uncaught? 

Ant,  My  nightingale, 

We  have  beat  them  to  their  beds.    What,  girl !  though  gray 
Do  something  mingle  with  our  younger  brown ;  yet  ha'  we 
A  brain  that  nourishes  our  nerves,  and  can 
Get  goal  for  goal  of  youth.     Behold  this  man ; 
Commend  unto  his  lips  thy  favouring  hand ; — 
Kiss  it,  my  warrior :  he  hath  fought  to-day 
As  if  a  ^od,  in  hate  of  mankind,  had 
Destroyed  in  such  a  shape. 

Cleo.  I'll  give  thee,  friend. 

An  armour  all  of  gold ;  it  was  a  king's. 

Ant,  He  has  deserv'd  it,  were  it  carbuncled 
like  holy  Phoebus'  car. — Give  me  thy  hand: 
Through  Alexandria  make  a  jolly  march ; 
Bear  our  hack'd  targets  like  the  men  that  owe  them: 
Had  our  great  palace  the  capacity 
To  camp  this  host,  we  all  would  sup  together, 
And  drmk  carouses  to  the  next  day's  fate. 
Which  promises  royal  peril. — Trumpeters, 
With  brazen  din  blast  you  the  city's  ear ; 
Make  mingle  with  our  rattling  tabourines ; 
That  heaven  and  earth  may  strike  their  sounds  together. 
Applauding  our  approach.  [KLtuttL 


SCENE  IX.— Cesar's  Camp. 

Sentinels  at  their  Post. 
1  Sold.  If  we  be  not  reliev'd  within  this  hour. 
We  mu^  return  to  the  court  of  guard :  the  night 
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Is  shiny;  and  they  say  we  shall  embattle 
By  the  second  hour  i'  the  mom. 

2  Sold.  This  last  day  waa 
k  shrewd  one  to 's. 

Enter  Enobakbus. 
E^M»  O,  bear  me  witness,  night. — 

3  Sold.  What  man  is  this? 

2  Sold.  Stand  dose  and  list  to  him. 

Eno,  Be  witness  to  me,  O  thou  blessed  moon, 
When  men  revolted  shall  upon  record 
Bear  hateful  memory,  poor  JBInobarbus  did 
Before  thy  face  repent  1 — 

1  Sold.  Enobarbus! 
ZSold  Peacel 

Hark  further. 

Eno.  ^  0  sovereign  mistress  of  true  melancholy. 
The  poisonous  damp  of  night  disponge  upon  me, 
That  life,  a  very  rebel  to  my  will. 
May  han?  no  longer  on  me :  throw  my  heart 
Against  tne  flint  and  hardness  of  my  fault ; 
Which,  being  dried  with  grie^  will  break  to  powder, 
And  finish  wl  foul  thoughts.     0  Antony, 
Nobler  than  my  revolt  is  infamous, 
forgive  me  in  thine  own  particular ; 
But  let  the  world  rank  me  in  register 
A  master-leaver  and  a  fugitive : 
0  Antony  I  0  Antony!  [Die$, 

2  Sold.  Let's  speak 
To  him. 

1  Sold.  Let 's  hear  him,  for  the  things  he  speaks 
May  concern  Caesar. 

3  Sold.  Let  *s  do  so.    But  he  sleeps. 

1  Sold.  Swoons  rather ;  for  so  bad  a  prayer  as  his 
Was  never  yet  fore  sleep. 

2  Sold.  Go  we  to  him. 

3  Sold.  Awake,  sir,  awake ;  speak  to  us. 

2  Sold.  Hear  you,  sir? 

1  Sold.  The  hand  of  death  hath  raught  him.  [Drums  afar 
off.'\  Hark!  the  drums 
Do  merrily  wake  the  sleepers.    Let  us  bear  him 
To  the  court  of  guard ;  he  is  of  note :  our  hour 
Is  fully  out. 

3  Sold.      Come  on,  then; 

He  may  recover  yet.  [Exeunt  wUh  the  bodff. 
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SCENE  X. — Ground  between  the  ttoo  Camps, 

Bnter  Antony  and  Scarus,  voith  Forces,  marcJdng, 

Ant.  Their  preparation  is  to-day  by  sea; 
tfVe  please  them  not  by  land. 

Scar,  For  both,  my  lord. 

Ant  1  would  they'd  fight  i*  the  fire  or  i'  the  air; 
We  'd  fight  there  too.     But  this  it  is ;  our  foot 
Dpon  the  hills  adjoining  to  the  city 
4hall  stay  with  us : — order  for  sea  is  given ; 
They  h&ye  put  forth  the  haven :— forward  now, 
Wliere  their  appointment  we  may  best  discover, 
And  look  on  their  endeavour.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  XI,— Another  part  of  the  Ground. 

Enter  Cjcsar,  with  his  Forces,  marching, 
Cces,  But  being  charg'd,  we  will  be  still  by  land. 
Which,  as  I  tak^t,  we  shall ;  for  his  best  force 
Is  forth  to  man  his  fralleys.     To  the  vales, 
And  hold  our  best  advantage.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  XIL— Another  part  of  the  Ground. 

Enter  ANTOiry  and  Scakus. 

Ant.  Yet  they're  not  join'd :  where  yond  pine  does  stand 
I  shall  discover  all :  I'U  bring  thee  word 
Straight  how  'tis  like  to  go.  [Exeunt, 

Scar.  Swallows  have  built 

In  Clef)patra's  sails  their  nests :  the  augurers 
Say  they  know  not, — they  cannot  tell ; — look  grimly, 
And  dare  not  speak  their  knowledge.     Antony 
Is  valiant  and  dejected;  and,  by  starts. 
His  fretted  fortunes  give  him  hope  and  fear 
Of  what  he  has  and  has  not. 

[Alarum  afar  off,  as  at  a  seafghi. 

Re-enter  Antony. 

Ant.  ,  All  is  lost; 

This  foul  Egyptian  hath  betsayed  me : 
My  fleet  hath  yielded  to  the  foe;  and  yonder 
They  cast  their  caps  up,  and  carouse  together 
Like  friends  long  lost— Triple-tum'd  whore  1  'tis  thoa 

VOL.  V.  U 
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Hast  sold  me  to  this  novice ;  and  my  heart 

Makes  only  wars  on  thee. — Bid  them  all  fly; 

For  when  I  am  revenged  upon  my  charm, 

1  have  done  alL — Bid  them  all  fly;  begone.     [Emt  ScARoa 

O  snn,  thy  uprise  shall  I  see  no  more : 

Fortune  and  Antony  part  here;  even  here 

Do  we  shake  hands. — All  come  to  this ! — ^The  hearts 

That  spaniel*d  me  at  heels,  to  whom  I  gave 

Their  wishes,  do  discandy,  melt  their  sweets 

On  blossoming  Caesar ;  and  this  pine  is  bark'd 

That  overtopp'd  them  all.     Betray*d  I  am : 

O  this  false  soul  of  Egypt !  this  grave  charm. 

Whose  eye  beck'd  forth  my  wars  and  call'd  them  home  j 

Whose  bosom  was  my  crownet,  my  chief  end, — 

like  a  right  gipsy,  hath,  at  fast  and  loose, 

Beguiled  me  to  the  very  heart  of  loss. — 

What,  Eros,  Eros! 

Enter  Cleopatra. 

Ah,  thou  spell!  A  vaunt! 

Cleo,  Why  is  my  lord  enrag'd  against  his  love? 

Ant  Vanish ;  or  I  shall  give  thee  thy  deserving, 
And  blemish  Caesar's  triumph.     Let  him  take  thee. 
And  hoist  thee  up  to  the  shouting  plebeians: 
Follow  his  chariot,  like  the  greatest  spot 
Of  all  thy  sex ;  most  monster-like,  be  shown 
For  poor'st  diminutivesf,  for  doits;  and  let 
Patient  Octavia  plough  thy  visage  up 
With  her  prepared  nails.  [Exit  Cleopatra.  ]  *Tis  well  thou*rt 

gone. 
If  it  be  well  to  live ;  but  better  'twere 
Thou  fell*st  into  my  fury,  for  one  death 
Might  have  prevented  many. — Eros,  ho! — 
The  shirt  of  Nessus  is  upon  me:  teach  me, 
Alcides,  thou  mine  ancestor,  thy  rage : 
Let  me  lod^e  Lichas  on  the  horns  o*  the  moon; 
And  with  those  hands,  that  ^I'asp'd  the  heaviest  club, 
Subdue  my  worthiest  self.     The  witch  shall  die : 
To  the  youns  Eoman  boy  she  hath  sold  me,  and  I  fall 
Under  this  ^ot :  she  dies  for 't. — Eros,  ho!  [Exit* 


SCENE  XIIL— Alexandria.    A  Boom  in  the  Palaee. 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  Iras,  and  Mardian. 
Cleo,  Help  me,  my  women!    O,  he  is  more  mad 
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Than  Telamon  for  his  shield ;  the  boar  of  Thessaly 
Was  never  so  emboss' d. 

Char.  To  the  monument! 

There  lock  yourself  and  send  him  word  ^ou  are  dead* 
The  soul  and  body  rive  not  more  in  partmg 
Than  greatness  going  off. 

CUo.  To  the  monument  I^ 

Mardian,  eo  tell  him  I  have  slain  myself; 
Say  that  the  last  I  spoke  was  Antony, 
And  word  it,  pr  *ythee,  piteously :  hence,  Mardian ; 
And  bring  me  how  he  takes  my  death. — 
To  the  monument!  [Exeuni, 


SCENE  XIV.— Alxxandria.    Another  Room. 

Enter  Antokt  cmd  Eros. 

AwL  Eros,  thou  yet  behold'st  me? 

Eroa,  Ay,  noble  lord. 

AfU,  Sometime  we  see  a  cloud  that 's  dragonish ; 
A  vapour  sometime  like  a  bear  or  lion, 
A  tower*d  citadel,  a  pendant  rock, 
A  forked  mountain,  or  blue  promontory 
With  trees  upon't,  that  nod  unto  the  world. 
And  mock  our  eyes  with  air :  thou  hast  seen  these  signs ; 
They  are  black  vesper's  pageants. 

Eros,  Ay,  my  lord. 

AwL  That  which  is  now  a  horse,  even  with  a  thought 
The  rack  dislimns ;  and  makes  it  indistinct, 
As  water  is  in  water. 

Eroa.  It  does,  my  lord. 

AtU.  My  good  knave  Eros,  now  thy  captain  is 
Even  such  a  body :  here  I  am  Antony ; 
Yet  cannot  hold  this  visible  shape,  my  knave. 
I  made  these  wars  for  E^ypt;  and  the  queen, — 
Whose  heart  I  thought  i  had,  for  she  had  mine ; 
Which,  whilst  it  was  mine,  had  annexed  unto't 
A  million  more  now  lost, — she,  Eros,  has 
Pack'd  cards  with  Caesar,  and  false-play*d  my  glory 
Unto  an  enemy's  triumph. — 
Nay,  weep  not,  gentle  Eros ;  there  is  left  ub 
Ourselves  to  end  oiurselves. — 

Enter  Makdtak. 

O,  thy  vile  ladjl 
She  has  robVd  me  of  my  sword. 
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Mar,  No,  Antony; 

My  mistress  lov*d  thee,  and  her  fortunes  mingled 
With  thine  entirely. 

AnU  Hence,  saucy  eunuch;  peace! 

She  hath  betray'd  me,  and  shall  die  the  death. 

Mar,  Death  of  one  person  can  be  paid  but  once, 
And  that  she  has  discnar^'d :  what  thou  wouldst  do 
Is  done  unto  thy  hand :  iSie  last  she  spake 
Was,  Antony!  moat  noble  Antony  ! 
Then  in  the  midst  a  tearing  groan  did  break 
The  name  of  Antony ;  it  was  divided 
Between  her  heart  and  lips :  she  rendered  life, 
Thy  name  so  buried  in  her. 

AnL  Dead,  then? 

Mar.  Dead. 

Aiit  Unarm,  Eros;  the  long  day^s  task  is  done. 
And  we  must  sleep. — That  thou  depart*st  hence  safe 
Does  pay  thy  labour  richly ;  go.  [Exit  Mardiait. 

OfiF,  pluck  off  ;— 
The  sevenfold  shield  of  Ajax  cannot  keep 
The  battery  from  my  heart.     O,  cleave,  my  sides! 
Heart,  once  be  stronger  than  thy  continent. 
Crack  thy  frail  case! — ^Apace,  Eros,  apace. — 
No  more  a  soldier. — Bruised  ])ieces,  go; 
You  have  been  nobly  borne. — ^From  me  awhile. — 

[i^ri^EfiOS. 
I  will  overtake  thee,  Cleopatra,  and 
Weep  for  my  pardon.     So  it  must  be,  for  now 
All  length  is  torture. — Since  the  torch  is  out. 
Lie  down,  and  stray  no  further :  now  all  labour 
Mars  what  it  does ;  yea,  very  force  entangles 
Itself  with  strength :  seal  then,  and  all  is  done. — 
Eros! — ^1  come,  my  queen. — ^Eros!— Stay  for  me: 
Where  souls  do  couch  on  flowers,  we'll  hand  in  hand. 
And  with  our  sprightly  x>ort  make  the  ghosts  gaze : 
Dido  aud  her  i^eas  shall  want  troops. 
And  ail  the  haunt  be  ours. — Come,  Eros,  Eros! 

Re-enter  Eros. 

Ero8,  What  would  my  lord? 

Ant.  Since  Cleopatra  died, 

I  have  liv'd  in  such  dishonour  that  the  gods 
I>etest  mv  baseness.     I,  that  with  my  sword 
Quarter'd  the  world,  and  o'er  green  Neptune's  back 
With  ships  made  cities,  condemn  myself  to  lack 
The  courage  of  a  woman ;  less  noble  mind 
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Than  she  which  by  her  death  our  Csesar  tells, 
/  avn  conqueror  of  myself.     Thou  art  sworn,  Eros, 
That,  when  the  exigent  should  come, — which  now 
Is  come,  indeed — ^\^en  I  should  see  behind  me 
The  inevitable  prosecution  of 
Disgrace  and  horror,  that,  on  my  command, 
Thou  then  wouldst  kill  me :  do't ;  the  time  is  come: 
Thou  strik'st  not  me,  'tis  Caesar  thou  defeat'st. 
Put  colour  in  thy  cheek. 

Ero8,  The  gods  withhold  me  I 

Shall  I  do  that  which  all  the  Parthian  darts. 
Though  enemy,  lost  aim,  and  coidd  not? 

ArU,  Eros, 

Wouldst  thou  be  window'd  in  great  Rome,  and  see 
Thy  master  thus  with  pleach'd  arms,  bending  down 
His  corrigible  neck,  his  fece  subdued 
To  penetrative  shame ;  whilst  the  wheeled  seat 
Of  fortunate  Caesar,  drawn  before  him,  branded 
His  baseness  that  ensu'd  ? 

£^08,  I  would  not  see*t. 

Ant.  Come,  then  ;  for  with  a  wound  I  must  be  cur*d. 
Draw  that  thy  honest  sword,  which  thou  hast  worn 
Most  usefid  for  thy  country. 

Eroa,  0,  sir,  pardon  me! 

AnL  When  I  did  make  thee  free,  swor'st  thou  not  then 
To  do  this  when  I  bade  thee?    Do  it  at  once ; 
Or  thy  precedent  services  are  all 
But  accidents  unpurpos'd.     Draw,  and  come. 

Eros.  Turn  from  me  then  that  noble  countenance, 
Wherein  the  worship  of  the  whole  world  lies. 

ArU,  Lothee!  [Turning  from  him, 

Eroa.  My  sword  is  drawn. 

A  nt.  Then  let  it  do  at  once 

The  thing  why  thou  hast  drawn  it. 

Eros,    ^  My  dear  master, 

My  captain  and  my  emperor,  let  me  say, 
Before  I  strike  this  bloody  stroke,  farewelL 

Ant,  'Tis  said,  man; — and  farewell. 

Eros,  Farewell,  great  chie£    Shall  I  strike  now? 

Ant.  Now,  Eroa 

Eros,  Why,  there  then  [falls  on  his  swordl : — thus  do  , 
escape  the  sorrow 
Of  Antony's  death.  [DieA 

A^t.  Thrice  nobler  than  myself  I 

Thou  teachest  me,  O  valiant  Eros,  what 
I  should,  and  thou  couldst  nofc.    My  queen  and  Eros 
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Have,  by  their  brave  instmction,  got  upon  me 
A  nobleness  on  record :  but  I  will  oe 
A  bridegroom  in  my  death,  and  run  into't 
As  to  a  lover's  bed.    Gome,  then;  and,  Eros, 
Thy  master  dies  thy  schoUur :  to  do  thus 

[Falling  on  his  noord, 
I  learned  of  thee.     How!  not  dead?  not  dead? — 
The  guard,  ho! — O,  despatch  mel 

ErUer  Derobtas  and  Guard. 

1  Guard,  What 's  the  noise  ? 
Ant   I  have  done  my  work  ill,  friends:   0,  make  an 

end 
Of  what  I  have  begun. 

2  Guard.  The  star  is  fallen. 
1  GttarcL  And  time  is  at  his  period. 

AIL  Alas,  and  woe! 

Ant.  Let  him  that  loves  me  strike  me  dead. 

1  Guard.  Not  1. 

2  Guard  Nor  L 

3  Guard.  Nor  any  one.  [Exeunt  Guard. 
Der.  Thy  death  and  fortunes  bid  thy  followers  liy. 

This  sword  but  shown  to  Csssar,  with  this  tidings. 
Shall  enter  me  with  him. 

Enter  Diomedes. 

Dio.  Where's  Antony? 

I>er.  There,  Diomed,  there. 

P*o.  Lives  he? 

Wilt  thou  not  answer,  man?  [Lxit  Behcet  as. 

Ant.   Art  thou  there,  Diomed?  Draw  thy  sword,  and 
give  me 
Sufficing  strokes  for  death. 

Dio.  Most  absolute  lord. 

My  mistress  Cleopatra  sent  me  to  thee. 

AnL  When  did  she  send  thee? 

I>io.  Now,  my  lord. 

Ant.  ^  Where  is  she? 

Dio.  Lock'd  in  her  monument.     She  had  a  prophesying 
Of  what  hath  come  to  pass :  for  when  she  saw, —  [fear 

Which  never  shall  be  found, — ^you  did  suspect 
She  had  difmos'd  with  Caesar,  and  that  your  rage 
Would  not  be  purff'd,  she  sent  you  word  she  was  dead; 
But,  fearing  since  now  it  might  work,  hath  sent 
Me  to  procGiim  the  truth;  and  I  am  oome^ 
t  dread,  too  lato. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


8CEKB  XIV.     ANTONY  AND  CLEOPATRA.  295 

Ant,  Too  late,  good  Diomed. — Call  my  guard,  I  pr'ythee. 
Did.   What,    bo!  the   emperor's  guard t      The   guard, 
what,  ho! 
Come,  your  lord  calls! 

Enter  some  of  the  Guard. 

Ant.  Bear  me,  good  friends,  where  Cleopatra  bides; 
'TIS  the  last  service  that  I  shall  command  you. 

1  Ouard.  Woe,  woe  are  we,  sir,  you  may  not  live  to  wear 
All  your  true  followers  out. 

AIL  Most  heavy  day! 

Ant.  Nay,  good  my  fellows,  do  not  please  sharp  fate 
To  ^race  it  with  your  sorrows :  bid  thab  welcome 
Which  comes  to  punish  us,  and  we  punish  it, 
Seeming  to  bear  it  lightly.    Take  me  up : 
I  have  led  you  oft :  carry  me  now,  good  friends. 
And  have  my  thanks  for  alL         [b/xeunt^  bearing  Antony. 


SCENE  XV. — ^ALEXANDitiA.    A  Monument 

Enter,  above,  Cleopatra,  Charmian,  and  Iras. 

Oleo.  O  Charmian,  I  will  never  go  from  hence. 

Char,  Be  comforted,  dear  madam. 

Cleo.  No,  I  will  not: 

All  strange  and  terrible  events  are  welcome, 
But  comforts  we  despise ;  our  size  of  sorrow, 
Proportioned  to  our  cause,  must  be  as  great 
As  that  which  makes  it. — 

Enter,  below,  Biomedes. 

How  now!  is  he  dead? 
Dio.  His  death 's  upon  him,  but  not  dead. 
Look  out  o'  the  other  side  your  monument ; 
His  guard  have  brought  him  thither. 

EnUr,  below,  Antony,  borne  by  the  Guard. 

Cleo,  O  sun. 

Bum  the  great  sphere  thou  moVst  in ! — darkling  stand 
The  varying  shore  o'the  world. — 0  Antony, 
Antony,  Antony!— Help,  Charmian;  help,  Iras,  help,^ 
Help,  Mends  below; — let's  draw  him  hitner. 

ArU.  Peacel 

Not  CsBsar's  valour  hath  o'erthrown  Antony, 
But  Antony's  hath  triumph'd  on  itselt 
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Gleo,  So  it  should  be,  that  none  but  Antony 
Should  conquer  Antony;  but  woe  *tis  so 

Ant  I  sua  dying,  Egypt,  dying ;  only 
I  here  imx>6rtuue  deaw  awhile,  until 
Of  many  thousand  kisses  the  poor  last 
I  lay  upon  thy  lips. 

Cleo,  I  dare  not,  dear, — 

Dear  my  lord,  pardon, — I  dare  not, 
Lest  I  be  taken :  not  the  imperious  show 
Of  the  full-fortun'd  Csesar  ever  shall 
Be  brooch'd  with  me ;  if  knife,  drugs,  serpents  have 
Edge,  sting,  or  operation,  I  am  safe ; 
Your  wife  Octavia,  with  her  modest  eyes 
And  still  conclusion,  shall  acquire  no  honour 
Demuring  upon  me. — But  come,  come,  Antony, — 
Belp  me,  my  women, — we  must  draw  thee  up ; — 
Assist,  good  friends. 

Ant,  O,  ^uick,  or  I  am  gone. 

Cfleo.    Here's  sport  mdeed! — How  heavy  weighs   my 
.  Our  strength  is  all  gone  into  heaviness,  [lord  I 

That  makes  the  weight :  had  I  great  Juno's  power, 
The  strong-wing'd  Mercury  should  fetch  thee  up. 
And  set  thee  by  Jove's  side.     Yet  come  a  little, — 
Wishers  were  ever  fools, — O,  come,  come,  come ; 

[They  draw  Antoht  up. 
And  welcome,  welcome !  die  where  thou  hast  liv'd: 
Quicken  with  kissing :  had  my  lips  that  power, 
Thus  would  I  wear  Siem  out. 

AU,  A  heavy  sight ! 

Ant,  I  am  dying,  Egjrpt,  dying: 
Give  me  some  wine,  and  let  me  speak  a  little. 

Cko.  No,  let  me  speak ;  and  let  me  rail  so  high 
That  the  false  housewife  Fortune  break  her  wheel, 
Jflrovok'd  by  my  offence. 

Ant.  One  word,  sweet  queen : 

Of  Csesar  seek  your  honour,  with  your  safety. — O ! 

Cleo,  They  do  not  go  together. 

Ant,  Gentle,  hear  me: 

None  about  Caesar  trust  but  Proculeius. 

Cleo,  My  resolution  and  my  hands  I '11  trust; 
None  about  Csesar. 

Ant.  The  miserable  change  now  at  my  end 
Lament  nor  sorrow  at :  but  please  your  thoughts 
In  feeding  them  with  those  my  former  fortimes 
Wherein  I  liv'd,  the  greatest  prince  o'the  world, 
The  noblest;  and  do  now  not  basely  die. 
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Not  cowardly  put  off  my  helmet  to 
My  countryman,  a  Eoman  by  a  Roman 
Valiantly  vanqmsh'd.    Now  my  spirit  is  going: 
I  can  no  more. 

Cleo.  Noblest  of  men,  woo't  die? 

Hast  thou  no  care  of  me?  shall  I  abide 
In  this  dull  world,  which  in  thy  absence  is 
No  better  than  a  sty? — O,  see,  my  women,    [Antont  dies. 
The  crown  o'  the  esath  doth  melt. — ^My  lord! — 
0,  withered  is  the  garland  of  the  war. 
The  soldier's  pole  is  fallen :  young  boys  and  girls 
Are  level  now  with  men :  the  odds  is  gone, 
And  there  is  nothing  leffe  remarkable 
Beneath  the  visiting  moon.  [Faints, 

CJmr,  0,  quietness,  lady  I 

Iras,  She  is  dead  too,  our  sovereign. 

VJiar,  Lady> — 

Iras,  Madam, — 

Char,  O  madam,  madam,  madam, — 

Iras,  Royal  Egypt, 


Char,  Peace,  peace,  Iras  I 

Cleo,  No  more,  but  e*en  a  woman,  and  commanded 
By  such  poor  passion  as  the  maid  that  milks 
Ajid  does  the  meanest  chares. — It  were  for  me 
To  throw  my  sceptre  at  the  injurious  gods ; 
To  tell  them  that  this  world  did  equal  theirs 
Till  they  had  stol'n  our  jewel     All 's  but  naught ; 
Patience  is  sottish,  and  impatience  does 
Become  a  dog  that 's  mad :  then  is  it  sin 
To  rush  into  the  secret  house  of  death 
Ere  death  dare  come  to  us? — How  do  you,  women? 
What,  what!  good  cheer!    Why,  how  now,  Charmian! 
My  noble  ^rls ! — ^Ah,  women,  women,  look. 
Our  lamp  is  spent,  it 's  out! — Good  sirs,  take  heart : — 
We'll  bury  him;  and  then,  what's  brave,  what  a  ooble. 
Let  'a  do  it  after  the  high  Roman  fashion. 
And  make  death  proud  to  take  us     Come,  away : 
This  case  of  that  huge  spirit  now  is  cold : 
Ah,  women,  women ! — Uome ;  we  have  no  friend 
But  resolution,  and  the  briefest  end. 

[Exeunt;  those  above  bearing  o/ Antony's  body, 
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ACT  V. 

SCENE  T. — Cje3AB.*3  Camp  htfore  Alexandria. 

Enter  Gjesar,  Aorippa,  Dolabella,  Mecsnas,  Gallu8» 
Proculeius,  and  others, 
Cces,  €ro  to  hiin,  Dolabella,  bid  him  yield; 
Being  so  frustrate,  tell  him  that  he  mocks 
The  pauses  that  he  makes. 
J)oL  Caesar,  I  shalL  [ExiL 

Enter  Dercetas  with  the  sword  q/"  Antony. 

CcM.  Wherefore  is  that?  ami  what  art  thou  that  dar'U 
Appear  thus  to  us? 

Der.  I  am  called  Dercetas ; 

Mark  Antony  T  seiVd,  who  best  was  worthy 
Piest  to  be  serv'd :  whilst  he  stood  up  and  spoke. 
He  was  my  master ;  and  I  wore  my  life 
To  spend  upon  his  haters.     If  thou  please 
To  take  me  to  thee,  as  I  was  to  him 
I'll  be  to  Cassar ;  if  thou  pleasest  not, 
1  3deld  thee  up  my  life. 

Cobs,  What  is't  thou  say*8t? 

Der.  I  say,  0  Caesar,  Antony  is  dead. 

CcBS.  The  breaking  of  so  great  a  thing  should  make 
A  greater  crack :  the  round  world 
Should  have  shook  lions  into  civil  streets. 
And  citizens  to  their  dens.     The  death  of  Antony 
Is  not  a  sinde  doom ;  in  the  name  lay 
A  moiety  of  the  world. 

Der.  He  is  dead,  Caesar; 

Not  by  a  public  minister  of  justice, 
Nor  by  a  hired  knife ;  but  that  self  hand 
Which  writ  his  honour  in  the  acts  it  did 
Hath,  with  the  courage  which  the  heart  did  lend  it| 
Splitted  the  heart. — ^This  is  his  sword; 
I  robb'd  his  wound  of  it ;  behold  it  staon'd 
With  his  most  noble  blood. 

Goes,  Look  you  sad,  Menda? 

The  gods  rebuke  me,  but  it  is  tidings 
To  wash  the  eyes  of  kings. 

Agr.  And  strange  it  is 

That  nature  must  compel  us  to  lament 
Our  most  persisted  deeds. 
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Mec.  His  taints  and  honours 

Weigh*d  eq^ual  with  him. 

Agr,  A  rarer  spirit  never 

Did  steer  humanity :  but  you,  gods,  will  give  us 
Some  faults  to  make  us  men.     Osesar  is  touched. 

Mec.  When  such  a  spacious  mirror  'b  set  before  him. 
He  needs  must  see  himsel£ 

Cces,  O  Antony! 

I  have  foUow'd  thee  to  this. — ^But  we  do  lanoe 
Diseases  in  our  bodies :  I  must  perforce 
Have  shown  to  thee  such  a  declming  day 
Or  look  on  thine ;  we  could  not  stall  together 
In  the  whole  world :  but  yet  let  me  lament, 
With  tears  as  sovereign  as  the  blood  of  hearts, 
That  thou,  my  brother,  my  competitor 
In  top  of  all  design,  m^  mate  in  empire. 
Friend  and  companion  in  the  front  of  war. 
The  arm  of  mine  own  body,  and  the  heart 
Where  mine  his  thoughts  did  kindle, — ^that  our  starii, 
Unreconciliable,  shomd  divide 
Our  equalness  to  this. — Hear  me,  good  friends, — 
But  I  will  tell  you  at  some  meeter  season : 

Enter  a  Messenger. 
The  business  of  this  man  looks  out  of  him ; 
We*ll  hear  him  what  he  says. — Whence  are  you? 

Mess,  A  poor  Egyptian  yet.     The  queen  my  mistresi^ 
Confin'd  in  aU  she  nas,  her  monument 
Of  thy  intents  desires  instruction, 
That  she  preparedly  may  frame  herself 
To  the  way  she  *s  forc'd  to. 

CcBs.  Bid  her  have  good  heart : 

She  soon  shall  know  of  us,  by  some  of  ours. 
How  honourable  and  how  kindly  we 
Determine  for  her;  for  Csesar  cannot  learn 
To  be  ungentle. 

Mess.  So  the  gods  preserve  thee  I  [Exit 

Cces.  Come  hither,  Proculeius.     Go,  and  say 
We  purpose  her  no  shame :  give  her  what  coniforts 
The  quality  of  her  passion  shall  require. 
Lest,  in  her  greatness,  by  some  mortal  stroke 
She  do  defeat  us ;  for  her  life  in  Home 
Would  be  eternal  in  our  triumph :  go. 
And  with  your  speediest  bring  us  what  she  says. 
And  how  you  find  of  her. 

Fro.  Cttsar,  I  shall  [ExU, 
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CcBS,  Gallas,  so  you  along. — [Exit  Gallus.]    Where 'a 
DolabeUa^ 
To  second  Froculeius? 

Agr,  and  Mec         Dolabellal 

CcB8.  Let  him  alone,  for  I  remember  now 
How  he's  employed :  he  shall  in  time  be  ready. 
Go  with  me  to  my  tent ;  where  j^ou  shall  see 
How  hardly  I  was  drawn  into  this  war; 
How  calm  and  gentle  I  proceeded  still 
In  all  my  writings :  go  with  me,  and  see 
What  I  can  show  in  this.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  XL — Alexandria.    A  Room  in  the  MonumenL 

Enter  Cleopatra,  Charmiak,  and  Irasl 
Cleo.  My  desolation  does  begin  to  make 
A  better  life.     *Tis  paltry  to  be  CaBsar ; 
Not  being  Forttme,  he 's  but  Fortune's  knave, 
A  minister  of  her  will :  and  it  is  ^reat 
To  do  that  thing  that  ends  all  other  deeds ; 
Which  shackles  accidents  and  bolts  up  change; 
Which  sleeps,  and  never  palates  more  the  dug. 
The  beggar's  nurse  and  Caesar's. 

Enter^  to  the  gates  of  the  Monument,  Proculbius,  Gajj^us^ 
and  Soldiers. 

Pro,  Caesar  sends  greeting  to  the  Queen  of  Egypt ; 
And  bids  thee  study  on  what  fair  demands 
Thou  mean'st  to  have  him  grant  thee. 

Oko,  What 's  thy  name? 

Pro,  My  name  is  Proculeius. 

Cleo.  Antony 

Did  teU  me  of  you,  bade  me  trust  you ;  but 
I  do  not  greatly  care  to  be  deceived. 
That  have  no  use  for  trusting.     K  your  master 
Would  have  a  queen  his  beggar,  you  must  tell  him 
That  majesty,  to  keep  decorum,  must 
No  less  beg  than  a  kingdom :  if  he  please 
To  give  me  conquer'd  Egypt  for  my  sou. 
He  gives  me  so  much  oimme  own  as  I 
Will  kneel  to  him  with  thanks. 

Pro,  Be  of  good  cheer; 

You  are  fallen  into  a  princely  hand,  fear  nothinjjj 
Make  your  full  reference  freely  to  my  lord. 
Who  is  so  full  of  grace  that  it  flows  over 
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On  all  that  need :  let  me  re^wrt  to  him 
Your  sweet  dependency;  and  you  shall  find 
A  conqueror  that  will  pray  in  aid  for  kindness 
Where  he  for  grace  is  kneel'd  to. 

CUo.  Pray  ^ou,  tell  him 

I  am  his  fortune's  vassal,  and  I  send  hmi 
The  greatness  he  has  got.     I  hourly  learn 
A  doctrine  of  obedience ;  and  would  gladly 
Look  him  i'  the  face. 

Pro.  This  I'll  report,  dear  lady. 

Have  comfort,  for  I  know  yOur  plight  is  pitied 
Of  him  that  caus*d  it. 

OaL  You  see  how  easily  she  may  be  surpris'd : 

IHere  Proculeius  and  two  of  the  Guard  ascend  the 

Monument  by  a  ladder  placed  against  a  window, 

andy  having  descended^  come  behind  Cleopatra. 

Some  of  the  Guard  unbar  and  open  the  gates. 

Guard  her  till  C^iesar  come.  [7V>  Pro.  and  the  Guard.    MeiL 

Iras.  Royal  queen! 

Char,  O  Cleopatra!  thou  art  taken,  queen! 

Cleo,  Quick,  quick,  good  hands.  [Drawing  a  dagger. 

Pro.  Hold,  worthy  lady,  hold : 

[Seizes  and  disarms  her. 
Do  not  yourself  such  wrong,  who  are  in  this 
Relieved,  but  not  betray'd. 

Cleo.  What,  of  death  too, 

That  rids  our  dogs  of  languish? 

Pro.  Cleopatra, 

Do  not  abuse  my  master's  bounty  by 
The  undoing  of  yourself:  let  the  world  see 
His  nobleness  well  acted,  which  your  death 
Will  never  let  come  forth. 

Cleo.  Where  art  thou,  death? 

Come  hither,  come !  come,  come,  and  take  a  queen 
Worth  many  babes  and  beggars ! 

Pro.  0,  temperance,  lady  I 

Cteo.  Sir,  I  will  eat  no  meat,  I'll  not  drink,  sir; 
If  idle  talk  will  once  be  accessary, 
ril  not  sleep  neither:  this  mortal  house  I'll  ruin. 
Do  Caesar  what  he  can.    Know,  sir,  that  I 
Will  not  wait  pinion'd  at  your  master's  court; 
Nor  once  be  ch§,stis  d  with  the  sober  eye 
Of  dull  Octavia.     Shall  they  hoist  me  up, 
And  show  me  to  the  shouting  varletr^ 
Of  censuring  Rome?    Rather  a  ditch  in  Egypt 
Be  gentle  grave  unto  me!  rather  on  Nilus  mud 
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liay  me  stark  nak*d,  and  let  the  water-flies 
Blow  me  mto  abhorring !  rather  make 
My  country's  high  pyramides  my  gibbet, 
And  hang  me  up  in  chains! 

Pro,  You  do  extend 

These  thoughts  of  horror  further  than  you  shall 
Find  cause  m  CsBsar. 

Ihlter  DOLABELUL 

Doh  Proculeius, 

What  thou  hast  done  thy  master  Caesar  knows, 
And  he  hath  sent  for  thee :  as  for  the  queen, 
ril  take  her  to  my  guard. 

Pro,  So,  Dolabella, 

It  shall  content  me  best :  be  gentle  to  her. — 
To  Csesar  I  will  speak  what  you  shall  please, 

{To  Cleopatra. 
If  you'll  employ  me  to  him. 

Cko,  Say  I  would  die. 

[Exeunt  Proculeiits  and  Soldien. 

Dol,  Most  noble  empress,  you  have  heard  of  me  ? 

CUo,  I  cannot  teU. 

DoU  Assuredly  you  know  me. 

Cleo.  No  matter,  sir,  what  I  have  heard  or  known. 
You  laugh  when  boys  or  women  tell  their  dreams; 
l8*t  not  your  trick? 

DoL  1  understand  not,  madam. 

CUo,  I  dream'd  there  was  an  emperor  Antony : — 
O,  such  another  sleep,  that  I  might  see 
But  such  another  man! 

DoL  If  it  might  please  you, — 

Cleo.  His  face  was  as  the  heavens ;  and  therein  stuck 
A  Sim  and  moon,  which  kept  their  course,  and  lighted 
The  little  O,  the  earth. 

DoU  Most  sovereign  creature, — 

Cleo,  His  legs  bestrid  the  ocean :  his  rear  d  arm 
Crested  the  world :  his  voice  was  propertied 
As  all  the  tuned  spheres,  and  that  to  friends ; 
But  when  he  meant  to  quaU  and  shake  the  orb, 
He  was  as  rattling  thunder.     For  his  bounty, 
There  was  no  winter  in't ;  an  autumn  'twas 
That  grew  the  more  by  reaping :  his  delights 
Were  dolpin-like ;  they  show'a  his  back  above 
The  element  they  liv'd  in :  in  his  livery 
Walk*d  crowns  and  crownets ;  realms  and  islands  wero 
As  plates  dropped  from  his  pocket. 
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DoL        ^  Cleopatra, — 

Oleo.  Think  you  there  was  or  might  be  such  a  m* 
As  this  I  dream'd  of? 

Dol.  Gentle  madam,  na 

Cleo.  You  lie,  up  to  the  hearing  of  the  gods. 
But  if  there  be,  or  ever  were,  one  such, 
It 's  past  the  size  of  dreaming :  nature  wants  stuff 
To  vie  strange  forms  with  fancy :  yet  to  imagine 
An  Antony  were  nature's  piece  'gainst  fancy. 
Condemning  shadows  quite. 

DoL  Hear  me,  good  madam. 

Your  loss  is,  as  yourself,  great ;  and  you  bear  it 
As  answering  to  the  weight :  would  I  might  never 
Overtake  pursuM  success,  but  T  do  feel. 
By  the  rebound  of  yours,  a  grief  that  smites 
My  very  heart  at  root. 

Cleo.  I  thank  you,  sir. 

Know  you  what  Csesar  means  to  do  with  me? 

DoL  I  am  loth  to  tell  you  what  I  would  you  knew. 

Cleo.  Nay,  pray  you,  sir, — 

DoL  Though  he  be  honourable,— 

Cleo,  He'll  lead  me,  then,  in  triumph? 

DoL  Madam,  he  will ; 

I  know  it.  [Flourish  wiilun. 

Within.  Make  way  there, — Csesar  I 

EnUr  CiBSAB,  Gallus,  Proculeius,  MEOiSNAS,  Seijcucus, 
and  Attendants. 

CcBS.  Which  is  the  Queen  of  Egypt? 

Dol.  It  is  the  emperor,  madam.  [Cleopatra  hneela. 

Cass.  Arise,  you  shall  not  kneel : — 
I  pray  you  rise ;  rise,  Egypt 

CUo.  Sir,  the  gods 

Will  have  it  thus ;  my  master  and  my  lord 
I  must  obey. 

Cms.  Take  to  you  no  hard  thoughts ! 

The  record  of  what  injuries  you  did  us, 
Though  written  in  our  flesh,  we  shall  remember 
As  thmgs  but  done  by  chance. 

Cleo,  Sole  sir  o'  the  world, 

I  cannot  project  mine  own  cause  so  well 
To  make  it  clear :  but  do  confess  I  have 
Been  laden  with  like  frailties  which  before 
Have  often  sham'd  our  sex. 

CcBs.  Cleopatra,  know 

We  win  extenuate  rather  than  enforce : 
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If  you  apply  yourself  to  our  inteuts, — 

Which  towards  you  are  most  gentle, — you  shall  find 

A  benefit  in  this  change ;  but  if  you  seek 

To  lay  on  me  a  cruelty,  by  taking     - 

Antony's  course,  you  shJl  bereave  yourself 

Of  my  good  purposes,  and  put  your  children 

To  that  destruction  which  I'll  guard  them  from. 

If  thereon  you  rely.     1*11  take  my  leave. 

Cleo.  And  may,  through  all  the  world:  'tis  yours ;  uid  we^ 
Your  scutcheons  and  your  signs  of  conquest,  shall 
Hang  in  what  place  you  please.     Here,  my  good  lord. 

Cass.  You  shall  advise  me  in  all  for  Cleopatra. 

CUo,  This  is  the  brief  of  money,  plate,  and  jewels 
I  am  possess'd  of:  'tis  exactly  valued; 
Not  petty  things  admitted. — ^Where  's  SelencusT 

8eL  Here,  m'adam. 

CUo,  This  is  my  treasurer:  let  him  speak,  my  lord, 
(Jix)n  his  peril,  that  I  have  reserv'd 
To  myself  nothing.     Speak  the  truth,  Seleucus. 

8eL  Madam, 
I  had  rather  seal  my  lips  than  to  my  peril 
Speak  that  which  is  not. 

Cko,  What  have  I  kept  back? 

SeL  Enough  to  purchase  what  you  have  made  known. 

CcM.  Nay,  blusn  not,  Cleopatra ;  I  approve 
Your  wisdom  in  the  deed. 

Cleo,  See,  Csdsar!  0,  behold. 

How  pomp  is  foUow'd!  mine  will  now  be  yours; 
And,  should  we  shift  estates,  yours  would  be  mine. 
The  ingratitude  of  this  Seleucus  does 
Even  make  me  wild :  0  slave,  of  no  more  trust 
Than  love  that's  hir'd  I — What,  goest  thou  back?  thou  shall 
Go  back,  I  warrant  thee ;  but  I'll  catch  thine  eyes 
Though  they  had  wings ;  slave,  soulless  villain,  dog  I 
O  rarely  base ! 

C(B%,  Good  queeu,  let  us  entreat  you. 

Cleo.  0  Caesar,  what  a  wounding  shame  is  this, — 
That  thou,  vouchsafing  here  to  visit  me, 
Doing  the  honour  of  thy  lordliness 
To  one  so  meek,  that  mine  own  servant  should 
Parcel  the  sum  of  my  disgraces  bv 
Addition  of  his  envy!     Say,  good  Csesar, 
That  I  some  lady  trifles  have  reserv'd, 
Immoment  toys,  things  of  such  dignity 
A«  w«»  greet  modem  mends  withal ;  and  say. 
Some  nobler  token  I  have  kept  apart 
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For  Liria  and  Octavia,  to  induce 

Their  mediation ;  must  I  be  unfolded 

With  one  that  I  have  bred?    The  gods!    It  smites  me 

Beneath  the  fall  I  have.     Pr'ythee,  go  hence ; 

[To  Seleucus. 
Or  I  shall  show  the  cinders  of  my  spirits 
Through  the  ashes  of  my  chance. — Wert  thou  a  man, 
Thou  wouldst  have  mercy  on  me. 

CcBA,  Forbear,  Seleucus. 

[Exit  Seleucur 

Cleo,  Be  it  known  that  we,  the  greatest,  are  misthought 
For  things  that  others  do ;  and  when  we  fall 
We  answer  others'  merits  in  our  name. 
And  therefore  to  be  pitied. 

Cce8.  Cleopatra, 

Not  what  you  have  reserv'd,  nor  what  acknowledged, 
Put  we  r  the  roll  of  conquest :  still  be*t  yours. 
Bestow  it  at  your  pleasure ;  and  believe 
Caesar 's  no  merchant,  to  make  prize  with  you 
Of  things  that  merchants  sold.     Therefore  be  cheer'd ; 
Make  not  your  thoughts  your  prisons  :  no,  dear  queen; 
For  we  intend  so  to  dispose  you  as 
Yourself  shall  give  us  counsel.     Feed  and  sleep : 
Our  care  and  pity  is  so  much  upon  you 
That  we  remam  your  Mend ;  and  so,  adieu. 

Cleo.  My  master  and  my  lord! 

Ccea.  Not  so.     Adieu. 

[Flourish.    EoceurU  Cjesar  and  his  Train. 

Cleo,  He  words  me,  girls,  he  words  me,  that  I  should  not 
Be  noble  to  myself:  but  hark  thee,  Charmian! 

[  Whispers  Chariuan. 

Iras.  Finish,  good  lady;  the  bright  day  is  done, 
And  we  are  for  the  dark. 

Cleo.  Hie  thee  again : 

I  have  sx)oke  already,  and  it  is  provided; 
Go  put  it  to  the  haste. 

CAar.  Madam,  I  wilL 

He-enter  Dolabella. 

Dol  Where  is  the  queen? 

Char.  Behold,  sir.  [Exit 

Cleo.  Dolabella! 

Dol  Madam,  as  thereto  sworn  by  your  command, 
Which  my  love  makes  religion  to  obey, 
I  tell  you  this :  Caesar  through  Syria 
Intends  his  journey;  and  within  three  days 

VOL.  V.  X 
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You  with  your  children  will  he  send  before : 
Make  your  best  use  of  this :  I  have  perform*d 
Your  pleasure  and  my  promise. 

Cko,  Dolabella, 

I  shall  remain  your  debtor. 

DoL  I  your  servant. 

Adieu,  ^ood  queen ;  I  must  attend  an  Gassar. 

Cleo,  Tarewell,  and  thanks.  [EtM  Dolabella. 

Now,  Iras,  what  think 'st  thou? 
Thou,  an  Egyptian  puppet,  shalt  be  shown 
Tn  Rome  as  well  as  I :  mechanic  slaves. 
With  greasy  aprons,  rules,  and  hammers,  shall 
Uplift  us  to  the  view;  in  their  thick  breaths, 
Rank  of  srross  diet,  shall  we  be  endouded. 
And  forced  to  drink  their  vapour. 

Iras,  The  gods  forbid ! 

Cleo,  Nay,  'tis  most  certain,  Iras : — saucy  lictors 
Will  catch  at  us  like  strumpets ;  aud  scald  rhymers 
Ballad  us  out  o'  tune :  the  quick  comedians 
Extemporally  will  stage  us,  and  present 
Our  Alexandrian  revels ;  Antony 
Shall  be  brought  drunken  forth,  and  I  shall  see 
Some  squeaking  Cleopatra  boy  my  greatness 
r  the  posture  of  a  whora 

IrtM.  O  the  good  gods ! 

Cleo,  Nay,  that's  certain. 

Iras.  1*11  never  see't ;  for  I  am  sure  my  nails 
Are  stronger  than  mine  eyes. 

CUo.  Why,  that  *s  the  way 

To  fool  their  preparation  and  to  conquer 
Their  most  absurd  intents. 

Enter  CHARHiikN. 

Now,  Charmian! — 
Show  me,  my  women,  like  a  queen. — Go  fetch 
My  best  attires ; — I  am  again  for  Cydnos, 
To  meet  Mark  Antony : — sirrah,  Iras,  go. — 
Now,  noble  Charmian,  we'll  despatch  indeed ; 
And  when  thou  hast  done  this  chare,  I'll  give  thee  leave 
To  play  till  doomsday — Bring  our  crown  and  all. 
Wherefore's  this  noise?  [Exit  Iras.    A  naise  wlth\y 

EtUer  one  of  the  Guard. 
Guard.  Here  is  a  rural  fellow 

That  will  not  be  denied  your  highness'  presence  t 
He  brings  you  figs. 
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Cleo.  Let  him  come  in.  [ExU  Guard. 

What  poor  an  instrument 
lid  ay  do  a  noble  deed !  he  brings  me  liberty. 
My  resolution  *8  plac*d,  and  I  have  nothing 
Of  woman  in  me :  now  from  head  to  foot 
I  am  marble-constant;  now  the  lieeting  moon 
Ko  planet  is  of  mine. 

Re-enter  Guard,  with  Clown  bringing  a  basket. 

Guard.  This  is  the  man. 

Ol^o.  Avoid,  and  leave  him.  [ExU  Guard. 

Hast  thou  the  pretty  worm  of  Nilus  there 
That  kills  and  pains  not? 

Clown.  Truly,  1  have  him :  but  I  would  not  be  the  party 
that  should  desire  you  to  touch  him,  for  his  biting  is  im- 
mortal ;  those  that  do  die  of  it  do  seldom  or  never  recover. 

Cleo.  Remember'st  thou  any  that  have  died  on't? 

Clown.  Very  many,  men  ana  women  too.  I  heard  of  one 
of  them  no  longer  than  yesterday :  a  very  honest  woman, 
but  something  given  to  he ;  as  a  woman  should  not  do  but 
in  the  way  of  honesty :  bow  she  died  of  the  biting  of  it, 
what  i>ain  she  felt, — truly  she  makes  a  very  good  report  o* 
the  worm ;  but  he  that  will  believe  all  that  Siey  say  shall 
never  be  saved  by  half  that  they  do :  but  this  is  most  fallible, 
the  worm's  an  odd  worm. 

Cleo.  Get  thee  hence ;  farewell. 

Clown.  I  wish  you  all  joy  of  the  worm. 

[Sets  dovm  the  basket. 

Cleo.  Farewell 

Clown.  You  must  think  this,  look  you,  that  the  worm 
will  do  his  kind. 

Cleo.  Ay,  ay;  farewell 

Clown.  Look  you,  the  worm  is  not  to  be  trusted  but  iu 
the  keeping  of  wise  people ;  for  iudeed  there  is  no  good- 
ness in  the  worm. 

Cleo.  Take  thou  no  care ;  it  shall  bo  heeded. 

Clown.  Very  good.  Give  it  nothing,  I  pray  you,  for  it  is 
not  worth  the  feeding. 

Cleo.  Will  it  eat  me? 

Clown.  You  must  not  think  I  am  so  simple  but  1  know 
the  devil  himself  will  not  eat  a  woman :  I  know  that  a 
woman  is  a  dish  for  the  gods,  if  the  devil  dress  her  not. 
But,  truly,  these  same  whoreson  devils  do  the  gods  great 
harm  in  their  women,  for  in  every  ten  that  they  make  the 
devils  mar  five. 

Cleo^  Well,  get  thee  gone;  farewelL 
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Clown,  Yes,  forsooth :  I  wish  you  joy  o'  the  worm.  [ExiL 

Re-enter  Iras,  with  a  robe,  crown,  Jkc. 

Cleo.  Give  me  my  robe,  put  on  my  crown;  I  have 
Immortal  lon^igs  m  me :  now  no  more 
•I'he  juice  of  Egypt's  grape  shall  moist  this  lip : — 
Yare,  yare,  good  Iras;  quick.— Methinks  I  hear 
Antony  call;  I  see  him  rouse  himself 
To  praise  my  noble  act ;  I  hear  him  mock 
The  luck  of  Csesar,  which  the  gods  give  men 
To  excuse  their  after  wrath.     Huslmnd,  I  come: 
Now  to  that  name  my  courage  prove  my  title  I 
I  am  fire  and  air ;  my  other  elements 
1  give  to  baser  life.-— So, — ^have  you  done? 
Come  then,  and  take  the  last  warmth  of  my  lips. 
Farewell,  kind  Charmian ; — Iras,  long  farewelL 

[Kisses  them.     Ira3  falls  and  dietk 
Have  I  the  aspic  in  my  lips?    Dost  fell? 
If  thou  and  nature  can  so  gently  piurt, 
The  stroke  of  death  is  as  a  lover's  pinch. 
Which  hurts  and  is  desir'd.     Dosfc  thou  lie  still? 
If  thus  thou  vanishest,  thou  tell'st  the  world 
It  is  not  worth  leave-taking. 

Char.  Dissolve,  thick  cloud,  and  rain ;  that  I  may  saj 
The  gods  themselves  do  weep! 

Cleo.  This  proves  me  base : 

If  she  first  meet  the  curled  Antony, 
He  11  make  demand  of  her,  and  spend  that  kiss 
Which  is  my  heaven  to  have. — Come,  thou  mortal  wretch, 
[To  an  a^spy  which  she  applies  to  Iterbrea^L 
With  thy  sharp  teeth  this  knot  intrinsicate 
Of  life  at  once  untie :  poor  venomous  fool. 
Be  an^ry,  and  despatcn.     O  couldst  thou  speak. 
That  I  might  hear  thee  call  great  OsBsar  ass 
Un]K)Ucied! 

Char,       0  eastern  star ! 

Cleo.  Peace,  peace! 

Dost  thou  not  see  my  baby  at  my  breast 
That  sucks  the  nurse  asleep? 

Char,  0,  break  !  0,  break  ! 

Cleo.  As  sweet  as  balm,  as  soft  as  air,  as  gentle:^ 
O  Antony  1 — Nay,  I  will  take  thee  too : — 

[Ajyplying  another  asp  to  her  arm 
What,  should  I  stay, —  [Falls  on  a  bed  and  dies 

Char.  In  this  vile  world?— So,  fare  thee  weU. — 
Now  boast  thee,  death,  in  thy  possession  lies 
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A  lass  imparallerd. — Downy  windows,  close; 
And  golden  Phoebus  never  be  beheld 
Ot  eyes  again  so  royal !    Your  crown 's  awry ; 
ril  mend  it  and  then  play. 

Bnter  the  Guard,  rushing  in, 
1  Gtmrd,  Where  is  the  queen  ? 

Char.  Speak  softly,  wake  her  not* 

1  Guard,  Caesar  hath  sent, — 
Char,  Too  slow  a  messenger. 

[Applies  an  asp. 
O,  come  ajmce,  despatch :  I  partly  feel  thee. 

1  Ouanl.  Approach,  ho!  all's  not  weU:  Caesar's  beguil'd. 

2  Ghiard,  There's  Dolabella  sent  from  Csesar;  call  him. 

1  Guard.  What  work  is  here! — Charmian,  is  this  well 

doiie? 
Char,  It  is  well  done,  and  fitting  for  a  piincess 
Descended  of  so  many  royal  kings. 
Ah,  soldier!  [Diea, 

Re-enter  Dolabella. 
Dot,  How  goes  it  here? 

2  Guard,  All  dead. 

Dol.  Caesar,  thy  thoughts 

Touch  their  effects  in  this :  thyself  art  coming 
To  see  perform'd  the  dreaded  act  which  thou 
So  sought'st  to  hinder. 

Within,  A  way  there,  a  way  for  Csesar! 

Re-enter  Caesar  and  his  Train. 

Dol,  O,  sir,  you  are  too  sure  an  augurer; 
That  you  did  fear  is  done. 

CcES,  Bravest  at  the  last, 

She  levell'd  at  our  purposes,  and,  being  royal. 
Took  her  own  way. — ^The  manner  of  their  deaths? 
I  do  not  see  them  bleed. 

DoL  Who  was  last  with  them? 

1  Guard.  A  simple  countryman  that  brought  her  figs. 
This  was  his  basket. 

Cces.  Poison'd  then. 

1  Guard.  0  Csesar, 

This  Charmian  liv'd  but  now;  she  stood  and  spake: 
I  found  her  trimming  up  the  diadem 
On  her  dead  mistress ;  tremblingly  she  stood. 
And  on  the  sudden  dropp'd. 

Cobs,  O  noble  weakness! — 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


810  ANTONY  AISD  CLEOPATRA.  act  v. 

If  they  had  swalloVd  poison  'twould  ap]iear 
By  external  swelluig :  out  she  looks  like  sleep, — 
As  she  would  catch  another  Antony 
In  her  strong  toil  of  grace. 

Dol.  Here  on  her  breast 

There  is  a  vent  of  blood,  and  something  blown : 
The  like  is  on  her  arm. 

1  Ouard.  This  is  an  aspic's  trail :  and  these  fig-leaves 
Have  slime  upon  them,  such  as  the  aspic  leaves 
Ui)on  the  cav^s  of  Nile. 

Cces.  Mo5^  probable 

That  so  she  died ;  for  her  physician  tells  me 
She  hath  pursued  conclusions  infinite 
Of  easy  ways  to  die. — ^Take  up  her  bed, 
And  bear  her  women  from  the  monument  :— 
She  shall  be  buried  by  her  Antony : 
No  grave  upon  the  earth  shall  clip  in  it 
A  pair  so  famous.    High  events  as  these 
Strike  those  that  make  them ;  and  their  story  is 
No  less  in  pity  than  his  glory  which 
Brought  them  to  be  lamented.     Our  army  shall 
In  solemn  show  atcend  this  funeral ; 
And  then  to  Kome. — Come,  DolabeJla,  see 
High  order  in  this  great  solemnity.  lEhxunL 
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FBBSONS  REPRESENTED. 


Cymbelii^  King  of  Britain, 
Cloten,  Son  to  the  Queen  by  a  former  Husband, 
PosTHUMUS  Leonatus,  a  OerUleman,  Htitband  to  Imogen. 
Beiabius,  a  banished  Lord,  disguised  under  the  name  of 

MOBOAN. 

GniDERius.     {'^^^^  *^  Cymbeline,   disguised  under   the 
AxvisJLQvL    J     ^^^^'^  ^f  PoLYDORB  and  Cadwai*,  fwp- 

\     pos$d  Sons  to  Belarius. 
Philario,  Friend  to  PosthfmUs,  )  /to^ia/w. 
Lachimo,  Friend  to  Philario,       I 
A.  French  Gentleman,  Friend  to  Philario. 
Caius  Lucius,  General  oftiie  Roman  Forces, 
£L  Roman  Captain. 
Two  British  Captaina. 
PiSANio,  Servant  to  PosTHUMUft. 
Cornelius,  a  Physician. 
Two  Lords  o/Cymb>  line's  CourU 
Two  Gentlemen  of  the  same. 
Two  Gaolers. 

Queen,  Wife  to  Cymbelinb. 

Imogen,  Daughter  to  Cymbeline  by  a  former  Queen, 

Helen,  Woman  to  Imogen. 

Lords,  Ladies,  Roman  Senators,  TribTines,  Apparitiona, 
a  Soothsayer,  a  Dutch  Gentleman,  a  Spanish  Gentleman, 
Musicians,  Officers,  Captains,  Soiuivrs,  meMtfengers,  and 
otJier  Attendants. 

^CENB,—Someti7nes  in  Britain  ;  9omeliiMs  in  Italy. 
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ACT  L 

8CEKE  L—Britain.     The  Garden  behind  Cymbblikb'« 
PaUice. 

Ehter  two  Grentlemen. 

1  Oevi,  You  do  not  meet  a  man  but  frowns :  our  bloods 
No  more  obey  the  heavens  than  our  courtiers 

Still  seem  as  does  the  king. 

2  GenL  But  what 's  the  matter? 

1  OettL  His  daughter,  and  the  heir  of 's  kingdom,  whom 
He  purposed  to  his  wife's  sol*  son,—  a  widow 

That  late  he  married, — ^hath  referred  herself 

Unto  a  poor  but  worthy  eentleman.    She'sVedded ; 

Her  husband  banished ;  me  imprisoned :  all 

Is  outward  sorrow ;  though  I  think  the  king 

Be  touch'd  at  very  heart. 

2  Gent,  None  but  the  kine? 

1  GenL  He  that  hath  lost  her  too :  so  is  the  queens 
That  most  desired  the  match.     But  not  a  courtier, 
Although  they  wear  their  faces  to  the  bent 

Of  the  king's  looks,  hath  a  heart  that  is  not 
Glad  at  the  thing  they  scowl  at. 

2  Gent  And  why  so? 

1  Gent,  He  that  hath  miss'd  the  princess  is  a  thing 
Too  bad  for  bad  report:  and  he  that  hath  her, — 

I  mean  that  married  her — alack,  good  man! — 
And  therefore  banished, — ^is  a  creature  such 
As,  to  seek  through  the  regions  of  the  earth 
For  one  his  like,  there  would  be  something  failing 
In  him  that  should  compare.    I  do  not  thmk 
So  fair  an  outward  and  such  stuff  within 
Ekidows  a  man  but  he. 

2  Gent,  You  sjieak  hun  fai. 

1  Oent,  I  do  extend  him,  sir,  within  himself  | 
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Crush  him  together,  rather  than  unfold 
His  measure  duly. 

2  QenL  What 's  his  name  and  birth 

1  Gent.  I  cannot  delve  him  to  the  root :  his  father 
Was  call'd  Sicilius,  who  did  join  his  honour. 
Against  the  Romans,  with  Cassibelan, 

But  had  his  titles  by  Tenantius,  whom' 

He  serv'd  with  glory  and  admir'd  success, — 

So  sained  the  sur-addition  Leonatus : 

Ana  had,  besides  this  gentleman  in  question. 

Two  other  sons,  who,  in  the  wars  o'  the  time. 

Died    with     their    swords    in    hand;    for    which    th^r 

father, — 
Then  old  and  fond  of  issue, — took  such  sorrow 
That  he  ^uit  being ;  and  his  gentle  lady. 
Big  of  this  gentleman,  our  theme,  deceased 
As  he  was  bom.    The  king  he  takes  the  babe 
To  his  protection ;  calls  him  Posthumus  Leonatus ; 
Breeds  him,  and  makes  him  of  his  bedchamber: 
Puts  to  him  all  the  learnings  that  his  time 
Could  make  him  the  receiver  of;  which  he  took. 
As  we  do  air,  fast  as  'twas  minister'd ; 
And  in 's  spring  becauie  a  harvest:  liv'd  in  court, — • 
Which  rare  it  is  to  do, — ^most  prais'd,  most  lov'd; 
A  sample  to  the  youngest ;  to  the  more  mature 
A  glass  that  feated  them;  and  to  the  ^aver 
A  child  that  guided  dotards :  to  his  mistress, 
For  whom  he  now  is  banish'd, — ^her  own  price 
Proclaims  how  she  esteemed  lum  and  his  virtue ; 
By  her  election  may  be  truly  read 
Wliat  kind  of  man  he  is. 

2  Gent,  I  honour  hin 

Even  out  of  your  report.     But,  pray  you,  tell  me, 
Is  she  sole  chUd  to  the  king? 

1  Gent,  His  only  child. 

He  had  two  sons, — if  this  be  worth  your  hearing, 
Mark  it, — the  eldest  of  them  at  three  years  old, 
I'  the  swathing  clothes  the  other,  from  their  nursery 
Were  stoPn ;  and  to  this  hour  no  guess  in  knowledge 
Which  way  they  went. 

2  Gent  How  long  is  this  ago! 

1  Gent.  Some  twenty  years. 

2  ChrU.  That  a  king's  children  should  be  so  convey'dl 
So  slackly  guarded !     And  the  search  so  slow 

That  could  not  trace  them! 
1  GenL  Howsoe'er  'tis  strange^ 
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Or  that  the  negligence  may  well  be  laugh*d  at, 
Yet  is  it  true,  sir. 

2  GeTvt.  I  do  well  believe  yon. 

1  Gent,  We  must  forbear :  here  comes  the  gentleman. 
The  queen,  and  princess.  [Extuni, 

Enter  the  Queen,  Posthumus,  and  Imogen. 

Queen.  No,  be  assur'd  you  shall  not  find  me,  di^ghter, 
After  the  slander  of  most  stepmothers, 
Evil-ey*d  unto  you :  you're  my  prisoner,  but 
Your  gaoler  shall  deliver  you  the  keys 
That  Jfock  up  your  restraint. — For  you,  Posthumus, 
So  soon  as  i  can  ^nn  the  offended  king, 
I  will  be  known  your  advocate :  marry,  yet 
The  fire  of  rage  is  in  him ;  and  'twere  good 
You  lean'd  unto  his  sentence  with  what  patience 
Your  wisdom  may  inform  you. 

Post.  Please  your  highness, 

I  will  from  hence  to-day. 

Queen,  You  know  the  periL — 

m  fetch  a  turn  about  the  garden,  pitying 
The  pangs  of  barr*d  afl'ections ;  though  the  king 
Hath  charg'd  you  should  not  speak  together.  [Eadk 

Imo.  0 

Dissembling  courtesy!     How  fine  this  tyrant 
Can  tickle  where  she  wounds ! — My  dearest  husband, 
I  something  fear  my  father's  wrath ;  but  nothing, — 
Always  reserv'd  my  holy  duty, — what 
His  rage  can  do  on  me.     You  must  be  gone ; 
And  I  shall  here  abide  the  hourly  shot 
Of  angry  eyes ;  not  comforted  to  live. 
But  that  there  is  this  jewel  in  the  world 
That  I  may  see  again. 

Post  My  queen!  my  mistress! 
O  lady,  weep  no  more,  lest  I  give  cause 
To  be  suspected  of  more  tenderness 
Than  doth  become  a  man!     I  will  remain 
The  loyal' st  husband  that  did  e'er  plight  troth : 
My  residence  in  Rome  at  one  Philario's, 
Who  to  my  father  was  a  friend,  to  me 
Known  but  by  letter :  thither  write,  my  queen. 
And  with  mine  eyes  I'll  drink  the  words  you  send. 
Though  ink  be  made  of  galL 

Re-enter  Queen. 
Queefk  Be  brie^  I  pray  you  i 
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If  the  kin^  oome  I  shall  incnr  I  know  not 

How  much  of  his  diyleasure.  —[A  side.  ]    Yet  I'll  move  him 

To  walk  this  way:  I  never  do  him  wrong 

But  he  does  buy  my  injuries  to  be  friencLs, — 

Pays  dear  for  my  offences.  [ExU. 

Post.  Should  we  be  taking  leave 

As  long  a  term  as  yet  we  have  to  live, 
The  loathness  to  depart  would  grow.    Adieu! 

Into.  Nay,  stay  a  little : 
Were  you  but  riding  forth  to  air  yourselfi 
Such  fiarting  were  too  petty.     Look  here,  love ; 
This  diamond  was  my  mother's :  take  it,  heart; 
But  keep  it  till  you  woo  another  wife, 
When  Imogen  is  dead. 

Post.  How,  how!  another? — 
Tou  gentle  gods,  give  me  but  this  I  have. 
And  sear  up  my  embracements  from  a  next 
With  bonds  of  death! — Remain,  remain  thou  here 

[PuUing  on  the  f^'mg. 
While  sense  can  keep  it  on!    And,  sweetest,  fairest^ 
As  I  my  poor  self  did  exchange  for  you. 
To  your  so  infinite  loss,  so  in  our  trifles 
I  still  win  of  you :  for  my  sake  wear  this ; 
It  is  a  manacle  of  love ;  I'U  place  it 
Upon  this  fEkirest  prisoner.     [Putting  a  bracelet  on  her  arm* 

Imo.  O  the  gods! 

When  shall  we  see  again? 

Post.  Alack,  the  king! 

Enier  Cymbeline  and  Lords. 

Cym.  Thou  basest  thing,  avoid!  hence  from  my  sight! 
If  after  this  command  thou  fraught  the  court 
t^ith  thy  unworthiness.  thou  diest:  away! 
Thou  art  poison  to  my  blood. 

Post.  The  gods  protect  you! 

And  bless  the  good  remainders  of  the  court! 
I  am  gone.  [Kxik 

Imo.      There  cannot  be  a  pinch  in  death 
More  sharp  than  this  is. 

Cym.  O  disloyal  thing, 

That  shouldst  repair  my  youth,  thou  heapest 
A  year's  &ge  on  me! 

lw>o.  I  beseech  you,  sir. 

Harm  not  yourself  with  your  vexation :  I 
Ati  senseless  of  your  wrath ;  a  touch  more  raw 
Subdues  all  pangs,  all  fears. 
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Cym.  Past  grace?  obedience? 

lino.  Past  ho^  and  in  despair ;  that  way  past  grace. 

Cym.  That  might'st  have  had  the  sole  son  of  my  queen  I 

Imo.  0  bless'd  that  I  might  not!  I  chose  an  eagle, 
A.nd  did  avoid  a  puttock. 

Cym,    'Thou  took'st  a  beggar;  wouldst  have  made  my 
throne 
A  seat  for  baseness. 

Imo.  No;  I  rather  added 

A  lustre  to  it. 

Cym.  O  thou  vile  one! 

7mo.  Sir, 

It  is  your  fault  that  I  have  lov'd  Posthumus: 
You  bred  him  as  my  playfellow ;  and  he  is 
A  man  worth  any  woman;  overbuys  me 
Almost  the  sum  he  pays. 

Cym,  What,  art  thou  mad? 

Ima,  Almost,  sir:  heaven  restore  me! — Would  I  were 
A  neat-herd's  daughter,  and  my  Leonatus 
Our  neighbour  shepherd's  son! 

Cym,  Thou  foolish  thing! — 

Re-enter  Queen. 
They  were  again  together:  you  have  done     [To  the  Queen, 
Not  after  our  command.    Away  with  her, 
And  pen  her  up. 

Queen,  Beseech  your  patience. — ^Peace, 

Dear  lady  daughter,  peace! — Sweet  sovereign. 
Leave  us  to  ourselves ;  and  make  yourself  some  comfort 
Out  of  your  best  advice. 

Cym^  Nay,  let  her  languish 

A  drop  of  blood  a  day ;  and,  being  aged. 
Die  of  tV»i?i  folly !  [Exit,  with  Lords. 

Qtieen,  Fie!  you  must  give  way. 

Enter  Pisanio. 
Here  is  your  servant. — How  now,  sir!    WTiat  news? 

Pis,  My  lord  your  son  drew  on  my  master. 

Queen,  Ha! 

No  harm,  I  trust,  is  done  I 

Pis,  There  might  have  been^ 

But  that  my  master  rather  play'd  than  fought, 
And  had  no  help  of  anger :  they  were  parted 
By  gentlemen  at  hand. 

Queen.  1  am  very  glad  on*t. 

Imo,  Your  son's  my  father's  Mend;  betakes  his  part.* 
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To  draw  upon  an  exile! — O Ijrave  sir ! — 
I  would  they  were  in  Afrio  both  together; 
Myself  by  with  a  needle,  that  I  might  prick 
The  goer  back. — ^Why  came  you  from  your  master? 

Pis.  On  his  command :  he  would  not  suffer  me 
To  bring  him  to  the  haven :  left  these  notes 
Of  what  commands  I  should  be  subject  to, 
When't  pleas'd  you  to  employ  me. 

Queen.  This  hath  been 

Your  faithfiil  servant :  I  dare  lay  mine  honour 
He  will  remain  so. 

Pis,  I  humbly  thank  your  highness. 

Queen,  Pray,  walk  awhile. 

Imo.  About  some  half  hour  benoe, 

I  pray  you,  speak  with  me :  you  shall  at  least 
Go  see  my  lord  aboard :  for  this  time  leave  me.       [Exeunt, 


SCENE  IL— Britain.    A  public  Place. 

Enter  Cloten  and  two  Lords. 

1  Lord.  Sir,  I  would  advise  you  to  shift  a  shirt;  the 
violence  of  action  hath  made  you  reek  as  a  sacrifice :  where 
air  comes  out  air  comes  in :  there 's  none  abroad  so  whole- 
some as  that  you  vent. 

Glo.  If  my  shirt  were  bloody,  then  to  shift  it. — Have  1 
hurt  him? 

2  Lord,  [aside.'\  No,  faith;  not  so  much  as  his  patience. 

1  Lord,  Hurt  him !  His  body 's  a  passable  carcass  if  he 
be  not  hurt :  it  is  a  throughfare  for  steel  if  it  be  not  hurt. 

2  Lord,  [aside.']  His  steel  was  in  debt ;  it  went  o'  the 
back  side  the  town. 

Clo,  The  villain  would  not  stand  me. 
2  Lord,  [aside,]    No;  but  he  fled  forward  still,  towanl 
your  face. 

1  Lord.  Stand  you !  You  have  land  enough  of  your  own : 
but  he  added  to  your  having ;  gave  you  some  ground. 

2  Lord,  [aside,]  As  many  inches  as  you  hive  oceans. — 
Puppies! 

Clo,  I  would  they  had  not  come  between  us. 

2  Lord,  [a^de.]  So  would  I,  till  you  had  measured  how 
\ong  a  fool  you  were  upon  the  ground. 

Vlo.  And  that  she  should  love  this  fellow,  and  refuse  me! 

2  Lord,  [a^side.]  If  it  be  a  sin  to  make  a  true  election, 
she  is  damned. 

1  Lord,  Sir,  as  I  told  you  always,  her  beauty  and  her 
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brain  go  not  together :  she 's  a  good  sign,  but  I  have  seen 
small  reflection  of  her  wit. 

2  Lord,  [fiuoc/g.]  She  shines  not  upon  fools,  lest  the  reflec- 
tion shonld  hurt  her. 

Clo*  Come,  I'll  to  my  chamber.  Would  there  had  been 
•omehurt  done! 

2  LorcL  [agideJ]  I  wish  not  so ;  unless  it  had  been  the  fall 
of  an  ass,  which  is  no  great  hurt. 

Clo.  You'll  go  with  us? 

1  Lord,  ril  attend  your  lordship, 
Clo.  Nay,  come,  let 's  go  together. 

2  Lord.  Well,  my  lord.  [Excunk 


SCENE  IIL — Britain.     A  Room  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Imogen  and  Pisanio. 

Imo.  I  would  thou  greVst  unto  the  shores  o'  the  haven, 
And  questioned'st  every  sail :  if  he  should  write, 
And  I  not  have  it,  'twere  a  paper  lost, 
As  offered  mercy  is.     What  was  the  last 
That  he  spake  to  thee? 

Pi8.  It  was,  His  queen,  hia  queen! 

Imo.  Then  waVd  his  handkerchief? 

Pis,  And  kiss'd  it,  madam. 

Imo,  Senseless  linen!  happier  therein  than  1 ! — 
And  that  was  all? 

Pis.  No,  madam ;  for  so  long 

As  he  could  make  me  with  this  eye  or  ear 
Distinguish  him  from  others,  he  did  keep 
The  deck,  with  glove,  or  hat,  or  handkerchief 
Still  waving,  as  the  fits  and  stirs  of  *s  mind 
Could  best  express  how  dow  his  soul  sail'd  on. 
How  swifb  his  ship. 

Imo,  Thou  shouldst  have  made  him 

As  little  as  a  crow,  or  less,  ere  left 
To  after-eye  him. 

Pis.  Madam,  so  I  did. 

Im^,  I  would  have  broke  mine  eye-strings,  crack'd  tlipm. 
To  look  upon  him,  till  the  diminution  [but 

Of  space  had  pointed  him  sharp  as  my  needle ; 
Nay,  follow'd  nim  till  he  had  melted  from 
The  smallness  of  a  gnat  to  air;  and  then 
Have  tum'd  mine  eye  and  wept. — ^But,  good  Pisanio^ 
When  shall  we  hear  from  him? 
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Pis.  Be  assur'd,  madun. 

With  his  next  vantage. 

Imo.  I  did  not  take  my  leave  of  him,  but  had 
Most  pretty  things  to  say :  ere  I  could  teU  him  ' 
How  I  would  think  on  him,  at  certain  hours, 
Buch  thoughts  and  such ;  or  I  could  make  him  swear 
The  shes  of  Italy  should  not  betray 
Mine  interest  and  his  honour ;  or  have  chared  him 
At  the  sixth  hour  of  mom,  at  noon,  at  midnight, 
To  encounter  me  with  orisons,  for  then 
I  am  in  heaven  for  him  ;  or  ere  I  could 
Give  him  that  parting  kiss  which  I  had  set 
Betwixt  two  charming  words,  comes  in  my  father, 
And  like  the  tyrannous  breathing  of  the  north 
Shakes  all  our  buds  from  growing. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady,  The  queen,  madam, 

Desires  your  highness'  company. 

Imo.  Those  tilings  I  bid  you  do,  get  them  despatched. — 
I  will  attend  the  queen. 

Pis.  Madam,  I  shalL 


SCENE  IV.  — ^RoME.    A  n  Apartment  in  Philabio's  House. 

Enter  Fhilario,  Iachimo,  a  Frenchman,  a  Dutchman,  and 
a  Spaniard. 

lach.  Believe  it,  sir,  I  have  seen  him  in  Britain :  he  was 
then  of  a  crescent  note ;  expected  to  prove  so  worthy  as 
since  he  hath  been  allowed  the  name  of :  but  I  could  then 
have  looked  on  him  without  the  help  of  admiration ;  though 
the  catalogue  of  his  endowments  had  been  tabled  by  his 
side,  and  I  to  peruse  him  by  items. 

Phi,  You  speak  of  him  when  he  was  less  furnished  than 
now  he  is  with  that  which  makes  him  both  without  and 
within. 

French,  I  have  seen  him  in  France :  we  had  very  many 
there  could  behold  the  sun  with  as  firm  eyes  as  he. 

lach.  This  matter  of  marrying  his  king's  daughter, — 
wherein  he  must  be  weighed  rather  by  her  value  than  his 
own, — words  him,  I  doubt  not,  a  great  deal  from  the  matter. 

French.  And  then  his  banishment, — 

/acA.  Ay,  and  the  approbation  of  those  that  weep  this 
lamentable  divorce,  under  her  colours,  are  wonderfully  to 
extend  him;  be  it  but  to  fortify  her  judgment,  which  else 
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an  easy  battery  might  lay  flat,  for  taking  a  beggar  without 
less  quality.  But  now  comes  it  he  is  to  sojourn  with  you? 
How  creeps  acquaintance? 

Plu.  His  father  and  I  were  soldiers  together ;  to  whom  I 
have  been  often  bound  for  no  less  than  my  life. — Here  comes 
the  Briton :  let  him  be  so  entertained  amongst  you  as  suits 
with  gentlemen  of  your  knowing  to  a  stranger  of  his  quality. 

ErUer  Posthumus. 
1  beseech  you  all,  be  better  known  to  this  gentleman ;  whom 
I  conmiend  to  you  as  a  noble  friend  of  mine :  how  worthy 
he  is  I  will  leave  to  appear  hereafter,  rather  than  story 
him  in  his  own  hearing. 

French,  Sir,  we  have  known  together  in  Orleans. 

Post  Since  when  I  have  been  debtor  to  you  for  courtesies, 
which  I  will  be  ever  to  pay  and  yet  pav  stiU. 

French.  Sir,  you  overrate  my  poor  kindness :  I  was  glad 
I  did  atone  my  countryman  and  you ;  it  had  been  pity  you 
should  have  been  put  together  with  so  mortal  a  purpose  as 
then  each  bore,  upon  importance  of  so  slight  and  trivial  a 
nature. 

Post,  By  your  pardon,  sir,  I  was  then  a  young  traveller; 
rather  shunned  to  go  even  with  what  I  heard  tiian  in  my 
every  action  to  be  guided  by  others'  experiences :  but,  upon 
my  mended  judgment, — ^if  I  oifend  not  to  say  it  is  mended, 
— my  quarrel  was  not  altogether  slight. 

French,  Faith,  yes,  to  be  put  to  the  arbitrement  of  swords ; 
and  by  such  two  that  would,  by  all  likeUhood,  have  con- 
founded one  the  other,  or  have  fsdlen  both. 

lach.  Can  we,  with  manners,  ask  what  was  the  difference? 

French,  Safely,  I  think:  'twas  a  contention  in  public, 
which  may,  without  contradiction,  suffer  the  report.  It 
was  much  like  an  ar^ment  that  fell  out  last  night,  where 
each  of  us  fell  in  praise  of  our  country  mistresses ;  this  gen- 
tleman at  that  time  vouching, — and  upon  warrant  of  bloody 
affirmation, — ^his  to  be  more  fair,  virtuous,  wise,  chaste, 
constant-<^ualified,  and  less  attemptible  than  any  the  rarest 
of  our  ladies  in  France. 

Jach,  That  lady  is  not  now  living;  or  this  gentleman's 
opinion,  by  this,  worn  out. 

Post,  She  holds  her  virtue  still,  and  I  ray  mind. 

lach.  You  must  not  so  far  prefer  her  fore  ours  of  Italy. 

Post.  Being  so  far  provoked  as  I  was  in  France,  I  would 
abate  her  nothing ;  though  I  profess  myself  her  adorer,  not 
her  friend. 

lach.  As  fair  and  as  good, — a  kind  of  hand-in-hand  com- 

VOL.  V.  Y 
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tiarison,— had  been  something  too  fair  and  too  2ood  for  any 
lady  in  Brittany.  If  she  went  before  others  I  have  seen,  as 
that  diamond  of  yours  out-lnstres  many  I  have  beheld,  I 
could  not  but  believe  she  excelled  many :  but  I  have  not 
seen  the  most  precious  diamond  that  is,  nor  you  the 
lady. 

Post,  Ipraised  her  as  I  rated  her :  so  do  I  my  stone. 

lack.  What  do  you  esteem  it  at? 

Post,  More  than  the  world  enjoys. 

lack.  Either  your  unparagoned  mistress  is  dead,  or  she's 
outprized  by  a  trifle. 

PosL  You  are  mistaken :  the  one  may  be  sold  or  given,  if 
there  were  wealth  enough  for  the  purchase  or  merit  for  the 
gift :  the  other  is  not  a  thing  for  sale,  and  only  the  gift  of 
tiiiegods. 

/ocA.  Which  the  gods  have  given  you? 

Post,  Which,  by  their  graces,  I  will  keep. 

IcLch.  You  may  wear  her  in  title  yours :  but,  you  know, 
strange  fowl  light  upon  neighbouring  ponds.  Your  ring  may 
be  stolen  too :  so  your  brace  of  unprizeable  estimations,  the 
one  is  but  frail  and  the  other  casual;  a  cunning  thief  or 
a  that- way-accomplished  courtier  would  hazard  the  winning 
both  of  first  and  last. 

Post.  Your  Italy  contains  none  so  accomplished  a  courtier 
to  convince  the  honour  of  my  mistress,  if  in  the  holding  or 
loss  of  that  you  term  her  frail.  I  do  nothing  doubt  you 
have  store  of  thieves ;  notwithstanding  I  fear  not  my  ring. 

Phi.  Let  us  leave  here,  gentlemen. 

Post.  Sir,  with  all  my  heart.  This  worthy  signior,  I  thank 
him,  makes  no  stranger  of  me ;  we  are  familiar  at  first. 

lack.  With  five  tmies  so  much  conversation  I  should  get 
ground  of  your  fair  mistress ;  make  her  go  back  even  to  the 
yielding,  had  I  admittance  and  opportunity  to  friend. 

Post,  No,  no. 

lach.  I  dare  thereupon  pawn  the  moiety  of  my  estate  to 
your  ring ;  which,  in  my  opinion,  o'ervalues  it  something : 
but  I  make  my  wa^er  rather  against  your  confidence  than 
her  reputation ;  and,  to  bar  jrour  offence  herein  too,  I  durst 
attempt  it  against  any  lady  m  the  world. 

Post.  You  are  a  great  deal  abused  in  too  bold  a  persua- 
sion ;  and  I  doubt  not  you  sustain  what  you're  worthy  of 
by  vour  attempt. 

lach.  What ^8  that? 

Post.  A  re])ul8e:  though  your  attempt,  as  you  call  it, 
deserve  more, — a  punishment  too. 

PkU,  GenUemen,  enough  of  tills:  it  came  in  too  Had* 
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denly ;  let  it  die  as  it  was  bom,  and,  I  pray  you,  be  better 
acquainted. 

lack.  Would  I  had  put  my  estate  and  my  neighbour's  on 
fche  approbation  of  what  1  have  spoke! 

Post.  What  lady  would  you  choose  to  assail? 

lach.  Yours;  whom  in  constancy  you  think  stands  so 
safe.  I  will  lay  you  ten  thousand  ducats  to  your  ring  that 
commend  me  to  the  court  where  your  lady  is,  with  no  more 
advantage  than  the  opportunity  of  a  second  conference,  and 
i  will  bring  from  tnence  that  honour  of  hers  which  you 
imagine  so  reserved. 

Post.  I  will  wage  against  your  gold  gold  to  it :  my  ring 
1  hold  dear  as  my  finger ;  'tis  part  of  it. 

lack.  You  are  afraid,  and  therein  the  wiser.  K  you  buy 
ladies'  flesh  at  a  million  a  dram,  you  cannot  preserve  it  from 
tainting:  but  I  see  you  have  some  reUgion  in  you,  that  you 
fear. 

Post,  This  is  but  a  custom  in  your  tongue ;  you  bear  a 
graver  purpose,  I  hope. 

lach,  I  am  the  master  of  my  speeches;  and  would 
undergo  what's  spoken,  I  swear. 

Post  Will  you? — I  shall  but  lend  my  diamond  tUl  your 
return: — let  there  be  covenants  drawn  between  us:  my 
mistress  exceeds  in  goodness  the  hugeness  of  your  unworthy 
thinking:  I  dare  you  to  this  match:  here's  my  ring. 

Phi,  I  will  have  it  no  lay. 

lach.  By  the  eods,.it  is  one. — If  I  bring  you  no  sufficient 
testimony  that  l  have  enjoyed  the  dearest  bodily  part  of 
your  mistress,  my  ten  thousand  ducats  are  yours;  so  is  your 
diamond  too :  if  I  come  off,  and  leave  her  in  such  honour 
as  you  have  trust  in,  she  your  jewel,  this  your  jewel,  and 
my  gold  are  yours ; — provided  I  have  your  commendation 
for  my  more  free  entertainment. 

Post,  I  embrace  these  conditions;  let  us  have  articles 
betwixt  us. — Only,  thus  far  you  shall  answer :  if  you  make 
your  voyage  upon  her,  and  give  me  directly  to  understand 
you  have  prevail'd,  I  am  no  rarther  your  enemy ;  she  is  not 
worth  our  debate:  if  she  remain  unseduced, — you  not 
making  it  appear  otherwise, — for  your  ill  opinion  and  the 
assaidt  you  have  made  to  her  chastity  you  shall  answer 
me  with  your  sword. 

lach.  Your  hand, — a  covenant :  we  will  have  these 
things  set  down  by  lawful  counsel,  and  straight  away  for 
Britain,  lest  the  bargain  should  catch  cold  and  starve:  I 
will  fetoh  my  gold,  and  have  our  two  wagers  recorded. 

Post,  AgiiBea.  [Exeunt  Post,  and  Iach. 
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French,  Will  this  holci,  think  you? 
Phi.   Signior  lachimo  will  not  from  it.     Pray,  let  na 
follow  *enL  {^Exeunt, 


SCENE  v.— Britain.    A  Boom  m  Ctmbelinb's  Palace. 

Enter  Queen,  Ladies,  and  Cornelius. 

Queen,    Whiles  yet  the  dew*s  on  ground  gather  those 
flowers ; 
Make  haste :  who  has  the  note  of  them? 

1  Lady,  I,  madam. 

Queen,  Despatch. —  [Eoceutit  Ladies. 

Now,  master  doctor,  have  you  brought  those  drugs? 

Cor,  Pleaseth  your  highness,  ay :  here  they  are,  madam : 

[Presenting  a  wnaM  box. 
But  I  beseech  your  grace,  without  oifence, — 
My  conscience  bids  me  ask, — ^wherefore  you  have 
Commanded  of  me  these  most  poisonous  compoimds, 
Which  are  the  movers  of  a  languishing  death; 
But,  though  slow,  deadly? 

Queen,  I  wonder,  doctor, 

Thou  ask'st  me  such  a  question.    Have  I  not  been 
Thy  pupil  long?    Hast  thou  not  leam'd  me  how 
To  make  perfumes?  distil?  preserve?  yea,  so 
That  our  great  king  himself  doth  woo  me  oft 
For  my  confections?   Having  thus  for  proceeded,— 
Unless  thou  think'st  me  de^sh, — ^is*t  not  meet 
That  I  did  amplify  my  judgment  in 
Other  conclusions?    I  will  try  the  forces 
Of  these  thy  compounds  on  such  creatures  as 
We  count  not  worth  the  hanging, — but  none  human,^ 
To  try  the  vigour  of  them,  and  apply 
Alla}rments  to  their  act ;  and  by  them  gather 
Their  several  virtues  and  effects. 

Cor,  Your  highness 

Shall  from  this  practice  but  make  hard  your  heart : 
Besides,  the  seemg  these  effects  will  be 
Both  noisome  and  infectious. 

Queen,  O,  content  thee. — 

Hei'e  comes  a  flattering  rascal ;  upon  him  [A  nj^. 

Will  I  first  work :  he's  for  his  master, 
And  enemy  to  my  son. — 

Enter  PisANia 
How  now,  Pisanio  I — 
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Doctor,  your  service  for  this  time  is  ended; 
Take  your  own  way. 

Cot,  [aside.]         I  do  suspect  yon,  madam; 
But  you  shall  do  no  harm. 

Queen.  Hark  thee,  a  word.  [To  Pisanio. 

Cor,  [aside.]  I  do  not  like  her.     She  doth  think  she  has 
Strange  lingering  poisons :  I  do  know  her  spirit, 
And  will  not  trust  one  of  her  malice  with 
A  drug  of  such  damn'd  nature.    Those  she  has 
Will  stupify  and  dull  the  sense  awhile ; 
Which  first  perchance  she'll  prove  on  cats  and  doga^ 
Then  afterward  up  higher:  but  there  is 
Ko  danger  in  what  show  of  death  it  makes, 
More  t£ui  the  locking  up  the  spirits  a  time, 
To  be  more  fresh,  reviving.    She  is  fool'd 
With  a  most  false  effect;  and  I  the  truer 
So  to  be  false  with  her. 

Queen.  No  further  service,  doctor. 

Until  I  send  for  thee. 

Cor.  I  humbly  take  my  leave.  [Exit 

Queen,  Weeps  she  still,  say'st  thou?    Dost  thou  think  in 
time 
She  wHl  not  quench,  and  let  instructions  enter 
Where  folly  now  possesses?    Do  thou  work : 
When  thou  shalt  bring  me  word  she  loves  my  son, 
m  tell  thee  on  the  instant  thou  art  then 
As  great  as  is  thy  master;  greater, — for 
His  fortunes  all  Ue  speechless,  and  his  name 
Is  at  last  gasp :  return  he'cannot,  nor 
Continue  where  he  is :  to  shift  his  being 
Is  to  exchange  one  misery  with  another ; 
And  every  da^  that  comes  comes  to  decay 
A  day's  work  in  him.    What  shalt  thou  expect, 
To  be  depender  on  a  thing  that  leans, — 
Who  cannot  be  new  built,  nor  has  no  friends 

[The  Queen  drops  the  box:  Pisanio  taket<  it  «p. 
So  much  as  but  to  prop  him? — Thou  tak'st  up 
Thou  knowNst  not  what;  but  take  it  for  thy  labour: 
It  is  a  thing  I  made,  which  hath  the  king 
Five  times  redeem'd  from  death :  I  do  not  know 
What  is  more  cordial : — nay,  I  pr'ythee,  take  it ; 
It  is  an  earnest  of  a  further  good 
That  I  mean  to  thee.     TeU  uiy  mistress  how 
The  case  stands  with  her;  do't  as  from  thysel£ 
Think  what  a  chance  thou  changest  on ;  but  think 
Thou  hast  thy  mistress  still,— to  boot,  my  son, 
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Who  shall  take  notice  of  thee :  FU  move  the  kiug 

To  any  shape  of  thy  preferment,  such 

As  thon'lt  desire  ;  and  then  myself^  I  chiefly, 

That  set  thee  on  to  this  desert,  am  bound 

To  load  thy  merit  richly.     Call  my  women : 

Think  on  my  words.  [Exit  Pisanio. 

A  sly  and  constant  knave; 
Not  to  be  shak'd :  the  agent  for  his  master; 
And  the  remembrancer  of  her  to  hold 
The  hand-fast  to  her  lord. — I  have  given  him  that 
Which,  if  he  take,  shall  quite  unpeople  her 
Of  liegers  for  her  sweet ;  and  which  she  after, 
Except  she  bend  her  humour,  shall  be  assured 
To  taste  of  toa 

Re-enter  Pisanio  and  Ladies. 
So,  80 ; — ^well  done,  well  done : 
The  violets,  cowslips,  and  the  primroses, 
Bear  to  my  closet. — Fare  thee  well,  Pisanio ; 
Think  on  my  words.  [Exeunt  Qobsn  and  Ladies. 

Pis.  And  shall  do : 

But  when  to  my  good  lord  I  prove  untrue 
m  choke  myself:  there  *8  all  I'll  do  for  yoo.  [Exit, 


SCENE  VL— Britain.    Another  Boom  in  the  Palace. 

Enter  Imogen. 
Imo,  A  father  cruel  and  a  step-dame  false; 
A  foolish  suitor  to  a  wetlded  lady, 
That  hath  her  husband  banish'd; — O,  that  husband  1 
My  supreme  crown  of  grief!  and  those  repeated 
Vexations  of  it !    Had  I  been  thief-stolen. 
As  my  two  brothers,  happy!  but  most  miserable 
Is  the  desire  that  *s  glorious :  blessed  be  those, 
How  mean  soe'er,  that  have  their  honest  wills. 
Which  seasons  comfort — ^Who  may  this  be?    Fiel 

Enter  Pisanio  and  Iachimo. 

Pi«.  Madam,  a  noble  gentleman  of  Rome 
Comes  from  my  lord  witn  letters. 

Jach.  Change  you,  madam  ? 

The  worthy  Leonatus  is  in  safety,* 
And  greets  your  highness  dearly.  [Preeente  a  letter 

Imo,  Thanks,  good  sir: 

You  *re  kindly  welcoma 
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lack.  \aMde.'\  All  of  her  that  is  out  of  door  most  rich  I 
If  she  be  farnish'd  with  a  mind  so  rare, 
She  is  alone  the  Arabian  bird ;  and  I 
Have  lost  the  wager.    Boldness  be  my  friend  I 
Arm  me,  audacity,  from  head  to  foot  I 
Or,  like  the  Parthian,  I  shall  flying  fight; 
Rather  directly  fly. 

Imo,  [reads.]  He  is  one  of  the  noblest  note,  to  whose 
kindnesses  I  am  most  infinitely  tied.  Reflect  upon  him 
accordingly,  as  you  value  your  truest  Leonatus. 

So  far  I  read  aloud  : 
But  even  the  very  middle  of  my  heart 
Is  warm'd  by  the  rest,  and  takes  it  thankfully. — 
You  are  as  welcome,  worthy  sir,  as  I 
Have  words  to  bid  you ;  and  shall  find  it  so 
In  all  that  I  can  do. 

la^h.  Thanks,  fairest  lady. — 

What,  are  men  mad?     Hath  nature  given  them  eyes 
To  see  this  vaulted  arch,  and  the  rich  cope 
Of  sea  and  land,  which  can  distinguish  'twixt 
The  fiery  orbs  above  and  the  twinn'd  stones 
Upon  th* unnumber'd  beach?  and  can  we  n(A 
Partition  make  with  spectacles  so  precious 
Twixt  fair  and  foul? 

Imo.  What  makes  your  admiration? 

lach.  It  cannot  be  i'the  eye ;  for  apes  and  monkey% 
Twixt  two  such  shes,  would  chatter  this  way  and 
Contemn  with  mows  the  other :  nor  i*  the  judgment ; 
For  idiots  in  this  case  of  favour  would 
Be  wisely  definite :  nor  i'  the  appetite ; 
Sluttery,  to  such  neat  excellence  opposed, 
Should  make  desire  vomit  empdnesa. 
Not  so  aUur'd  to  feed. 

Imo.  What  is  the  matter,  trow? 

la^h.  The  cloyed  will, — 

That  satiate  yet  unsatisfied  desire. 
That  tub  both  fill'd  and  running,  —ravening  first 
The  lamb,  longs  after  for  the  garbage. 

Imo.  What,  dear  sir, 

Thus  raj^  you?    Are  you  well? 

lach.  Thanks,  madam ;  well — Beseech  yon,  sir,  desire 

[To  Pi&JLNid; 
My  man's  abode  where  I  did  leave  him :  he 
Is  strange  and  peevish. 

Pis.  I  was  going,  Bir« 

To  give  him  welcome.  {ExU* 
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Imo,  Continnes  well  my  lord?    His  health,  beseech  yout 

Ictck,  Well,  madam. 

Imo,  Is  he  dispos'd  to  mirth?    I  hope  he  is. 

I(uh,  Exceeding  pleasant;  none  a  stranger  there 
So  merry  and  so  gamesome :  he  is  call'd 
The  Briton  revel&r. 

Imo.  When  he  was  here 

He  did  incline  to  sadness;  and  ofttimos 
Not  knowing  why. 

lack.  I  never  saw  him  sad. 

There  is  a  Frenchman  his  companion,  one 
An  eminent  monsieur,  that,  it  seems,  much  loves 
A  Gallian  gjirl  at  home :  he  furnaces 
The  thick  si^hs  from  him;  whiles  the  jolly  Briton, — 
Your  lord,  1  mean, — ^laughs  firom  's  free  lungs,  cries,  O, 
Can  my  sides  hold,  to  think  that  man, — wholaums 
By  history  f  report,  or  his  own  proof. 
What  woman  is,  yea,  what  she  cannot  choose 
But  must  be, — vnll  his  free  hours  languish  for 
Assured  bondage? 

Imo,  Will  my  lord  say  so? 

la^h.  Ay,  madam  ;  with  his  eyes  in  flood  with  laughter. 
It  is  a  recreation  to  be  by 

And  hear  him  mock  the  Frenchman.    But,  heavens  know. 
Some  men  are  much  to  blame. 

Imo,  Not  he,  I  hope. 

lach.  Not  he :  but  yet  heaven's  boimt^  towards  him  might 
Be  us'd  more  thankfully.     In  himself  'tis  much ; 
In  5rou, — ^which  I  count  his,  beyond  all  talents, — 
Whilst  I  am  bound  to  w(»der  I  am  bound 
To  pity  too. 

Imo,         What  do  you  pitjr,  sir? 

lach.  Two  creatures  heartily. 

Imo,  Am  I  one,  sir? 

You  look  on  me :  what  wreck  discern  you  in  me 
Deserves  your  pity? 

lach.  Lamentable!    V/hat, 

To  hide  me  from  the  radiant  sun,  aud  solace 
I'  the  dungeon  by  a  snuff? 

Imo.  I  pray  you,  sir, 

DeUver  with  more  openness  your  answers 
To  my  demands.     Why  do  you  pity  me? 

Icuih.  That  others  do, 

I  was  about  to  say,  enjoy  your But 

It  is  an  office  of  the  gods  to  veuge  it^ 
Not  mine  to  speak  on't. 
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/mo.  You  do  seem  to  know 

Something  of  me,  or  what  concerns  me:  pray  you, — 
Since  doubting  things  ^o  ill  often  hurts  more 
Than  to  be  sure  ^hey  do ;  for  certainties 
Either  are  past  remedies,  or,  timely  knowing, 
The  remedy  then  bom, --discover  to  me 
"What  both  you  spur  and  stop. 

Idch,  Had  I  this  clieek 

To  bathe  my  lips  upon ;  this  hand,  whose  touch, 
Wbose  every  touch,  would  force  the  feeler's  soul 
To  the  oath  of  loyalty ;  this  object,  which 
Takes  i)risoneT  the  wild  motion  of  mine  eye. 
Fixing  it  only  here ; — should  I, — damn'd  then,— 
Slaver  with  lips  at  common  as  the  stairs 
That  mount  the  Capitol;  join  gripes  with  hands 
Made  hard  with  hourly  falsehood,— falsehood  as 
With  labour, — then  bo-peeping  in  an  eye 
Base  and  unlustrous  as  the  smoky  light 
That's  fed  with  stinking  tallow, — it  were  fit 
That  all  the  plagues  of  hell  should  at  one  time 
Encounter  such  revolt. 

Imo,  My  lord,  I  fear. 

Has  forgot  Britain. 

lach.  And  himsel£     Not  I, 

Inclined  to  this  intelligence,  pronounce 
The  beggary  of  hia  change ;  but  'tis  your  graces 
That  from  my  mutest  conscience  to  my  tongue 
Charms  this  report  out. 

Imo.  Let  me  hear  no  more. 

/ocA.  O  dearest  soul!  your  cause  doth  strike  my  heart 
With  pity  that  doth  make  me  sickl     A  lady 
So  fair,  and  fastened  to  an  empery. 
Would  make  the  great'st  king  double, — ^to  be  partnered 
With  tomboys,  hir*d  with  that  self-exhibition 
Which  your  own  coffers  jaeld !  with  diseased  ventui-es, 
That  play  with  all  infirmities  for  gold 
Which  rottenness  can  lend  nature  1  such  boil'd  stuH 
As  well  might  poison  poison!    Be  reveng'd ; 
Or  she  that  bore  you  was  no  queen,  and  you 
Recoil  from  your  great  stock. 

/rrto.  Revenff'd! 

How  should  I  be  reveng'd?    If  this  be  true, — 
As  I  have  such  a  heart  that  both  mine  ears 
Must  not  in  haste  abuse, — ^if  it  be  true, 
How  should  I  be  reveng'd? 

lack.  Should  he  make  in* 
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Live  like  Diana's  i)riest  betwixt  cold  sheets, 
Whiles  he  is  vaulting  variable  ramps, 
In  your  despite,  upon  your  purse?    Revenge  it, 
I  dedicate  myself  to  your  sweet  pleasure ; 
More  noble  than  that  runagate  to  your  bed; 
And  will  continue  fast  to  your  affection. 
Still  close  as  sure. 

Imo.  What,  ho,  Pisanio! 

lack.  Let  me  my  service  tender  on  your  lips. 

Imo.  Away ! — I  do  condemn  mine  ears  that  have 
So  long  attended  thee. — If  thou  wert  honourable 
Thou  wouldst  have  told  this  tale  for  virtue,  not 
For  such  an  end  thou  seek'st, — as  base  as  strange. 
Thou  wrong'st  a  gentleman  who  is  as  far 
From  thy  report  as  thou  from  honour;  and 
Solicit'st  here  a  lady  that  disdains 
Thee  ^d  the  devil  alika — What,  ho,  Pisanio ! — 
The  king  my  father  shall  be  made  acquainted 
Of  thy  assault :  if  he  shaU  think  it  fit 
A  saucy  stranger  in  his  court  to  mart 
As  in  a  Romish  stew,  and  to  expound 
His  beastly  mind  to  us, — he  hath  a  court 
He  little  cares  for,  and  a  daughter  who 
He  not  respects  at  all. — What,  ho,  Pisanio! — 

IcLch,  0  happy  Leonatus !  I  may  say : 
The  credit  that  thy  lady  hath  of  thee 
Deserves  thy  trust ;  and  thy  most  perfect  goodness 
Her  assur'd  credit! — Blessed  live  you  long! 
A  lady  to  the  worthiest  sir  that  ever 
Country  call'd  his!  and  you  his  mistress,  only 
For  the  most  worthiest  nt!     Give  me  your  pardon. 
I  have  spoke  this  to  know  if  your  affiance 
Were  deeply  rooted ;  and  shall  make  your  lord 
That  which  he  is  new  o'er :  and  he  is  one 
The  truest  manner'd ;  such  a  holy  witch 
That  he  enchants  societies  unto  him ; 
Half  all  men's  hearts  are  his. 

Imo,  You  make  amends. 

lach.  He  sits  'mongst  men  like  a  descended  gods 
He  hath  a  kind  of  honour  sets  him  off 
More  than  a  mortal  seeming.     Be  not  angry, 
Most  mighty  princess,  that  I  have  adventur'd 
To  try  your  taking  of  a  fiJse  report ;  which  hath 
Honour'd  with  confirmation  your  great  judgment 
In  the  election  of  a  sir  so  rare. 
Which  you  know  caimot  err :  the  love  I  bear  him 
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Mads  me  to  fan  you  thus ;  but  the  gods  made  you. 
Unlike  all  others,  chaffless.     Pray,  your  pardon. 

Jmo.  All 's  well,  sir :  take  my  power  i'  the  court  for  youra 

Idch,  My  humble  thanks.     I  had  almost  forgot 
To  entreat  your  grace  but  in  a  small  request, 
And  yet  of  moment  too,  for  it  concerns 
Your  lord,  myself  and  other  noble  friends, 
Are  partners  in  the  business. 

Imo,  Pray,  what  is't? 

lacK  Some  dozen  Bomans  of  us,  and  your  lord,— 
The  best  feather  oi  our  wing, — ^have  mingled  sums 
To  buy  a  present  for  the  emperor; 
Which  I,  the  factor  for  the  rest,  have  done 
In  France :  'tis  plate  of  rare  device ;  and  jewels 
Of  rich  and  exquisite  form;  their  value's  great; 
And  I  am  something  curious,  being  strange. 
To  have  them  in  safe  stowage :  may  it  please  you 
To  take  them  in  protection? 

Itoo,  Willingly; 

And  pawn  mine  honour  for  their  safetv ;  since 
My  lord  hath  interest  in  them,  I  will  Keep  them 
In  my  bedchamber. 

Icu^h,  They  are  in  a  trunk. 

Attended  by  my  men :  I  will  make  bold 
To  send  them  to  you  only  for  this  night ; 
I  must  aboard  to-morrow. 

Imo.  0,  no,  no. 

lack.  Yes,  I  beseech ;  or  I  shall  short  my  word 
By  lengthening  my  return.     From  Gallia 
I  cross'd  the  seas  on  purpose  and  on  promise 
To  see  your  grace. 

Imo,  I  thank  you  for  your  pains: 

But  not  away  to-morrow ! 

lack,  O,  I  must,  madam : 

Therefore  I  shall  beseech  you,  if  you  please 
To  greet  your  lord  with  writing,  do't  to-night: 
I  have  outstood  my  time ;  which  is  material 
To  the  tender  of  our  present. 

/two.  I  will  write. 

Send  your  trunk  to  me ;  it  shall  safe  be  kept 
Aiid  truly  yielded  you.    You're  very  welcome.       [ExennU 
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ACT   11. 

SCENE  I.— Britain.     Court  hrfore  Cymbklink's  Palace 

Enter  Cloten  and  two  Lords. 
Clo.  Was  there  ever  man  had  snch  luck !  when  I  kissed 
the  jack,  upon  an  up-cast  to  bet  it  away !  I  had  a  hundred 
pound  on't :  and  then  a  whoreson  jackanapes  must  take  me 
up  for  swearing;  as  if  I  borrowed  mine  oaths  from  him, 
and  might  not  spend  them  at  my  pleasure. 

1  Lord.  What  got  he  by  that?  You  have  broke  his  pate 
with  your  bowl. 

2  iord,  [asideJ]  If  his  wit  had  been  like  him  that  broke 
it,  it  would  have  run  all  out. 

Clo,  When  a  gentleman  is  disposed  to  swear,  it  is  not  for 
any  standers-by  to  curtail  his  oaths,  ha? 

2  Lord.  No,  my  lord ;  [a8ide\  nor  crop  the  ears  of  them. 

Clo.  Whoreson  dog! — I  give  him  satisfaction? 
Would  he  had  been  one  of  my  rank ! 

2  Lord.  {aside.\  To  have  smelt  like  a  fooL 

Clo.  I  am  not  vexed  more  at  anything  in  the  earth, — 
a  pox  on't!  I  had  rather  not  be  so  noblte  as  I  am;  they 
dare  not  fight  with  me,  because  of  the  queen  my  mother : 
every  jack-slave  hath  his  belly  full  of  fighting,  and  I  must 
go  up  and  down  like  a  cock  that  nobody  can  match. 

2  Lord.  {aMde.^  You  are  cock  and  capon  too;  and  you 
crow,  cock,  with  your  comb  on. 

Clo.  Sayest  thou? 

1  Lord.  It  is  not  fit  your  lordship  should  undertake  every 
companion  that  you  give  offence  to. 

Clo.  No,  I  know  that:  but  it  is  fit  I  should  commit 
offence  to  my  inferiors. 

2  Lord.  Ay,  it  is  fit  for  your  lordship  only. 
Clo.  Why,  so  I  say. 

1  Lord,  l)id  you  hear  of  a  stranger  that 's  come  to  court 
to-night? 

Clo.  A  Strang,  and  I  not  know  on*t! 

2  Lord.  \a9ide.'\  He's  a  strange  fellow  himself  and 
knows  it  not 

1  Lord.  There's  an  Italian  come;  and, 'tis  thought,  one  of 
Leonatus'  friends. 

Clo.  Leonatus  I  a  banished  rascal;  and  he's  another, 
whatsoever  he  be.     Who  told  you  of  tiiia  stranger! 

1  Lord.  One  of  your  lordship's  pages. 
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OU).  Isitfit  I  wenttolookrix)onliim?    Is  there  no  deroga- 

1  Lord,  You  cannot  derogate,  my  lord.  [tion  in't. 
CU).  Not  easily,  I  think. 

2  Lord.   [cLsiae.]  You  are  a  fool  granted;  therefore  your 
issues,  being  foolish,  do  not  derogate. 

Clo.  Come,  I'U  go  see  this  Italian:  what  I  have  lost  to- 
day at  bowls  I'll  win  to-ni^ht  of  him.    Come,  go. 

2  Lord.  I'll  attend  your  lordship. 

[ICxeuni  Clotbn  and  first  Ix>rd. 
That  such  a  crafty  devil  as  is  his  mother 
Should  yield  the  world  this  ass!  a  woman  that 
Bears  all  down  with  her  brain;  and  this  her  son 
Cannot  take  two  from  twenty,  for  his  heart, 
And  leave  eighteen.     Alas,  poor  princess. 
Thou  divine  Imogen,  what  thou  endur'st, — 
Betwixt  a  father  by  thy  stepdame  govem'd: 
A  mother  hourly  coining  plots;  a  wooer 
More  hateful  than  the  foul  expulsion  is 
Of  thy  dear  husband,  than  that  horrid  act 
Of  the  divorce  he'd  make!    The  heavens  hold  firm 
The  walls  of  thy  dear  honour ;  keep  unshak'd 
That  temple,  thy  fair  mind ;  that  thou  mayst  stand 
To  enjoy  thy  banish'd  lord  and  this  great  land !  [Exit 


SCENE  II. — BRiTAiif.    Imogen's  Bedchamber;  in  one 
part  of  it  a  Trunk. 

Imogen  in  bed  rtadbig;  a  Lady  aitending, 

Imo.  Who's  there?  my  woman  Helen? 

Lady.  ^  Please  you,  madam. 

Imo.  What  hour  is  it? 

Lady.  Almost  midnight,  madam. 

Imo.  I  have  read  three  hours,  then :  mine  eyes  are  weak : 
Fold  down  the  leaf  where  I  have  left :  to  bed : 
Take  not  away  the  taper,  leave  it  burning; 
And  if  thou  canst  awake  by  four  o'  the  clock, 
I  pr'ythee,  call  me.    Sleep  hath  seiz'd  me  wholly.  [Exit  La-ly. 
Tt»  your  protection  I  commend  me,  gods ! 
From  fairies  and  the  tempters  of  the  night 
Guard  me,  beseech  ye!  [Sleeps.    Iach.  comes  from  the  trunk, 

lack.  The  crickets  sing,  and  man's  o'er-lal)our'd  sense 
Kepairs  itself  by  rest.     Our  Tarquin  thus 
Did  softly  press  the  rushes  ere  he  waken'd 
The  chastity  he  wounded. — Cytherea, 
How  bravely  thou  becom'st  thy  bed!  fresh  lily  I 
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AJid  whiter  than  the  sheets !    That  I  miwht  touch! 

But  kiss ;  oue  kiss ! — Rubies  unparagon'd, 

How  dearly  they  do't ! — 'Tis  her  breathing  that 

Perfumes  the  chamber  thus :  the  flame  o'  tne  taper 

Bows  toward  her,  and  would  underpeep  her  lids, 

To  see  the  enclosed  lights,  now  canopied 

Under  these  windows,  white  and  azure,  lac'd 

With  blue  of  heaven's  own  tinct. — But  my  design 

To  note  the  chamber : — I  will  write  all  down : — 

Such  and  such  pictures ; — there  the  window : — such 

The  adornment  of  her  bed ;— the  arras,  figures. 

Why,  such  and  such ; — and  the  contents  o'  the  story, — 

Ah,  but  some  natural  notes  about  her  body 

Above  ten  thousand  meaner  movables 

Would  testify,  to  enrich  mine  inventory. 

O  sleep,  thou  ape  of  death,  lie  dull  upon  her!  ■ 

And  be  her  sense  but  as  a  monument. 

Thus  in  a  chapel  lying! — Come  off,  come  off; 

[Taking  of  Iter  hracdeL 
As  slippery  as  the  Gordian  knot  was  hard! — 
'Tis  mine ;  and  this  will  witness  outwardly, 
As  strongly  as  the  conscience  does  within. 
To  the  madding  of  her  lord.    On  her  left  breast 
A  mole  cinque-spotted,  like  the  crimson  drops 
r  the  l)ottom  of  a  cowslip.    Here 's  a  voucher 
Stronger  than  ever  law  could  make :  this  secret 
Will  lorce  him  think  I  have  pick'd  the  lock,  and  ta'en 
The  treasure  of  her  honour.    No  more.     To  what  end? 
Why  should  I  write  this  down,  that's  riveted, 
Screw'd  to  my  memory? — She  hath  been  reading  late 
The  tale  of  Tereus ;  here  the  leaf's  turn'd  down 
Where  Philomel  gave  up. — I  have  enough : 
To  the  trunk  agam,  and  shut  the  spring  of  it. 
Swift,  swift,  you  dragons  of  the  night,  that  dawning 
May  bare  the  raven's  eye!     I  lodge  in  fear; 
Though  this  a  heavenly  angel,  hell  is  here.      [Clock  striken 
One,  two,  three, — ^Time,  time! 

[Ches  into  the  trunk.    Scene  closes. 


SCETSTE  IIL — Britain.    An  A nte-cliamher  adjoining 
Imogen's  Apartment. 

Enter  Cloten  and  Lords. 
1  Lord.  Your  lordship  is  the  most  patient  man  in  loss, 
khe  most  coldest  that  ever  turned  up  ace. 
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Clo.  It  would  make  any  man  cold  to  lose. 

1  Lwd,  But  not  every  man  patient  after  the  noble  tenix>or 
of  your  lordship.  You  are  most  hot  and  furious  when  you 
win. 

Clo.  Winning  will  put  any  man  into  courage.  If  I  could 
get  this  fodlish  Imogen,  I  should  have  gold  enough.  It 's 
almost  morning,  is*t  not  ? 

1  Lord,  Day,  my  lord, 

Clo.  I  would  this  music  would  come :  I  am  advised  to 
give  her  music  o'  mornings ;  they  say  it  will  penetrate. 

Enter  Musicians. 
Comie  on ;  tune :  if  you  can  penetrate  her  with  your  fim^ering, 
so ;  we*ll  try  with  tongue  too :  if  none  wiU  do,  let  ner  re- 
main ;  but  I'll  never  give  o'er.  First,  a  very  excellent  good- 
conceited  thing ;  after  a  wonderful  sweet  air,  with  admir- 
able rich  words  lo  it, — and  then  let  her  consider. 


Hark,  bark !  the  lark  at  heaven's  gate  sings. 

And  Phoebus  'gins  arise, 
His  steeds  to  water  at  those  springs 

On  chalic'd  flowers  that  lies; 
And  winking  Mary-bu'ls  begin 

To  ope  their  golden  eyes ; 
With  everything  that  pretty  is: 

My  lady  sweet,  arise ; 
Arise,  arise! 

So,  ^t  you  gone.  If  this  penetrate^  I  will  consider  your 
music  the  better:  if  it  do  not,  it  is  a  vice  in  her  ears; 
which  horse-hairs  and  calves'  guts,  nor  the  voice  of  un- 
paved  eunuch  to  boot,  can  never  amend.  [Exeunt  Musicians. 

2  LorcL  Here  comes  the  kine. 

Clo.  I  am  glad  I  was  up  so  late;  for  that's  the  reason  I 
was  up  so  early:  he  cannot  choose  but  take  this  service 
I  have  done  fatherly. — 

Enter  Cymbeline  and  Queen. 
Good-morrow  to  your  majesty  and  to  my  gracious  mother. 

Cym,   Attend  you  here  the  door  of  our  stem  daughter? 
Will  she  not  forth? 

Clo.  I  have  assailed  her  with  music,  but  she  vouchsafes 
no  notice. 

Cyin.  The  exile  of  her  minion  is  too  new ; 
She  hatb  not  yet  forgot  him :  some  more  time 
Must  wear  the  print  of  his  remembrance  out, 
And  then  she 's  yours. 

Queen,  You  are  most  bound  to  the  king^ 
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Who  lets  go  by  no  vantages  that  may 
Prefer  you  to  his  daughter.     Frame  yourself 
To  orderly  solicits,  and  be  friended 
With  aptness  of  the  season ;  make  denials 
Increase  your  services ;  so  seem  as  if 
You  were  inspir'd  to  do  those  duties  w'lich 
You  tender  to  her ;  that  you  in  all  obey  her. 
Save  when  command  to  your  dismission  tends, 
And  therein  you  are  senseless. 

Clo,  Senseless!  not  sa 

Enter  a  Messenger. 

Mesii,  So  like  you,  sir,  ambassadors  from  Rome; 
The  one  is  Oaius  Lucius. 

Cym.  A  worthy  fellow, 

Albeit  he  comes  on  ancrjr  purpose  now ; 
But  that 's  no  fault  of  his :  we  must  receive  him 
According  to  the  honour  of  his  sender ; 
And  towards  himself,  his  goodness  forespent  on  us, 
We  must  extend  our  notice. — Our  dear  son. 
When  you  have  given  good-mominig  to  your  mistress, 
Attend  the  queen  and  us ;  we  shalThave  need 
To  employ  you  towards  this  Roman. — Come,  our  queen. 

[Exeunt  Cym.,  Queen,  Lords,  and  Mess. 

Clo,  If  she  be  up,  I  '11  speak  with  her ;  if  not, 
Let  her  lie  still  and  dream. — By  your  leave,  ho ! —  [Knocks, 
I  know  her  women  are  about  her :  what 
If  I  do  line  one  of  their  hands?    Tis  gold 
Which  buys  admittance ;  oft  it  doth ;  yea,  and  makes 
Diana's  rangers  false  themselves,  yield  up 
Their  deer  to  the  stand  o'  the  stealer ;  and  'tis  gold 
Which  makes  the  true  man  kill'd  and  saves  the  thief; 
Nay,  sometimes  hangs  both  thief  and  true  man :  what 
Can  it  not  do  and  undo?  I  will  make 
One  of  her  women  lawyer  to  me ;  for 
I  yet  not  iinderstand  the  case  myself 
By  your  leave.  [Knocks. 

Enter  a  Lady. 

Lady,  Who's  there  that  knocks? 

Clo.  A  gentleman. 

Lady.  No  more  T 

Clo.  Yes,  and  a  gentlewoman's  son. 

Lady.  That's  more 

Than  some,  whose  tailors  are  as  dear  as  yours, 
Can  justly  boast  of.     What 's  your  lordship's  pleasure? 

Clo.  Your  lady's  person :  is  she  ready? 
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Lady,  Ay, 

To  keep  her  chamber. 
Clo.^  There  is  gold  for  yon ;  sell  me  your  good  report 
Lady.  How!  my  good  name?  or  to  report  of  you 

What  I  shall  think  is  good  ? — The  princess  i 

Enter  Imogen. 

Clo,  Good-morrow,  fedrest :  sister,  your  sweet  hand. 

[ExU  Lady. 

Imo,  €U)od-morrow,  sir.     Yon  lay  out  too  much  pains 
For  purchasing  but  trouble :  the  thanks  I  give 
Is  telling  you  that  I  am  poor  of  thanks. 
And  scarce  can  spare  them. 

Clo,  Still,  I  swear  I  love  you. 

Imo,  If  you  but  said  so,  'twere  as  deep  with  me : 
If  you  swear  still,  your  recompense  is  still 
I'hat  I  regard  it  not. 

Clo,  This  is  no  answer. 

Imo.  But  that  you  shall  not  say  I  yield,  beinc  silent^ 
I  would  not  speak.     I  pray  you,  spare  me :  fcdui, 
I  shall  unfold  equal  discourtesy 
To  your  best  kindness :  one  of  your  great  knowing 
Should  learn,  being  taught,  forbearance. 

Clo.  To  leave  you  in  your  madness,  'twere  my  sin : 
I  nHU  not. 

Imo,  Fools  are  not  mad  folks. 

Clo,  Do  yon  call  me  foolT 

Imo,  As  I  am  mad,  I  do : 
If  you'll  be  patient  I'll  no  more  be  mad ; 
That  cures  us  both.    I  am  much  sorry,  sir, 
You  put  me  to  forget  a  lady's  manners 
By  being  so  verbal :  and  learn  now,  for  all. 
That  I,  which  know  my  heart,  do  here  pronounce, 
By  the  very  truth  of  it,  I  care  not  for  you ; 
And  am  so  near  the  lack  of  charity, — 
To  accuse  myself, — I  hate  you ;  which  I  had  rather 
You  felt  than  make*t  my  boast. 

Clo,  You  sin  against 

Obedience,  which  you  owe  your  father.     For 
The  contract  vou  pretend  with  that  base  wretch, — 
One  bred  of  alms  and  foster'd  with  cold  dishes. 
With  scraps  o'  the  court, — it  is  no  contract,  none : 
And  thouffh  it  be  allow*d  in  meaner  parties, — 
Yet  who  fiian  he  more  mean? — to  knit  their  souls, — 
On  whom  there  is  no  more  dependency 
But  brats  and  begga'^,— in  self-tigur'd  knot, 

VOL.   V.  Z 
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Yet  yon  are  curbed  from  that  enlar^gement  by 
The  consequence  o*  the  crown;  and  must  not  soil 
The  precious  note  of  it  with  a  base  slavey 
A  hilding  for  a  livery,  a  squire^s  cloth, 
A  pantler, — ^not  so  eminent. 

Imo,  Profane  fellowl 

Wert  thou  the  son  of  Jupiter,  and  no  more 
But  what  thou  art  besides,  thou  wert  too  base 
To  be  his  groom :  thou  wert  dignified  enough. 
Even  to  the  point  of  envy,  if  'twere  made 
Comparative  for  your  virtues,  to  be  styl'd 
The  under-hangman  of  his  kingdom;  and  hated 
For  being  preferred  so  welL 

Clo.  The  south  fog  rot  him ! 

Imo.  He  never  can  meet  more  mischance  than  come 
To  be  but  nam'd  of  thee.     His  meanest  garment, 
That  ever  hath  but  clipped  his  body,  is  dearer 
In  my  respect  than  all  the  hairs  above  thee, 
Were  they  all  made  such  men. 

Enter  Pisajjio. 

How  now,  Pisanio! 

Clo.  His  garment!     Now,  the  devil, — 

Imo.  To  x)orothy  my  woman  hie  thee  presently,— 

Clo,  His  garment! 

Imo.  I  am  sprited  with  a  fool ; 

Frighted,  and  angered  worse. — Gro  bid  my  woman 
Search  for  a  jewel  that  too  casually 
Hath  left  mine  arm :  it  was  thy  master's ;  shrew  ma 
If  I  would  lose  it  for  a  revenue 
Of  any  king's  in  Europo.     I  do  think 
I  saw't  this  morning:  confident  I  am 
Last  nii^ht  'twas  on  mine  arm ;  I  kiss'd  it : 
I  ho|)e  it  be  not  gone  to  tell  my  lord 
That  I  kiss  aught  but  he. 

PU  Twill  not  be  lost 

Imo,  I  hope  so :  go  and  search.  [Eant  VJSXS^Ok 

Clo.  You  have  abus'd  me. — 

His  meanest  garment? 

Imo.  Ay,  I  said  so,  sir : 

If  you  will  make't  an  action,  call  witness  to't. 

Clo.  I  will  inform  your  father. 

Imo.  Your  mother  too: 

She 's  my  good  lady ;  and  will  conceive,  I  hope, 
But  the  worse  of  me.     So  I  leave  you,  air. 
To  the  worst  of  discontent. 
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Clo.  Ill  b6  reveng'd  ;— 

His  meanest  garment  I — ^WelL  [ExiL 


SCENE  IV.— Rome.    An  Apartment  in  Philario's  //om*6, 

ErUer  Posthumus  <md  Phtlario. 

Post,  Fear  it  not,  sir :  t  would  I  were  so  sure 
To  win  the  king  as  I  aml)old  her  honour 
Will  remain  hers. 

Phi,  What  means  do  you  make  to  him? 

Post  Not  any ;  but  abide  the  change  of  time ; 
Quake  in  the  present  winter's  state,  and  wish 
That  wanner  days  would  come :  in  these  sear'd  hoj^es 
I  barely  gratify  your  love ;  they  failing, 
I  must  die  much  your  debtor. 

Pku  Your  very  goodness  and  your  company 
Cerpays  all  I  can  do.     By  this  your  king 
Hath  heard  of  great  Augustus :  Caius  Lucius 
Will  do '«  commission  throughly :  and  I  think 
He'll  grant  the  tribute,  send  the  arrearages, 
Or  look  upon  our  Romans,  whose  rememorance 
Is  yet  fresh  in  their  griel 

Post  I  do  believe, — 

Statist  though  I  am  none,  nor  like  to  be, — 
That  this  will  prove  a  war ;  and  you  shall  hear 
The  legions  now  in  Gallia  sooner  lauded 
In  our  not-fearing  Britain  than  have  tidings 
Of  any  penny  tribute  paid.     Our  countr3nnen 
Are  men  more  ordered  than  when  Julius  Caesar 
Smil'd  at  their  lack  of  skill,  but  found  their  courage 
Worthjr  his  frowning  at:  their  discipline, — 
Now  mingled  with  tneir  courage, — will  make  known 
To  their  approvers  they  are  people  such 
That  mend  upon  the  world.  « 

Phi,  Seel  lachimol 

ErUer  Iachimo. 

Post.  The  swiftest  harts  have  posted  you  by  land  , 
And  winds  of  all  the  comers  kiss'd  your  sails,. 
To  make  your  vessel  nimble. 

Phi,  Welcome,  sir. 

Post,  I  hope  the  briefiiess  of  your  answer  made 
The  speediness  of  your  return.. 

lack.  Your  lady 

Is  one  of  the  fsdresl  that  I  have  look'd  upoa 
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Po8i.  And  therewithal  the  best ;  or  let  her  beauty 
Look  through  a  casement  to  allure  fftlse  hearts. 
And  be  false  with  them. 

hich.  Here  are  letters  for  you. 

PoifU  Their  tenor  good,  I  trust. 

loch,  Tis  very  like. 

Phi,  Was  Cains  Lucius  in  the  Britain  court 
When  you  were  there? 

lack.  He  was  expected  then. 

But  not  approached. 

PosL  All  is  well  yet. — 

Sparkles  this  stone  as  it  was  wont?  or  is*t  not 
Too  dull  for  your  good  wearing? 

lack.  If  I  had  lost  it 

I  should  have  lost  the  worth  of  it  in  gold. 
I'll  make  a  journey  twice  as  £eu*,  to  enjoy 
A  second  night  of  such  sweet  shortness  which 
Was  mine  in  Britain ;  for  the  ring  is  won. 

Post,  The  stone's  too  hard  to  come  by. 

lack.  Not  a  whi^ 

Tour  lady  being  so  easy. 

PohU  Make  not,  sir, 

Your  loss  your  sport :  I  hope  you  know  that  wii 
Must  not  continue  friends. 

lacK  Good  sir,  we  must, 

If  you  keep  covenant.     Had  I  not  brought 
The  knowledge  of  your  mistress  home,  I  grant 
We  were  to  Question  further :  but  I  now 
Profess  myself  the  winner  of  her  honour. 
Together  with  vour  ring ;  and  not  the  wronger 
Of  ner  or  you,  naving  proceeded  but 
By  both  your  wills. 

Post.  If  you  can  make*t  api>arent 

That  you  have  tasted  her  in  bed,  my  hand 
And  ring  is  yours :  if  not,  the  foul  opinion 
You  had  of  her  pure  honour  gains  or  loses 
Your  sword  or  mine,  or  masterless  leaves  both 
To  who  shall  find  them. 

lack.  Sir,  m^  circumstances. 

Being  so  near  the  truth  as  I  will  make  them. 
Must  first  induce  you  to  believe :  whose  strength 
J  will  confirm  with  oath ;  which  I  doubt  not 
You'll  give  me  leave  to  spare  when  you  shall  find 
You  need  it  not. 

Post.  Proceed. 

lack.  First,  her  bedchambers- 
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Where,  I  confess,  I  slept  not ;  but  profess 

Had  that  was  well  worth  watching, — it  was  hang'd 

With  t^iestry  of  silk  and  silver ;  the  story 

Proud  Cleopatra,  when  she  met  her  Koman, 

And  Cydnus  swell'd  above  the  banks,  or  for 

The  press  of  boats  or  pride :  a  piece  of  work 

So  bravely  done,  so  rich,  that  it  did  strive 

In  workmianship  and  value ;  which  I  wonder'd 

Could  be  so  rarely  and  exactly  wrought, 

Since  the  true  life  on't  was, — 

Post,  This  is  true ; 

And  this  you  might  have  heard  of  here,  by  me 
Or  by  some  other. 

IcLch.  More  particulars 

Must  justify  my  knowledge. 

Post,  So  they  must, 

Or  do  your  honour  injury. 

IcLch.  The  chimney 

Is  south  the  chamber ;  and  the  chimney-piece 
Chaste  Dian  bathing :  never  saw  I  figures 
So  likely  to  report  tnemselves :  the  cutter 
Was,  as  another  nature,  dumb;  outwent  her. 
Motion  and  breath  left  out. 

P09U  This  is  a  thing 

Which  you  might  from  relation  likewise  reap ; 
Being,  as  it  is,  much  spoke  o£ 

Icbch,  The  roof  o'  the  chamber 

With  golden  cherubins  is  fretted :  her  andirons, — 
I  had  forgot  them, — ^were  two  winking  Cupids 
Of  silver,  each  on  one  foot  standing,  mcely 
Dej)ending  on  their  brands 

Post.  This  is  her  honour ! — 

Let  it  be  granted  you  have  seen  aU  this, — and  praise 
Be  given  to  your  remembrance, — the  description 
Of  what  is  in  her  chamber  nothing  saves 
The  wager  you  have  laid. 

lach.  Then,  if  you  can, 

[PvXling  out  the  bracelet 
Be  pale ;  I  beg  but  leave  to  air  this  jewel ;  see ! — 
And  now  'tis  up  again :  it  must  be  married 
To  that  your  diamond;  I'll  keep  them. 

Post  Jove!— 

Once  more  let  me  behold  it :  is  it  that 
Which  I  left  with  her? 

lach.  Sir,  — I  thank  her, —that : 

She  stripped  it  from  her  arm;  I  see  her  yet; 
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Her  pretty  action  did  ontoell  her  gift, 

And  yet  enrich'd  it  too :  she  gave  it  me,  and  said 

She  jtnz'd  it  once. 

Post  May  be  she  pluck'd  it  off 

To  send  it  ma 

lack.  She  writes  so  to  you?  doth  she? 

Post  O,  no,  no,  no!  'tis  true.     Here,  take  this  too ; 

[Oives  the  ring 
It  is  a  basilisk  unto  mine  eye, 
Kills  me  to  look  on't. — Let  there  be  no  honour 
Where  there  is  beauty;  truth  where  semblance;  love 
Where  there 's  another  man :  the  vows  of  women 
Of  no  more  bondage  be  to  where  they  are  made 
Than  they  are  to  their  virtues;  which  is  nothing- — 
O,  above  measure  false! 

Phi.  Have  patience,  sir. 

And  take  your  ring  again ;  'tis  not  yet  won : 
It  may  be  probable  she  lost  it ;  or, 
Who  knows  if  one  o'  her  women,  being  corrupted. 
Hath  stolen  it  from  her? 

Post  Very  true ; 

And  so  I  hope  he  came  by't. — Back  my  ring: 
Render  to  me  some  corporal  si^  about  her, 
More  evident  than  this ;  for  this  was  stolen. 

lach  By  Jupiter,  I  had  it  from  her  arm. 

Post.  Hark  you,  he  swears;  by  Jupiter  he  swears. 
'Tis  true, — ^nay,  keep  the  ring, — ^'tis  true:  I  am  sure 
She  would  not  lose  it :  her  attendants  are 
All  sworn  and  honourable : — they  induc'd  to  steal  it  I 
And  by  a  stranger ! — No,  he  hath  enjo^d  her : 
The  cognizance  of  her  incoiitinency 

Is  this, — she  hath  bought  the  name  of  whore  thus  dearly.— 
There,  take  thy  hire ;  and  all  the  fiends  of  hell 
Divide  themselves  between  you! 

Phi,  Sir,  be  patient: 

This  is  not  strong  enough  to  be  believed 
Of  one  pei-suaded  well  o^ — 

Post.  Never  talk  bn't ; 

She  hath  been  colted  by  him. 

Jach.  If  you  seek 

For  farther  satisfying,  under  her  breast, — 
Worthy  the  pressing, — lies  a  mole,  right  proud 
Of  that  most  delicate  lodging :  by  my  life, 
I  kiss'd  it ;  and  it  gave  me  present  hunger 
To  feed  again,  though  full.     You  do  remember 
This  stain  upon  her  ? 
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Post.  Ay,  and  it  doth  confinn 

Another  stain,  as  hig  as  hell  can  hold. 
Were  there  no  more  but  it. 

Jack,  Will  you  hear  more? 

Post.  Spare  ^onr  arithmetic :  never  count  the  turns ; 
Once,  and  a  million ! 

lacK  m  be  sworn, — 

Post.  No  swearing. 

If  you  will  swear  yon  have  not  done't,  you  lie ; 
And  1  will  kill  thee  if  thou  dost  deny 
Thou'st  made  me  cuckold. 

lack.  111  deny  nothing. 

Post,  O,  that  I  had  her  here,  to  tear  her  limbmeal ! 
I  will  go  there  and  do't ;  i'  the  court ;  before 
Her  father:  I'll  do  something, —  [Exit, 

Phi.  Quite  besides 

The  government  of  patience! — You  have  won : 
Let 's  follow  him,  and  pervert  the  present  wrath 
He  hath  against  himfletf. 

lach.  With  all  my  heart.  lExeunL 


SCENE  v.— KoME.     Another  Room  in  Philario*s  House. 

Enter  Posthitmus. 
Post,  Is  there  no  way  for  men  to  be,  but  women 
Must  be  half-workers?    We  are  all  bastards; 
And  that  most  venerable  man  which  I 
Did  call  my  father  was  I  know  not  where 
When  I  was  stamped ;  some  coiner  with  his  tools 
Made  me  a  counterfeit:  yet  my  mother  seem'd 
The  Dian  of  that  time :  so  doth  my  wife 
The  nonpareil  of  this. — O,  vengeance,  vengeance ! — 
Me  of  my  lawful  pleasure  she  restrained, 
And  pray'd  me  oft  forbearance :  did  it  with 
A  pudency  so  rosy,  the  sweet  view  on't 
*    Might  well  have  warm'd  old  Saturn ;  that  I  thought  her 
As  chaste  as  unsunn'd  snow. — O,  all  the  devils ! — 
This  3^ellow  Jachimo  in  an  hour, — ^was't  not? 
Or  less, — at  first? — Perchance  he  spoke  not,  but^ 
Like  a  fidl-acom'd  boar,  a  German  one. 
Cried  0/  and  mounted;  foimd  no  opposition 
But  what  he  look'd  for  should  oppose,  and  she 
Should  from  encounter  guard.     Could  I  find  out 
The  woman's  part  in  me !     For  there 's  no  motion 
That  tends  to  vice  in  man  but  I  athrm 
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It  is  the  woman's  part :  be  it  lying,  note  it, 

The  woman's ;  flattering,  hers ;  deceiving,  hers ; 

Lust  and  rank  thoughts,  hers,  hers;  revenges,  hen; 

Ambitions,  covetings,  change  of  prides,  disdain, 

Nice  longing,  slanders,  mntabilily, 

All  faults  that  have  a  name,  nay,  that  hell  knows, 

Why,  hers,  in  part  or  all ;  but  rather  all ; 

For  ev*n  to  vice 

They  are  not  constant,  but  are  changing  still 

One  vice,  but  of  a  minute  old,  for  one 

Not  hidf  so  old  as  that.     I'll  write  against  them, 

Detest  them,  curse  theuL — ^Yet  'tis  greater  skill 

In  a  true  hate  to  pray  they  have  their  will : 

The  very  devils  cannot  plague  them  better.  [Exit 


ACT  IIL 

SCENE  L— Britain.     A  Boom  of  State  in  GiMBEUNifs 
Palace, 

Enter,  at  one  side,  Gymbslinb,  Qiheen,  Gloten,  and  Lords  i 
at  the  other,  Caius  Luciub  and  Attendants. 

Cym,  Now  siqr,  what  would  Augustus  Csesar  with  us? 

Luc  When  Julius  Caesar, — ^whose  remembrance  yet    . 
lives  in  men's  eyes,  and  wUl  to  ears  and  tongues 
Be  theme  and  hearing  ever, — ^was  in  this  Britain, 
And  conquer'd  it,  Cassibelan,  thine  uncle, — 
Famous  in  Caesar's  praises  no  whit  less 
Than  in  his  feats  deserving  it, — for  him 
And  his  succession  granted  Rome  a  tribute. 
Yearly  three  thousand  pounds;  which  by  thee  lately 
Is  left  untender'd. 

Queen.  And,  to  kill  the  marvel. 

Shall  be  so  ever. 

Clo.  There  be  many  Caesars 

Ere  such  another  Julius.     Britain  is 
A  world  by  itself;  and  we  will  nothing  pay 
For  wearing  our  own  noses. 

Queen.  That  opportunity, 

Which  then  they  had  to  take  from 's,  to  resume 
We  have  again. — Remember,  sir,  my  liege, 
The  kings  your  ancestors;  t^ether  with 
The  natural  bravery  of  your  isle,  which  stands 
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As  Neptune^s  i)ark,  ribbed  and  paled  in 

With  rocks  unscaleable  and  roaring  waters ; 

With  sands  that  will  not  bear  your  enemies'  boats, 

But  suck  them  np  to  the  top-mast.     A  kind  of  conquest 

Caesar  made  here ;  bnt  made  not  here  his  brag 

Ofcarne,  and  saw,  and  overcame:  with  shame, — 

The  first  that  ever  touch'd  him, — he  was  carried 

From  off  oar  coast,  twice  beaten ;  and  his  shipping,— 

Poor  ignorant  baubles! — on  our  terrible  seas, 

Like  e^-shells  moVd  upon  their  surges,  crack*d  ^ 

As  eaco^  'gainst  our  rocks :  for  joy  whereof 

The  fam'd  Cassibelan,  who  was  once  at  point, — 

O,  giglot  fortune ! — to  master  Caesar's  sword. 

Made  Lud's  town  with  rejoicing  fires  bright 

And  Britons  strut  with  courage. 

Clo.  Come,  there's  no  more  tribute  to  be  paid :  our  king- 
dom is  stronger  than  it  was  at  that  time;  and,  as  I  said, 
there  is  no  more  such  Caesars:  other  of  them  may  have 
crooked  noses ;  but  to  owe  such  straight  arms,  none. 

Cym.  Son,  let  your  mother  end. 

Clo.  We  have  yet  many  among  us  can  gripe  as  hard  as 
Cassibelan:  I  do  not  say  I  am  one;  but  1  have  a  hand. — 
Why  tribute?  why  should  we  pay  tribute?  If  Caesar  can 
hide  the  sun  from  us  with  a  blanKet,  or  put  the  moon  in  his 
pocket,  we  will  pay  him  tribute  for  light;  else,  sir,  no  moro 
tribute,  pray  you  now. 

Cym,  You  must  know. 
Till  the  injurious  Komans  did  extort 
This  tribute  from  us,  we  were  free:  Caesai^s  ambition,^ 
Which  swell'd  so  much  that  it  did  almost  stretch 
The  sides  o'  the  world, — against  all  colour,  here 
Did  put  the  yoke  upon 's ;  which  to  shake  off 
Becomes  a  warlike  people,  whom  we  reckon 
Ourselves  to  be. 

Ch.  We  do. 

Cym,  Say  then  to  Caesar, 

Our  ancestor  was  that  Mulmutius  which 
Ordain'd  our  laws, — whose  use  the  sword  of  Caesar 
Hath  too  much  mangled ;  whose  repair  and  franchise 
Shall,  by  the  power  we  hold,  be  our  good  deed, 
Though  Rome  be  therefore  angry: — Mulmutius  made  on? 

laws. 
Who  was  the  first  of  Britain  which  did  put 
His  brows  within  a  golden  crown,  and  call'd 
Himself  a  king. 

Luc  I  am  sorry,  Cymbeline^ 
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That  I  am  to  pronounce  Augustus  Caesar, — 
Ca^ar,  that  hath  moi'e  kings  his  servants  than 
Thyself  domestic  officers, — thine  enemy : 
Iveceive  it  from  me,  then  : — War  and  confusion 
In  Caesar's  name  pronounce  I  'gainst  thee :  look 
For  fury  not  to  be  resisted. — ^Thus  defied, 
I  thank  thee  for  myself- 

Cym,  Thou  art  welcome,  Caiua. 

Thy  Caesar  knighted  me ;  my  youth  I  spent 
Much  under  hmi ;  of  him  I  gather'd  honour; 
Which  he  to  seek  of  me  agam,  perforce, 
Behoves  me  keep  at  utterance.     I  am  perfect 
That  the  Pannonians  and  Dalmatians  for 
Their  liberties  are  now  in  arms, — a  precedent 
Which  not  to  read  would  show  the  Britons  cold: 
So  Ca3sar  shall  not  tind  them. 

Luc,  Let  proof  speak. 

Cio.  His  majesty  bids  you  welcome.  Make  pastime  with 
us  a  day  or  two,  or  longer :  if  you  seek  us  afterwards  in 
other  terms,  you  shall  find  us  in  our  salt-water  girdle :  if 
you  beat  us  out  of  it,  it  is  yours ;  if  you  fall  in  the  adven- 
ture, our  crows  shall  fare  the  better  for  you ;  and  there 's 
an  end. 

Luc.  So,  sir. 

Cym,  I  know  your  master's  pleasure,  and  he  mine : 
All  the  remain  is,  welcome.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  II. — Britain.    Another  Boom  in  the  Palace, 

Enter  Pisanio  ttnth  a  letter. 
Pis.  How!  of  adultery?    Wherefore  write  you  not 
What  monster 's  her  accuser? — Leonatus! 
O  master!  what  a  strange  infection 
Is  fallen  into  thy  ear!     What  false  Italian, — 
As  poisonous  tongu'd  as  handed, — hath  prevail'd 
On  thy  too  ready  hearing? — Disloyal!     No  : 
She 's  punish'd  for  her  truth ;  and  undergoes. 
More  goddess-like  than  wife-like,  such  assaults 
As  would  take  in  some  virtue. — 0  my  master! 
Thy  mind  to  her  is  now  as  low  as  were 
Thy  fortunes. — How  I  that  I  should  murder  her? 
Upon  the  love,  and  truth,  and  vows  which  I 
Have  made  to  thy  command? — I,  her? — her  blood? 
If  it  be  so  to  do  gootl  service,  never 
Let  me  be  couut^  serviceable.     How  look  I, 
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That  I  should  seem  to  lack  humanity 

So  much  as  this  fact  comes  to?  IRedaing.l   Do't:  the  leUer 

That  I  fiave  sent  her,  by  her  own  command 

Shall  give  thee  opportunity: — 0  damn'd  paper ! 

Black  as  the  ink  that 's  on  thee !    Senseless  bauble, 

Art  thou  a  fedary  for  this  act,  and  look'st 

So  virgin-like  without?    Lo,  here  she  comes. 

1  am  ignorant  in  what  I  am  commanded. 

Enter  Imogen. 

Imo.  How  now,  Pisanio! 

Pw.  Madam,  here  is  a  letter  from  my  lord. 

Imo,  Who?  thy  lord?  that  is  my  lord, — Leonatus? 
O,  leam'd  indeed  were  that  astronomer 
That  knew  the  stars  as  I  his  characters ; 
He'd  lay  the  future  ox>en. — You  good  go<ls, 
J^  what  is  here  contained  relish  of  love, 
Of  my  lord's  health,  of  his  content, — ^yet  not 
That  we  two  are  asunder, — let  that  grieve  him  ; — 
Some  griefs  are  med'cinable ;  that  is  one  of  them. 
For  it  doth  physic  love ; — of  his  content 
All  but  in  that! — Good  wax,  thy  leave: — ^bless*d  be 
You  bees  that  make  these  locks  of  counsel!     Lovers 
And  men  in  dangerous  bonds  pray  not  alike : 
Though  forfeiters  you  cast  in  prison,  yet 
You  clasp  young  Cupid's  tables. — Good  news,  gods !  [Reads, 

Justice^  and  your  fatheft'a  wrath,  should  lie  take  me  in  his 
dominion,  could  not  he  so  cruel  to  me,  as  you,  0  the  dearest  oj 
creatures,  would  even  renew  me  vjtth  your  eyes.  Take  notice 
that  I  am  in  Cambria,  at  MUford-Haven:  what  your  own  love 
will,  out  of  this,  advise  you,  follow.  So  he  wishes  you  all  hap- 
piness  that  remains  loyal  to  his  vow,  and  your,  increasing  in 
love,  Leonatus  Posthumus, 

O  for  a  horse  with  wings ! — Hear^st  thou,  Pisanio? 
He  is  at  Milford-Haven :  reml,  and  tell  me 
How  far  'tis  thither.     If  one  of  mean  affairs 
May  plod  it  in  a  week,  why  may  not  I 
Glide  thither  in  a  day? — Then,  true  Pisanio, — 
Who  long'st,  like  me,  to  see  thy  lord ;  who  long'st — 
0,  let  me  'bate — but  not  like  me ;  yet  long'st, 
But  in  a  fainter  kind :  O,  not  like  me ; 
For  mine's  beyond  beyond, — say,  and  speak  thick, — 
Love's  coimseUor  should  fill  the  bores  of  hearing 
To  the  smothering  of  the  sense, — how  far  it  is 
To  this  same  blessed  Milford :  and,  by  the  way. 
Tell  me  how  Wales  was  made  so  happy  as 
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To  inherit  such  a  haven:  but,  first  of  all, 
How  we  may  steal  from  hence ;  and  for  the  gap 
That  we  shall  make  in  time,  from  our  hence-gomg 
And  our  return,  to  excuse.    But  first,  how  get  hence: 
Why  should  excuse  be  bom  or  e'er  begot? 
We'll  talk  of  that  hereafter.     lYythee,  speak, 
How  many  score  of  miles  may  we  well  ride 
Twixt  hour  and  hour? 

Pis,  One  score  'twixt  sun  and  sun, 

Madam,'s  enough  for  you,  and  too  much  too. 

Imo,  Why,  one  that  rode  to 's  execution,  man. 
Could  never  go  so  slow :  I  have  heard  of  riding  wagers, 
Where  horses  have  been  nimbler  than  the  sands 
That  run  i'  the  clock's  behalf; — but  this  is  foolery : 
Go  bid  my  woman  feign  a  sickness ;  say 
She'll  home  to  her  father :  and  provide  me  presently 
A  riding  suit  no  costlier  than  would  fit 
A  franklin's  housewife. 

Pis.  Madam,  you're  best  consider. 

Imo,  I  see  before  me,  man,  nor  here,  nor  here, 
Nor  what  ensues ;  but  have  a  fog  in  them 
That  I  cannot  look  through.     Away,  I  pr^ytheej 
Do  as  I  bid  thee :  there 's  no  more  to  say  j 
Accessible  is  none  but  Milford  way.  [ExewnU 


SCENE  IIL — Wales.    A  mountainous  CourUry  with  a 
Cave. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guidebius,  and  Arvtkaous. 

Bel.  A  goodly  day  not  to  keep  house,  with  such 
Whose  roof's  as  low  as  ours!     Stoop,  boys :  this  gate 
Instructs  you  how  to  adore  the  heavens,  and  bows  you 
To  morning's  holy  office :  the  gates  of  monarchs 
Are  arch'd  so  high  that  giants  may  jet  through. 
And  keep  their  mipious  turbans  on,  without 
Good-morrow  to  the  sun. — Hail,  thou  fair  heaven  I 
We  house  i'  the  rock,  yet  use  thee  not  so  hardly 
As  prouder  livers  do. 

Gui,  Hail,  heaven! 

Arv.  Hail,  heaven! 

Bel.  Now  for  our  mountain  sport :  up  to  yond  hill. 
Your  legs  are  young;  I'll  tread  these  flats.    Consider, 
When  you  above  perceive  me  like  a  crow, 
That  it  is  place  which  lessens  and  sets  off: 
And  you  may  then  revolve  what  tales  I  have  told  you 
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Of  courts,  of  princes,  of  the  tricks  in  war : 
This  service  is  not  service  so  being  done, 
But  being  so  allowed :  to  apprehend  thus 
Draws  us  a  profit  from  all  things  we  see ; 
And  often,  to  our  comfort,  shall  we  find 
The  sharded  beetle  in  a  safer  hold 
Than  is  the  full-wing'd  eagle.    0,  this  life 
Is  nobler  than  attending  ror  a  check, 
Bicher  than  doing  nothmg  for  a  bauble, 
Prouder  than  rustling  in  unpaid-for  silk : 
Such  gain  the  cap  of  nim  that  makes  'em  fine, 
Yet  keeps  his  book  uncrossed :  no  life  to  ours. 

OuL  Out  of  your  proof  jrou  speak :  we,  poor  unfledged. 
Have  never  wiug'd  from  view  a  the  nest ;  nor  know  not 
What  air 's  from  home.    Haply  this  life  is  best, 
If  quiet  life  be  best ;  sweeter  to  you 
That  have  a  sharper  known ;  well  corresponding 
With  your  stiflF  age :  but  unto  us  it  is 
A  cell  of  ignorance ;  travelling  abed; 
A  prison  for  a  debtor,  that  not  dares 
To  stride  a  limit. 

Arv,  What  should  we  speak  of 

When  we  are  old  as  you?  when  we  shall  hear 
The  rain  and  wind  beat  dark  December,  how, 
In  this  our  pinching  cave,  shall  we  discourse 
The  freezing  hours  away?    We  have  seen  nothing: 
We  are  beastly ;  subtle  as  the  fox  for  prey ; 
like  warlike  as  the  wolf  for  what  we  eat : 
Our  valour  is  to  chase  what  files ;  our  ca^e 
We  make  a  quire,  as  doth  the  prison'd  bird. 
And  sing  our  bondage  freely. 

BeL  How  you  speak! 

Did  you  but  know  the  city's  usuries. 
And  felt  them  knowingly :  the  art  o'  the  court, 
As  hard  to  leave  as  keep ;  whose  top  to  climb 
Is  certain  falling,  or  so  slippery  that 
The  fear 's  as  had  as  falling :  tne  toil  o'  the  war, 
A  pain  that  only  seems  to  seek  out  danger 
I'  the  name  of  fame  and  honour ;  which  dies  i'  the  search 
And  hath  as  oft  a  slanderous  epitaph 
As  record  of  fair  act ;  nay,  many  times 
Doth  ill  deserve  by  doing  well ;  what 's  worse. 
Must  court'sy  at  the  censure. — 0,  boys,  this  story 
The  world  may  read  in  me :  my  body 's  mark'd 
With  Roman  swords ;  and  my  report  was  once 
First  with  ^le  best  of  note :  Cymbeline  lov'd  me* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


350  CYI^IBELIJTB. 


And  when  a  soldier  was  the  theme,  my  name 

Was  not  £ar  off :  then  was  I  as  a  tree 

Whose  boughs  did  bend  with  fruit :  but  in  one  night 

A  storm  or  robbery,  call  it  what  you  will. 

Shook  down  my  mellow  hangings,  nay,  my  leaves. 

And  left  me  bare  to  weather. 

Guu  Uncertain  favour? 

Jiel.  My  fault  being  nothing, — as  I  have  told  you  oft^— 
But  that  two  villains,  whose  Slse  oaths  prevailed 
Before  my  perfect  honour,  swore  to  Cymbeline 
I  was  confederate  with  the  Romans :  so 
Followed  my  banishment ;  and  this  twenty  years 
This  rock  and  these  demesnes  have  been  my  world : 
Where  I  have  liv'd  at  honest  freedom ;  paid 
More  pious  debts  to  heaven  than  in  all 
The  fore-end  of  my  timp. — But  up  to  the  mountains! 
This  is  not  hunters'  langua^. — He  that  strikes 
The  venison  first  shall  be  the  lord  o*  the  feast; 
To  him  the  other  two  shall  minister ; 
And  we  will  fear  no  poison,  which  attends 
In  place  of  greater  state.     Til  meet  you  in  the  valleys. 

[Exeunt  Gui.  and  Art. 
How  hard  it  is  to  hide  the  sparks  of  nature! 
These  boys  know  little  they  are  sons  to  the  king ; 
Nor  Cymbeline  dreams  that  they  are  alive. 
They  think  they  are  mine:  and  though  trained  up  thua 

meanly 
r  the  cave  wherein  they  bow,  their  thoughts  do  hit 
The  roofs  of  palaces ;  and  nature  prompts  them. 
In  simple  and  low  things,  to  prince  it  much 
Beyond  the  trick  of  others.     This  Polydore, — 
The  heir  of  Cjnnbeline  and  Britain,  who 
The  king  his  father  call'd  Guiderius, — Jove  I 
When  on  my  three-foot  stool  I  sit,  and  tell 
The  warlike  feats  I  have  done,  his  spirits  fly  out 
Into  my  story:  say.  Thus  mine  enemy  fell, 
A  nd  thua  I  set  my  foot  on  *«  neck;  even  then 
The  princely  blood  flows  in  his  cheek,  he  sweats. 
Strains  his  young  nerves,  and  puts  himself  in  {xmture 
That  acts  my  words.     The  younger  brother,  Cadwal,— 
Once  Arviragus, — ^in  as  like  a  figure 
Strikes  life  into  my  speech,  and  shows  much  more 
His  own  conceiving.     Hark,  the  game  is  rous'd! — 
O  Cymbeline !  heaven  and  my  conscience  knows 
Thou  didst  unjustly  banish  me :  whereon. 
At  three  and  two  years  old,  I  stole  these  babes; 
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Thinking  to  bar  thee  of  succeasion,  as 

Thou  reh'st  me  of  my  lands.     Euriphile, 

Thou  wast  their  nurse ;  they  took  thee  for  their  mother, 

And  every  day  do  honour  to  her  grave : 

Myself,  Belarius,  that  am  Morgan  call'd. 

They  take  for  natural  father.    The  game  is  up.  [Exit 


SCENE  TV,— Wales,  near  Milf<yrd-Haven, 

Enter  Pisanio  and  Imoobn. 

Imo.  Thou  told'st  me,  when  we  came  from  horse,  the  place 
Was  near  at  hand.  —Ne'er  long*d  my  mother  so 
To  see  me  fii^t  as  I  have  no^l^. — Pisanio!     Man! 
Where  is  Posthumus?    What  is  in  thy  mind 
That  makes  thee  stare  thus?  Wherefore  breaks  that  sigh 
From  the  inward  of  thee?   One  but  painted  thus 
Would  be  interpreted  a  thing  perplex'd 
Beyond  self-explication :  put  thyself 
Into  a  'haviour  of  less  fear,  ere  wildness 
Vanquish  my  steadier  senses.     What 's  the  matter? 
Why  tender'st  thou  that  paper  to  me,  with 
A  look  untender?    If 't  be  summer  news, 
Smile  to't  before;  if  winterly,  thou  need'st 
But  keep  that  countenance  still. — My  husband's  hand! 
That  drug-damn'd  Italy  hath  out-craftied  him. 
And  he  *s  at  some  hard  point. — Speak,  man ;  thy  tongue 
May  take  off  some  extremity,  which  to  read 
Would  be  even  mortal  to  me. 

Pis,  Please  you,  read ; 

And  you  shall  find  me,  wretched  man,  a  thing 
The  most  disdain'd  of  fortune. 

Imo,  [reads.]  Thy  mistress,  Pisanio,  hath  played  the 
strumpet  in  my  bed;  the  testimonies  whereof  lie  bleedimj  in 
me,  I  speak  not  out  of  weak  surmises;  but  from  proof  as 
strong  as  my  grief  and  a«  certain  as  J  expect  my  revenge, 
Tliat  part  thou,  Pisanio,  must  act  for  tne,  if  thy  faith  be  not 
tainted  with  the  breach  of  hers.  Let  thine  own  hands  take 
away  her  life  ;  I  shall  give  thee  opportunity  at  MilJord-JIaven : 
she  hath  my  letter  for  th^  purpose:  where,  if  thou  fear  to 
strilce,  and  to  make  me  certain  it  is  done,  thou  art  the  pander 
to  her  dishonour,  and  eqvally  to  me  disloyal. 

Pis.  What,  shall  I  need  to  draw  my  sword?  the  i)aper 
Kath  cut  her  throat  already. — No,  'tis  slander; 
vVTioae  edgje  is  sharper  than  the  sword ;  whose  tongue 
Gun  venoms  all  the  worms  of  Nile;  whose  breath 
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Bides  on  the  posting  winds,  and  doth  belie 

All  comers  of  the  world :  kings,  queens,  and  states, 

Maids,  matrons,  nay,  the  secrets  of  the  grave 

This  viperous  slander  enters. — ^What  cheer,  madam? 

Imo,  False  to  his  bed?    What  is  it  to  be  false? 
To  lie  in  watch  there,  and  to  think  on  him? 
To  weep  'twixt  clock  and  clock?  if  sleep  charge  nature^ 
To  break  it  with  a  fearful  dream  of  him, 
And  cry  myself  awake  ?  that 's  false  to  his  bed, 
Is  it? 

Pia,  Alas,  good  lady! 

Imo,  I  false!  Thy  conscience  witness: — lachimo^ 
Thou  didst  accuse  him  of  incontinency ;  , 
Thou  then  look'dst  like  a  villain ;  now,  methinks, 
Thy  favour 's  good  enough. — Some  jay  of  Italy, 
Whose  mother  was  her  painting,  hath  betray'd  him: 
Poor  I  am  stale,  a  garment  out  of  fashion ; 
And  for  I  am  richer  than  to  hang  by  the  walls 
I  must  be  ripp'd :  to  pieces  with  me ! — O, 
Men*s  vows  are  women's  traitors !    All  good  seeming^ 
By  thy  revolt,  O  husband,  shall  bethought 
Put  on  for  villany, — ^not  bom  where't  grows, 
But  worn  a  bait  for  ladies. 

Pis.  Grood  madam,  hear  me. 

Imo.  True  honest  men  being  heard,  like  false  .tineas. 
Were,  in  his  time,  thought  fa£e :  and  Sinon's  weeping 
Bid  scandal  many  a  holy  tear ;  took  pity 
From  most  true  wretchedness :  so  thou,  Posthumus, 
Wilt  lay  the  leaven  on  all  proper  men ; 
Goodly  and  gallant  shall  be  faJse  and  perjured 
From  thy  great  fail. — Come,  fellow,  be  thou  honest: 
Bo  thou  thy  master's  bidding :  when  thou  see'st  him, 
A  little  witness  my  obedience :  look! 
I  draw  the  sword  myself:  take  it,  and  hit 
The  innocent  mansion  of  my  love,  my  heart : 
Fear  not ;  'tis  empty  of  all  things  but  grief: 
Thy  master  is  not  there ;  who  was  indeed 
The  riches  of  it :  do  his  bidding ;  strike. 
Thou  mayst  be  valiant  in  a  better  cause ; 
But  now  thou  seem'st  a  coward. 

Pi8.  Hence,  vile  instrument! 

Thou  shalt  not  damn  my  hand. 

Imo.  Why,  I  must  die ; 

And  if  I  do  not  by  thy  hand,  thou  art 
No  servant  of  thy  master's :  against  self-slaughter 
There  is  a  prohibition  so  divine 
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Tliat  cravens  my  weak  hand.     Come,  here 's  my  heart : 

Something's  afore' t. — Soft,  soft!  we'll  no  defence; 

Obedient  as  the  scabbard. — What  is  here; 

The  scriptures  of  the  loyal  Leonatus 

All  tum'd  to  heresy?    Away,  away, 

Corrupters  of  my  faith!  you  shall  no  more 

Be  stomachers  to  my  heart.     Thus  may  poor  fools 

Believe  false  teachers :  though  those  that  are  betray'd 

Do  feel  the  treason  sharply,  yet  the  traitor 

Stands  in  worse  case  of  woe. 

And  thou,  Posthumus,  that  didst  set  up 

My  disobedience  Against  the  king  my  father, 

And  make  me  put  into  contempt  the  suits 

Of  princely  fellows,  shalt  hereafter  find 

It  is  no  act  of  common  passage,  but 

A  strain  of  rareness :  and  I  grieve  myself 

To  think,  when  thou  shalt  hd  disedg'd  by  her 

That  now  thou  tir'st  on,  how  thy  memory 

Will  then  be  pang'd  by  me. — Pr'ythee,  despatch : 

The  lamb  entreats  the  butcher:  where 's  thy  knife? 

Thou  art  too  slow  to  do  thy  master's  bidding, 

When  I  desire  it  too. 

Pis.  O  gracious  lady, 

Since  I  receiv'd  command  to  do  this  business 
I  have  not  slept  one  wink. 

Imo,  Do't,  and  to  bed  then. 

Pis.  m  wake  mine  eyeballs  blind  first. 

Imo.  ^  Wherefore  then 

Didst  undertake  it?    Why  hast  thou  abus'd 
So  many  miles  with  a  pretence?  this  place? 
Mine  action  and  thine  own?  our  horses'  labour? 
The  time  inviting  thee  ?  the  perturb'd  court, 
For  my  being  absent ;  whereunto  I  never 
Purpose  return?    Why  hast  thou  gone  so  far, 
To  be  unbent  when  thou  hast  ta'en  thy  stand. 
The  elected  deer  before  thee? 

Pis,  But  to  win  time 

To  lose  so  bad  emplojnnent ;  in  the  which 
I  have  consider'd  of  a  course.  Good  lady. 
Hear  me  with  patience. 

Imo.  Talk  thy  tongue  weary :  speak  r 

I  have  heard  I  am  a  strumpet ;  and  mine  ear. 
Therein  false  struck,  can  take  no  greater  wound. 
Nor  tent  to  bottom  that.     But  speak. 

Pis.  Then,  madam, 

I  thought  you  would  not  back  again. 
VOL.  V.  2  A 
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Imo,  Most  like, — 

Bringing  me  here  to  kill  me. 

Pin,  Not  so  neither : 

But  if  I  were  as  wise  as  honest,  then 
My  purpose  would  prove  well.     It  cannot  be 
But  that  my  master  is  abus'd : 
Some  villain,  ay,  and  singular  in  his  art, 
Hath  done  you  both  this  cursed  injury, 

Imo,  Some  Roman  courtezan. 

Pis,  No,  on  my  life: 

T'U  give  but  notice  you  are  dead,  and  sentl  him 
Some  bloody  sign  of  it ;  for  'tis  commanded 
I  should  do  so :  you  shall  be  miss'd  at  courts 
And  that  will  well  confirm  it. 

Imo,  Why,  good  feUow, 

What  shall  I  do  the  while?  where  bide?  how  li vet 
Or  in  my  life  what  comfort  when  I  am 
Dead  to  my  husband? 

Pis.  If  you'll  back  to  the  court,  — 

Itno,  No  court,  no  father ;  nor  no  more  ado 
With  that  harsh,  noble,  simple  nothing, — 
That  Cloten,  whose  love-suit  hath  been  to  me 
As  fearful  as  a  siege. 

Pis.  If  not  at  court, 

Then  not  in  Britain  must  you  bide. 

Imo.  Where  then? 

Hath  Britain  all  the  sun  that  shines?    Day,  nigh^ 
Are  they  not  but  in  Britain?    I'  the  world's  volume 
Our  Britain  seems  as  of  it,  but  not  in't ; 
In  a  great  pool  a  swan's  nest :  pr'ythee,  think 
There 's  livers  out  of  Britain. 

Pm.  I  am  most  glad 

You  think  of  other  place.     The  ambassador, 
Lucius  the  Roman,  comes  to  Milford-Haveu 
To-morrow :  now,  if  you  could  wear  a  mind 
Dark  as  your  fortune  is,  and  but  disguise 
That  which  to  appear  itself  must  not  yet  be. 
But  by  self-danger,  you  should  tread  a  course 
Privy  and  full  of  view ;  yea,  haply,  near 
The  residence  of  Posthumus, — so  nigh  at  least 
That  though  his  actions  were  not  visible,  yet 
Report  should  render  him  hourly  to  your  ear, 
As  truly  as  he  moves. 

Im^.  O,  for  such  means. 

Though  peril  to  my  modesty,  not  death  on't^ 
I  would  adventure. 
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Pis,  Well  then,  here 's  the  point : 

You  must  forget  to  be  a  woman ;  change 
Command  into  obedience ;  fear  and  niceness, — 
The  handmaids  of  all  women,  or,  more  truly, 
Woman  its  pretty  self^ — ^into  a  waggish  courage; 
Ready  in  gibes,  quick-answer* d,  saucy,  and 
As  quarrelous  as  the  weasel;  nay,  you  must 
Forget  that  rarest  treasure  of  your  cheek. 
Exposing  it, — ^but,  0,  the  harder  heart ! 
Alack,  no  remedy! — to  the  greedy  touch 
Of  common -kissing  Titan ;  and  forget 
Your  laboursome  and  dainty  trims,  wherein 
You  made  great  Juno  angry. 

Imo.  Nay,  be  brief; 

I  see  into  thy  end,  and  am  almost 
A  man  already. 

Pis.  ^  First,  make  yourself  but  like  one. 

Fore-thinking  this,  I  have  already  fit, — 
*Tis  in  my  cloak -bag, — doublet,  hat,  hose,  all 
That  answer  to  them :  would  you,  in  their  serving. 
And  with  what  imitation  you  can  borrow 
From  youth  of  such  a  season,  'fore  noble  Lucius 
Present  yourself  desire  his  service,  toll  him 
Wherein  you  are  happy, — which  you'll  make  him  know 
If  that  his  head  have  ear  in  music, — doubtless 
With  joy  he  will  embrace  you ;  for  he's  honourable 
And,  doubling  that,  most  hol^.     Your  means  abroad 
You  have  me,  rich ;  and  I  will  never  fail 
Bednning  nor  supplyment. 

imo.  Thou  art  all  the  comfort 

The  gods  will  diet  me  with.     Pr'ythee,  away : 
There 's  more  to  be  considerd ;  but  we'll  even 
All  that  ijrood  time  will  give  us :  this  attempt 
1  am  solcuer  to,  and  will  abide  it  with 
A  prince's  courage.     Away,  I  pr'ythee. 

Pis.  Well,  mf^am,  we  must  take  a  short  farewell, 
licst,  being  miss'd,  I  be  suspected  of 
Your  carnage  from  the  court     My  noble  mistress, 
Here  is  a  box ;  I  had  it  from  the  queen ; 
What 's  in't  is  precious ;  if  you  are  sick  at  sea 
Or  stomach-quahn'd  at  land,  a  dram  of  this 
Will  drive  away  distemper. — To  some  shade. 
And  fit  you  to  your  manhood :— may  the  gods 
Direct  you  to  the  best  I 

Imo.  Amen:  I  thank  thee.  [MceunL 
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SCENE  V. — Britain.    A  Room  in  Cymbeline's 
Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Queen,  Cloten,  Lucius,  and  lords. 

Cym.  Thus  far;  and  so  farewell 

Luc.  Thanks,  royal  sir. 

My  emperor  hath  wrote ;  I  mnst  from  hence; 
And  am  right  sorry  that  I  must  report  ye 
My  masters  enemy. 

Cym,  Our  subjects,  sir, 

Will  not  endure  his  yoke ;  and  for  ourself 
To  show  less  sovereignty  than  they,  must  needs 
Appear  unkinglike. 

Zuc  So,  sir,  I  desire  of  you 

A  conduct  over-land  to  Miliord-Haven. — 
Madam,  all  joy  befall  his  grace  and  you  I 

Cym,  My  lords,  ^ou  are  appointed  for  that  office; 
The  due  of  honour  in  no  point  omit. — 
So  farewell,  noble  Lucius. 

Luc  Your  hand,  my  lord. 

Clo,  Receive  it  friendly :  but  from  this  time  forth 
I  wear  it  as  your  enemy. 

Luc.  Sir,  the  event 

Is  yet  to  name  the  winner :  fare  you  welL 

Cym.  Leave  not  the  worthy  Lucius,  §ood  my  lords. 
Till  he  have  cross'd  the  Severn. — Happiness ! 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Lords 

(iaeen.  He  goes  hence  frowning :  but  it  honours  us 
That  we  have  given  him  cause. 

Clo.  'Tis  all  the  better; 

Your  valiant  Britons  have  their  wishes  in  it. 

<.^ym^  Lucius  hath  wrote  already  to  the  emperor 
How  it  goes  here.     It  fits  us  therefore  ripely 
Our  chariots  and  our  horsemen  be  in  reaoiness : 
ITie  powers  that  he  already  hath  in  Gallia 
Will  soon  be  drawn  to  head,  from  whence  he  moves 
His  war  for  Britain. 

Qv.een.  *Tis  not  sleepy  business; 

But  must  be  look'd  to  speedily  and  strongly. 

Cym,  Our  expectation  that  it  would  be  thus 
Hath  made  us  forward.     But,  my  gentle  queen. 
Where  is  our  daughter?    She  hath  not  api)ear'd 
Before  the  Roman,  nor  to  us  hath  tender'd 
The  duty  of  the  day :  she  looks  us  like 
A  thing  more  made  of  malice  than  of  duty : 
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We  have  noted  it.— Call  her  before  ua;  for 

We  have  been  too  slight  in  sufferance.    [McU  an  Attendant. 

Queen,  Royal  sir, 

Smce  the  exile  of  Posthumus,  most  retir'd 
Hath  her  life  been ;  the  cure  whereof,  my  lord, 
Tis  time  must  do.     Beseech  your  majesty. 
Forbear  sharp  speeches  to  her :  she 's  a  lady 
So  tender  of  rebukes  that  words  are  strokes. 
And  strokes  death  to  her. 

Re-enter  Attendant. 

Cym,  Where  is  she,  sir?    How 

Can  her  contempt  be  answer'd? 

Atten.  Please  you,  sir. 

Her  chambers  are  all  lock'd ;  and  there 's  no  answer 
That  will  be  given  to  the  loud'st  of  noise  we  make. 

Qtieen.  My  lord,  when  last  I  went  to  visit  her. 
She  pray'd  me  to  excuse  her  keeping  close; 
Whereto  constrain'd  by  her  irifirmity 
She  should  that  dut^'  leave  unpaid  to  yon 
Which  daily  she  was  bound  to  proffer :  this 
She  wish'd  me  to  make  known ;  but  our  great  court 
Made  me  to  blame  in  memory. 

Oym,  Her  door's  lock*d? 

Not  seen  of  late?    Grant,  heavens,  that  which  I  fear 
Prove  false !  [Exit, 

Queen.       Son,  T  say,  follow  the  king. 

Clo.  That  man  of  hers,  Pisanio,  her  old  servant, 
1  have  not  seen  these  two  days. 

Queen.  Go,  look  after. — 

[Rcit  Clotkit. 
Pisanio,  thou  that  stand'st  so  for  Posthumus! — 
He  hath  a  drug  of  mine ;  I  pray  his  absence 
Proceed  by  swallowing  that;  for  he  believes 
It  is  a  thing  most  precious.     But  for  her. 
Where  is  she  gone?    Haply  despair  hath  seiz'd  her; 
Or,  wins'd  with  fervour  of  her  love,  she 's  flown 
To  her  desir'd  Posthumus :  gone  she  is 
To  death  or  to  dishonour ;  and  my  end 
Can  make  good  use  of  either :  she  being  down, 
1  have  the  placing  of  the  British  crown. 

Re-enter  Cloten. 

How  now,  my  son ! 
CUh  'Tis  certain  she  is  fled. 
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Go  Id  and  cheer  the  king:  he  rages;  none 
Dare  come  about  him. 

Queen.  All  the  better :  may 

This  night  forestall  him  of  the  coming  day!  [ExU, 

Clo.  I  love  and  hate  her :  for  she  s  fair  and  royal. 
And  that  she  hath  all  courtly  parts  more  exquisite 
Than  lady,  ladies,  woman ;  from  every  one 
The  best  she  hath,  and  she,  of  all  compoimded. 
Outsells  them  alL  — I  love^her  therefore :  but, 
Disdaining  me,  and  throwing  fiivours  on 
The  low  Posthumus,  slanders  so  her  judgment 
That  what 's  else  rare  is  chok'd ;  and  in  that  point 
I  will  conclude  to  hate  her,  nay,  indeed, 
To  be  revenged  upon  her.     For  when  fools  shall — 

Enter  PiSAiao. 

Who  is  here?    What,  are  you  packing,  sirrah? 
Come  hither:  ah,  you  precious  pander  1     Villain, 
Where  is  thy  lady?    In  a  word ;  or  else 
Thou  art  stnughtway  with  the  tiends. 

Pis.  0,  good  my  lord  I 

Clo.  Where  is  thy  lady?  or,  by  Jupiter — 
I  will  not  ask  again.     Close  villain, 
Fll  have  this  secret  from  thy  heart,  or  rip 
Thy  heart  to  find  it.     Is  she  with  Posthumus? 
From  whose  so  many  weights  of  baseness  cannot 
A  dram  of  worth  be  drawn. 

Pis.  Alas,  my  lord. 

How  can  she  be  with  him?    When  was  she  miss'd? 
He  is  in  Home. 

Clo.  Where  is  she,  sir?    Come  nearer; 

No  further  halting :  satisfy  me  home 
What  is  become  of  her. 

Pis.  0,  my  all-worthy  lord ! 

Clo.  All-worthy  villain  I 

Discover  where  thy  mistress  is  at  once, 
At  the  next  word, — ^no  more  of  worthy  lord, — 
Speak,  or  thy  silence  on  the  instant  is 
Thy  condemnation  and  thy  death. 

Fis.  Then,  sir, 

This  paper  is  the  history  of  my  knowledge 
Touching  her  flight.  ^     [Presenting  a  letter, 

Clo.  Let's  see't. — I  will  pursue  her 

Even  to  Augustus'  throne. 

Pis,  [aside.]  Or  this  or  periah. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


SCENE  V.  CYIVIBELINE.  359 

She 's  far  enough ;  and  what  he  learns  by  this 
May  prove  his  travel,  not  her  danger. 

Clo,  Hum ! 

Pis.  [cwitfe  ]  m  write  to  my  lord  she 's  dead.  0  Imogen, 
Safe  mayst  thou  wander,  safe  return  again ! 

Clo,  Sirrah,  is  this  letter  true? 

Pis,  Sir,  as  1  think. 

Clo,  It  is  Posthumus*  hand;  I  know't — Sirrah,  if  thou 
wouldst  not  be  a  villain,  but  do  me  true  service,  undergo 
those  employments  wherein  I  should  have  cause  to  use  thee 
with  a  serious  industry, — that  is,  what  villany  soe'er  I  bid 
thee  do,  to  perform  it  directly  and  truly, — I  would  think 
thee  an  honest  man :  thou  rfiouldst  neither  want  my  means 
for  thy  relief  nor  my  voice  for  thy  preferment. 

Pis,  Well,  my  good  lord. 

Clo,  Wilt  thou  serve  me? — for  since  patiently  and  con- 
stantly thou  hast  stuck  to  the  bare  fortune  of  that  beggar 
Posthumus,  thou  canst  not,  in  the  course  of  gratitude,  but 
be  a  diligent  follower  of  mine, — wilt  thou  serve  me? 

Pis,  Sir,  I  wiU. 

Clo.  Give  me  thy  hand ;  here's  my  purse.  Hast  any  of 
thy  late  master's  garments  in  thy  possession? 

Pis,  I  have,  my  lord,  at  my  lodging,  the  same  suit  he 
wore  when  he  took  leave  of  my  lady  and  mistress. 

Clo,  The  first  service  thou  dost  mt,  fetch  that  suit 
hither :  let  it  be  thy  first  service ;  go. 

Pis,  I  shall,  my  lord.  [ExU, 

Clo.  Meet  thee  at  Milford-Haven! — I  forgot  to  ask  him 
one  thing ;  I'll  remember't  anon :  even  there,  thou  villain 
Posthumus,  will  I  kill  thee. — I  would  these  garments  were 
come.  She  said  upon  a  time, — ^the  bitterness  of  it  I  now 
belch  from  my  heart, — that  she  held  the  very  garment  of 
Posthumus  in  more  respect  than  my  noble  and  natural  per- 
son, together  with  the  adornment  of  my  qualities.  With 
that  suit  upon  my  back  will  I  ravish  her :  first  kill  him, 
and  in  her  eyes ;  there  shall  she  see  my  valour,  which  will 
then  be  a  torment  to  her  contempt.  He  on  the  ground,  my 
Sf)eech  of  insultmeut  ended  on  his  dead  body, — and  when  my 
lust  hath  dined, — ^which,  as  I  say,  to  vex  her,  I  will  execute 
in  the  clothes  that  she  so  praised, — ^to  the  court  I'll  knock 
her  back,  foot  her  home  again.  She  hath  despised  me  re- 
joicingly, and  I'll  be  merry  m  my  revenge. 

Re-enter  Pisanio  toUh  the  clothu. 
Be  those  the  garments? 
Pis.  Ay,  my  noble  lord. 
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Co.  How  long  is*t  since  she  went  to  Milford-Haven? 

Pia.  She  can  scarce  be  there  yet 

Clo,  Bring  this  apparel  to  my  chamber ;  that  is  the  second 
thin^  that  I  have  commanded  thee :  the  third  is,  that  thou 
wilt  be  a  voluntary  mute  to  my  design.  Be  but  duteous, 
and  true  preferment  shall  tender  itself  to  thee. — My  re- 
venge is  now  at  Milford:  would  I  had  wings  to  follow  it! — 
Come,  and  be  true.  [ExU, 

Pia,  Thou  bidd'st  me  to  my  loss :  for  true  to  thee 
Were  to  prove  false,  which  I  will  never  be, 
To  him  that  is  most  true.    To  Milford  go. 
And  find  not  her  whom  thou  pursu'st.— 3low,  flow. 
You  heavenly  blessings,  on  her ! — This  fool's  speed 
Be  crossed  with  slowness ;  labour  be  his  meed !  [ExU 


SCENE  VL— Wales.    Be/ore  the  Catfe  ^Belariu& 

Enier  Imogen,  in  boy^s  clothes. 
Imo.  I  see  a  man's  life  is  a  tedious  one : 
I  have  tir'd  m3rself ;  and  for  two  nights  together 
Have  made  the  ground  ray  bed.     I  should  be  sick. 
But  that  my  resolution  helps  ma — Milford, 
When  from  the  mountain-top  Pisanio  show'd  thee. 
Thou  wast  within  a  ken :  O  Jove !  I  think 
Foundations  fly  the  wretched ;  such,  I  mean, 
Where  they  should  be  reliev'd.     Two  beggars  told  me 
I  could  not  iniss  my  way :  will  poor  folkslie, 
That  have  afiiictions  on  them,  knowing  'tis 
A  punishment  or  trial?    Yes;  no  wonder. 
When  rich  ones  scarce  tell  true :  to  lapse  in  fullness 
Is  sorer  than  to  lie  for  need ;  and  falsehood 
Is  worse  in  kings  than  beggars.  — My  dear  lord! 
Thou  art  one  o'  the  false  ones :  now  I  think  on  thee 
My  hunger 's  gone ;  but  even  before,  I  was 
At  point  to  sink  for  food. — But  what  is  this? 
Here  is  a  path  to't :  'tis  some  savage  hold : 
I  were  best  not  call ;  I  tlare  not  call  i  yet  famine, 
Ere  clean  it  o'erthrow  nature,  makes  it  valiant. 
Plenty  and  peace  breeds  cowards ;  hardness  ever 
Of  hardiness  is  mother. — Ho!  who 's  here? 
If  anything  that  *s  civil,  speak ;  if  savage, 
Take  or  lend. — Ho! — No  answer?  then  I'll  enter. 
Best  draw  my  sword ;  and  if  miue  enemy 
But  fear  the  sword  like  me,  he'll  scarcely  look  on't. 
Such  a  foe,  good  heavens !  [Goes  mio  the  cave. 
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Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  Arvtraous. 

Bel.  You,  Polydore,  have  prov'd  best  woodman,  and 
Are  master  of  the  feast :  Cadwal  and  I 
Will  play  the  cook  and  servant ;  'tis  our  match : 
The  sweat  of  industry  would  dry  and  die 
But  for  the  end  it  works  to.    Come ;  our  stomachs 
Will  make  what 's  homely  savoury :  weariness 
Can  snore  upon  the  flint,  when  restive  sloth 
Finds  the  down  pillow  hard. — Now,  peace  be  here, 
Poor  house,  that  Keep'st  thyself! 

Gut,  I  am  throughly  weary, 

Arv.  iBsn.  weak  with  toil,  yet  strong  in  appetite. 

Chii.  There  is  cold  meat  i*  the  cave ;  we'll  browse  on  that 
Whilst  what  we  have  kill'd  be  cook'dL 

Bd.  Stay;  come  not  in. 

\Loolcing  into  tlie  cave. 
But  that  it  eats  our  victuals,  I  should  think 
Here  were  a  fairy. 

Gut,  What 's  the  matter,  sir? 

Bel.  By  Jupiter,  an  an^el !  or,  if  not. 
An  earthly  paraxon ! — Behold  divineness 
No  elder  than  a  hoy! 

Re-enter  Imooen. 

Imo.  €k>od  masters,  harm  me  not : 
Before  I  enter'd  here  I  call'd ;  and  thought 
To  have  begg'd  or  bought  what  I  have  took :  good  troth, 
I    have    stoTn  naught;    nor  would    not,  though    1  had 

found 
Gold  strew'd  o'  the  floor.     Here 's  money  for  my  meat : 
I  would  have  left  it  on  the  board,  so  soon 
As  I  had  made  my  meal ;  and  parted 
With  prayers  for  the  provider. 

Gui.  Money,  youth  ? 

Arv.  All  gold  and  silver  rather  turn  to  dirt! 
And  'tis  no  better  reckoned,  but  of  these 
Who  worship  dirty  gods. 

Imo,  I  see  you  are  angry: 

Know,  if  you  kill  me  for  my  fault,  I  should 
Have  died  had  I  not  made  it. 

Bel.  Whither  bound? 

J  mo.  To  Milford- Haven. 

BeL  ^  What's  your  name? 

Imo.  Fidele,  sir.     I  have  a  kinsman  who 
Is  bound  for  Italy;  he  embark'd  at  Milford; 
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To  whom  being  going,  almost  spent  with  hunger, 
I  am  fallen  in  this  offence. 

BeL  Pr^ythee,  foir  youth. 

Think  us  no  churls,  nor  measure  our  good  minds 
By  this  rude  place  we  live  in.    Well  encounterdi 
*Tis  almost  night :  you  shall  have  better  cheer 
Ere  you  depart ;  and  thanks  to  stay  and  eat  it. — 
Boys,  bid  mm  welcome. 

GuL  Were  you  a  woman,  youth, 

I  should  woo  hard  but  be  your  groouL — In  honesty 
I'd  bid  for  you  as  I  do  buy. 

Arv.  I'll  make't  my  comfort 

He  is  a  man ;  I'll  love  him  as  my  brother: — 
And  such  a  welcome  as  I'd  give  to  him. 
After  long  absence,  such  as  yours : — ^most  welcome! 
Be  sprightly,  for  you  fall  'mougst  Mends. 

Imo.  ^  'Mongst  fiiends, 

If  brothers. — [Aside.]  Would  it  had  been  so  that  they 
Had  been  my  father's  sons !  then  had  my  prize 
Been  less ;  and  so  more  equal  ballasting 
To  thee,  Posthumus. 

BeL  He  wrings  at  some  distress. 

Oui  Would  I  could  free' t! 

Arv,  Or  I ;  whate'er  it  be. 

What  pain  it  cost,  what  danger !  gods ! 

Bel,  Hark,  boys.   [WTiispering, 

Imo,  Great  men. 
That  had  a  court  no  bigger  than  this  cave, 
That  did  attend  themselves,  and  had  the  virtue 
Which  their  own  conscience  seal'd  them, — ^laying  by 
That  nothing  gift  of  differing  multitudes, — 
Could  not  out-peer  these  twain.    Pardon  me,  gods! 
rd  change  my  sex  to  be  companion  with  them, 
Since  Leonatus'  false. 

Bel,  It  shall  be  so. 

Boys,  we'U  go  dress  our  hunt. — Fair  youth,  come  in : 
Discourse  is  heavy,  fasting ;  when  we  have  supp'd 
We'll  mannerly  demand  thee  of  thy  story. 
So  far  as  thou  wilt  speak  it. 

Oui,  Pray,  draw  near. 

Arv,  The  night  to  the  owl  and  mom  to  the  lark  less  wel- 
come. 

Inw,  Thanks,  sir* 

Arv,  I  pray,  draw  near.  [Exeunt, 
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SCENE  VII.— Rome.    A  public  Place. 

Enter  two  Senators  and  Tribunes. 
1  Sen.  This  is  the  tenor  of  the  Emperor's  writ: 
That  since  the  common  men  are  now  in  actiou 
'Gainst  the  Pannonians  and  Dahnatians, 
And  that  the  legions  now  in  Gallia  are 
Full  weak  to  undertake  our  wars  against 
The  fallen -off  Britons,  that  we  do  incite 
The  gentry  to  this  business.     He  creates 
Lucius  pro-consul :  and  to  you,  the  tribunes, 
For  this  immediate  levy,  he  commends 
His  absolute  commission.     Long  live  Csesarl 

1  Tri.  Is  Lucius  general  of  the  forces? 

2  Sen.  Ay. 
1  Tri.  Remaining  now  in  Gallia? 

1  Sen.  With  those  legions 

Which  I  have  spoke  oi^  whereunto  your  levy 
Must  be  supplyant :  the  words  of  your  commission 
Will  tie  you  to  the  numbers,  and  the  time 
Of  their  despatch. 

1  Tri,  We  will  discharge  our  duty.        [Exeunt, 


ACT  lY. 

SCENE  L— Wales.    The  Forest  near  the  Cave  of  Belarius. 

Enter  Cloten. 
do.  I  am  near  to  the  place  where  they  should  meet,  if 
Pisanio  have  mapped  it  triily.  How  lit  his  garments  serve 
me !  Why  should  his  mistress,  who  was  made  by  him  that 
made  the  tailor,  not  be  fit  too?  the  rather, — saving  reverence 
of  the  word, — for  'tis  said  a  woman's  fitness  comes  by  fits. 
Therein  I  must  play  the  workman.  I  dare  speak  it  to  my- 
self,— for  it  is  not  vainglory  for  a  man  and  his  glass  to  confer 
in  his  own  chamber, — I  mean,  the  lines  of  my  body  are  as 
well  drawn  as  his ;  no  less  young,  more  strong,  not  beneath 
him  in  fortunes,  beyond  him  in  the  advantage  of  the  time, 
above  him  in  birtn,  alike  conversant  in  general  services, 
and  more  remarkable  in  single  oppositions:  yet  this  imper- 
ceiverant  thing  loves  him  in  my  despite.  What  mortality 
is!    Fosthumus,  thy  head,  which  now  is  growing  upon  thy 
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shoulders,  shall  within  this  hour  be  off,  thy  mistress  enforced 
thy  garments  cut  to  pieces  before  thy  face ;  and  all  this  done, 
spurn  her  home  to  her  father,  who  may  haply  be  a  little 
angry^  for  my  so  rough  usage ;  ibut  my  mother,  having  powet 
of  his  testiness,  shall  turn  all  into  my  commeniLitions. 
My  horse  is  tied  up  safe :  out,  sword,  and  to  a  sore  purpose ! 
Fortune,  put  them  into  my  hand!  This  is  the  very  de- 
scription of  their  meeting-place :  and  the  fellow  dares  not 
deceive  me.  lExiL 


SCENE  IL— Wales.    Before  the  Cave. 

Enter ,  from  the  Cave,  Belarius,  Guidbrius,  Arviragus, 
and  Imogen. 

BeL  [to  Imogen.]  You  are  not  well:  remain  here  in  the 
We'll  come  to  you  after  hunting.  [cave^ 

-4 rt>.  [to  Imogen.]  Brother,  stay  here: 

Are  we  not  brothers? 

Imo,  So  man  and  man  should  be; 

But  clay  and  clay  differs  in  dignity. 
Whose  dust  is  both  alike.     I  am  very  sick. 

Oui,  Go  jrou  to  hunting,  I'll  abide  with  him, 

Imo,  So  sick  I  am  not, — ^yet  I  am  not  well ; 
But  not  so  citizen  a  wanton  as 
To  seem  to  die  ere  sick :  so  please  you,  leave  me ; 
Stick  to  your  journal  course :  the  breach  of  custom 
Is  breach  of  aU.     I  am  ill ;  but  your  being  by  me 
Cannot  amend  me :  society  is  no  comfort 
To  one  not  sociable :  I  am  not  very  sick. 
Since  I  can  reason  of  it.    Pray  you,  truert  me  hero : 
I'll  rob  none  but  myself;  and  let  me  die, 
Stealing  so  poorly. 

Qui,  I  love  thee ;  I  have  spoke  it : 

How  much  the  quantity,  the  weight  as  much. 
As  I  do  love  my  father. 

Bel  What?  how!  how! 

Arv,  If  it  be  sin  to  say  so,  sir,  I  yoke  me 
In  my  good  brother's  fault :  I  know  not  why 
I  love  Siis  youth ;  and  I  have  heard  you  say 
Love's  reason 's  without  reason :  the  bier  at  door. 
And  a  demand  who  is't  shall  die,  I'd  say 
My  father f  not  this  youth, 

Bel.  [aiide.]  0  noble  strain! 

O  worthiness  of  nature  !  breed  of  greatness ! 
Cowards  father  cowards,  and  base  things  sire  baaei 
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Nature  hath  meal  and  bran,  contempt  and  grace. 
I'm  not  their  father ;  yet  who  this  should  be 
Doth  miracle  itself,  lov'd  before  me. — 
^Tis  the  ninth  hour  o'  the  mom. 

Arv,  Brother,  farewelL 

/r/io.  I  wish  ye  sport. 

Arv.  You  health,— so  please  you,  sir. 

J  mo,  [aside.]  These  are  kind  creatures.    Gods,  what  lies 
I  have  heard! 
Our  courtiers  say  all 's  savaee  but  at  court : 
Experience,  0,  llion  disproirst  report! 
The  imperious  seas  breed  monsters ;  for  the  dish, 
Poor  tributary  rivers  as  sweet  fish. 
I  am  sick  still ;  heart-sick. — Fisanio, 
111  now  taste  of  thy  drug.  [Swallows  some. 

Qui,  I  could  not  stir  hun : 

He  said  he  was  gentle,  but  unfortunate; 
IHshonestly  afflicted,  but  yet  honest. 

Arv.  Thus  did  he  answer  me :  yet  said  hereafter 
I  mi^ht  know  more. 

Bel.  To  the  field,  to  the  field !  — 

We'll  leave  you  for  this  time :  go  in  and  rest. 

Arv.  We'll  not  be  long  away. 

BeL  "  Pray>  he  not  sick. 

For  you  must  be  our  housewifa 

Imo.  WeU  or  ill, 

I  am  bound  to  you. 

BcL  And  shalt  be  ever. 

[Exit  Imogen  into  tJte  Cave, 
This  youth,  howe'er  distressed,  appears  he  hath  had 
Good  ancestors. 

Arv.  How  ancel-like  he  sings ! 

Gut.  But  his  neat  co<3Lery!  He  cut  our  roots  in  char> 
acters; 
And  sauc'd  our  broths  as  Juno  had  been  sick, 
And  he  her  dieter. 

A  rv.  Nobly  he  yokes 

A  smiling  with  a  sigh, — as  ii  the  sigh 
Was  that  it  was  for  not  being  such  a  smile ; 
The  smile  mocking  the  sigh  ^at  it  would  fly 
From  so  divine  a  temple  to  commix 
With  winds  that  sailors  rail  at. 

Gui.  I  do  note. 

That  grief  and  patience,  rooted  in  him  both. 
Mingle  their  spurs  together. 

Arv.  Grow,  patienoel 
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And  let  tlie  stinking  elder,  ^ef^  untwine 
His  perishing  root  with  the  increasing  vine! 
Btl,  It  is  great  morning.     Come,  away ! — Who's  there? 

Enter  Cloten. 

Clo,  I  cannot  find  those  runagates ;  that  villain 
Hath  mock'd  me. — I  am  faint 

BeL  Those  runagatee! 

Means  he  not  us?    I  partly  know  him ;  'tis 
Cloten,  the  son  o'  the  queen.     I  fear  some  ambush. 
I  saw  him  not  these  many  years,  and  yet 
I  know  'tis  he.  —We  are  Md  as  outlaws :  hence ! 

Gut.  He  is  but  one :  you  and  my  brother  search 
What  companies  are  near :  pray  you,  away ; 
Let  me  alone  with  him.  [Exeunt  Bel.  and  Art. 

Clo,  Soft !— What  are  you 

That  fly  me  thus?  some  villain  mountaineers? 
I  have  heard  of  such. — What  slave  art  thou? 

Qui  A  thing 

More  slavish  did  I  ne'er  than  answering 
A  slave  without  a  knock. 

Clo.  Thou  art  a  robber, 

A  law-breaker,  a  villain :  yield  thee,  thief. 

Gut.  To  whom?  to  thee?    What  art  thou?    Have  not  I 
An  arm  as  big  as  thine?  a  heart  as  big? 
Thy  words,  1  grant,  are  bigger ;  for  I  wear  not 
My  dagger  in  my  mouth.     iSay  what  thou  art, 
Why  Lshould  yield  to  thee? 

Clo.  Thou  villain  base, 

KnoVst  me  not  by  my  clothes? 

Ouu  No,  nor  thy  tailor,  rascal. 

Who  is  thy  grandfather :  he  made  those  clothes. 
Which,  as  it  seems,  make  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  precious  varlet. 

My  tailor  made  them  not. 

Gui.  Hence,  then,  and  thank 

llie  man  that  gave  them  thee.    Thou  art  some  fool ; 
I  am  loth  to  heai,t  thee. 

Clo.  Thou  injurious  thief^ 

Hear  but  my  name,  and  tremble. 

Guu  What 's  thy  name  ? 

Clo.  Cloten,  thou  villain. 

Gui.  Cloten,  thou  double  villain,  be  thy  name, 
I  cannot  tremble  at  it ;  were  it  toad,  or  adder,  spider, 
'Twould  move  me  sooner. 

Clo,  To  thy  further  fear, 
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Nay,  to  thy  mere  confiision,  thou  shalt  know 
Tm  son  to  the  queen. 

OuL  I'm  sorry  for't ;  not  seeming 

So  worthy  as  thy  birth. 

Clo.  Art  not  afeard? 

GuL  Those  that  I  reverence,  those  I  fear, — the  wise : 
At  fools  I  laugh,  not  fear  them. 

Clo.  Die  the  death : 

When  I  have  slain  thee  with  my  proper  hand, 
1*11  follow  those  that  even  now  fled  hence, 
A  nd  on  the  gates  of  Lud's  town  set  your  heads : 
\ield,  rustic  mountaineer.  [Exeunt  fghting. 

Re-enter  Belabius  and  Arviragus. 

Bel.  No  company 's  abroad. 

Arv.  None  in  the  world:  you  did  mistake  him,  sure^ 

BeL  I  cannot  tell :  long  is  it  since  I  saw  him. 
But  time  hath  nothing  blurr'd  those  lines  of  favour 
Which  then  he  wore ;  the  snatches  in  his  voice, 
And  burst  of  speaking,  were  as  his :  I  am  absolute 
*Twas  very  Cloten. 

Arv.  In  this  place  we  left  them : 

I  wish  my  brother  make  good  time  with  him. 
You  say  ne  is  so  fell. 

Bel.  Being  scarce  made  up, 

I  mean  to  mroi,  he  had  not  apprehension 
Of  roaring  terrors ;  for  defect  of  judgment 
Is  oft  the  cure  of  fear. — But,  see,  thy  brother. 

Re-enter  Guidebius  with  Cloten*s  head. 

Qui.  This  Cloten  was  a  fool,  an  empty  purse, — 
There  was  no  money  in't :  not  Hercules 
Could  have  knock'd  out  his  brains,  for  he  had  none : 
Yet  I  not  doiu^  this,  the  fool  had  borne 
My  head  as  I  do  his. 

Bel.  What  hast  thou  done? 

Out.  I  am  perfect  what :  cut  off  one  Cloten's  head. 
Son  to  the  queen,  after  his  own  report ; 
Who  call'd  me  traitor,  mountaineer;  and  swore, 
With  his  own  single  hand  he'd  take  us  in. 
Displace  our  heads  where, — ^thank  the  gods! — they  grow. 
And  set  them  on  Lud's  town. 

Bel.  We  are  all  undone. 

Qui.  Why,  worthy  father,  what  have  we  to  lose 
But  that  he  swore  to  take,  our  lives?    The  law 
I'rutects  not  us:  then  why  should  we  be  tender. 
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To  let  an  arroo^ant  piece  of  flesh  threat  na; 
Play  judge  and  executioner  all  himself^ 
For  we  do  fear  the  law?    What  company 
Discover  you  abroad? 

Bel.  No  single  soul 

Can  we  set  eye  on,  but  in  all  safe  reason 
He  must  have  some  attendants.     Though  his  humour 
Was  nothing  but  mutation, — ay,  and  that 
From  one  bad  thing  to  worse ;  not  trenxy,  not 
Absolute  madness  could  so  far  have  rav^d. 
To  bring  him  here  alone :  although  perhaps 
It  may  be  heard  at  court  that  such  as  we 
Cave  nere,  hunt  here,  are  outlaws,  and  in  time 
May  make  some  stronger  head :  the  which  he  hearinn;, — 
As  it  is  like  him, — ^mi^ht  break  out,  and  swear 
He*d  fetch  us  in ;  yet  is't  not  probable 
To  come  alone,  either  he  so  undertaking 
Or  they  so  suffering :  then  on  good  ground  we  fear. 
If  we  ao  fear  this  body  hath  a  tail 
More  perilous  than  the  head. 

Arv.  Let  ordinance 

Come  as  the  gods  foresay  it :  howsoe'er, 
My  brother  mith  done  welL 

BeL  I  had  no  mind 

To  hunt  this  day :  the  boy  Fidele's  sickness 
Did  make  my  way  long  forth. 

Out,  With  his  own  sword. 

Which  he  did  wave  against  my  throat,  I  have  ta'en 
His  head  from  him :  I'll  throw't  into  the  creek 
Behind  our  rock ;  and  let  it  to  the  sea, 
And  tell  the  fishes  he 's  the  queen's  son,  Cloten : 
That's  all  I  reck.  \EjiL 

BeL  I  fear  'twill  be  reveng'd : 
'Would,  Polydore,  thou  hadst  not  done't!  though  valour 
Becomes  thee  well  enough. 

Arv.  Would  I  had  done't, 

So  the  revenge  alone  pursu'd  me! — Polydore, 
I  love  thee  brotherly ;  but  envy  much 
Thou  hast  robb'd  me  of  this  deed :  I  would  revenges. 
That    possible    strength    might   meet,    would    seek     us 

through, 
And  put  us  to  our  answer. 

Bel.  Well,  'tis  done : — 

We'll  hunt  no  more  to-day,  nor  seek  for  danger 
Where  there 's  no  profit.     I  pr'ythee,  to  our  rock; 
You  and  Fidele  play  the  cooks :  I'll  stay 
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Till  hasty  Polydore  return,  and  bring  him 
To  dinner  presently. 

Arv,  Poor  sick  Fidele ! 

1*11  willingljr  to  him :  to  gain  his  colour 
Fd  let  a  parish  of  such  Clotens'  blood. 
And  praise  myself  for  charity.  [Exit 

Bet,  0  thou  goddess. 

Thou  divine  nature,  how  thyself  thou  blazon'st 
In  these  two  princely  bojrs !     They  are  as  gentle 
As  zephyrs  blowing  below  the  violet. 
Not  wagging  his  sweet  head ;  and  yet  as  roush. 
Their  n^al  blood  enchaf  d,  as  the  rud'st  wind 
That  by  the  top  doth  take  the  mountain  pine, 
And  make  him  stoop  to  the  vale.     *Ti8  wonder 
^  That  an  invisible  instinct  should  frame  them 
To  royalty  unleam'd ;  honour  untaught; 
Civility  not  seen  from  other;  valour 
That  wildly  grows  in  them,  but  yields  a  crop 
As  if  it  had  been  sow*d.     Yet  still  it 's  strange 
Wliat  Cloten's  being  here  to  us  portends, 
Or  what  his  death  will  bring  us. 

Re-enter  Guiderius. 

OvJL  Where  *s  my  brother? 

I  have  sent  Cloten's  clotpoll  down  the  stream. 
In  embassy  to  his  mother :  his  body 's  hostage 
For  his  return.  [Solemn  fiiiMfe. 

Bet  My  ingenious  instrument! 

Hark,  Polydore,  it  sounds !    But  what  occasion 
Hath  Cadwal  now  to  give  it  motion?    Hark! 

Chii,  Is  he  at  home? 

BeL  He  went  hence  even  now. 

Out,  What  does  he  mean?  since  death  of  my  dearest 
mother 
It  did  not  S])eak  before.     All  solemn  things  ~ 
Should  answer  solemn  accidents.  ^  The  matter? 
Triumphs  for  nothing  and  lamenting  toys 
Is  jollity  for  apes  and  grief  for  boys. 
Is  Cadwal  mad? 

BeL  Look,  here  he  comes. 

And  brings  the  dire  occasion  in  his  arms 
Of  what  we  blame  him  for! 

Re-enter  AnviBAaus,  hearing  Imogen  a*  dead  in  hut  arms, 

A  rv.  The  bird  is  dead 

That  we  have  made  so  much  on.     I  had  rather 
VOL.  V.  2  B 
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Have  skipped  from  sixteen  years  of  age  to  sixty. 
To  have  turned  my  leaping  time  into  a  crutch. 
Than  have  seen  this. 

OuL  O  sweetest,  fairest  lily! 

My  brother  wears  thee  not  the  one  half  so  well 
As  when  thou  grew'st  thysell 

BeL  0  melancholy  I 

Who  ever  yet  could  sound  thy  bottom?  find 
The  ooze  to  show  what  coast  thy  sluggish  crare 
Might  easiliest  harbour  in? — Thou  blessed  thing ! 
Jove  knows  what  man  thou  might'st  have  made;  but  I, 
Thou  diedst,  a  most  rare  boy,  of  melancholy  1 
How  found  you  him? 

Arv,  Stark,  as  you  see: 

Thus  smiling,  as  some  fly  had  tickled  slumber, 
Not  as  death's  dart,  being  laugh'd  at :  his  right  cheek 
Keposing  on  a  cushion. 

Qui,  Where? 

Arv,  0*  the  floor; 

His  arms  thus  leagu'd :  I  thought  he  slept ;  and  put 
My  clouted  brogues  from  oflf  my  feet,  whose  rudeness 
Answered  my  steps  too  loud. 

Out.  Why,  he  but  sleeps : 

If  he  be  gone  he^ll  make  his  grave  a  bed ; 
With  female  fairies  will  his  tomb  be  haunted. 
And  worms  will  not  come  to  thee. 

Arv,  With  fairest  flowers. 

Whilst  summer  lasts  amd  I  live  here,  Fidele, 
I'll  sweeten  thy  sad  grave :  thou  shalt  not  lack 
The  flower  that's  like  thy  face,  pale  primrose;  nor 
The  azure  hare-bell,  like  thy  veins ;  no,  nor 
The  leaf  of  eglantine,  whom  not  to  slander, 
Out-sweeten'd  not  thy  breath :  the  ruddock  would. 
With  charitable  bill, — O  bill,  sore  shaming 
Those  rich-left  heirs  that  let  their  fathers  ue 
Without  a  monument! — bring  thee  all  this; 
Yea,  and  furr'd  moss  besides,  when  flowers  are  none^ 
To  winter-ground  thy  corse. 

Qui,  IVythee,  have  done; 

And  do  not  play  in  wench-like  words  with  that 
Which  is  so  serious.    Let  us  bury  him. 
And  not  protract  with  admiration  what 
Is  now  due  debt. — ^To  the  grave! 

Ai^,  Say,  where  shall  *s  lay  himi 

Gut.  By  good  Euriphile,  our  mother. 

Artk  Be'tao: 
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And  let  ua,  Polydore,  though  now  our  voices 
Have  got  the  mannish  crack,  sing  him  to  the  ground. 
As  once  our  mother ;  use  like  note  and  words, 
Save  that  Euriphile  must  be  Fidel& 

Gui.  Cadwal, 
I  cannot  sing:  I'll  weep,  and  word  it  with  thee; 
For  notes  of  sorrow  out  of  tune  are  worse 
Than  priests  and  £anes  that  lie. 

Arv,  We'll  speak  it,  then. 

£el.  Great  griefs,  I  see,  medicine  the  less :  for  Clotea 
Is  quite  forgot.     He  was  a  queen's  son,  boys: 
And  though  he  came  our  enemy,  remember, 
He  was  paid  for  that :  though  mean  and  mighty,  rotting 
Together,  have  one  dust,  yet  reverence, — 
That  angel  of  the  world, — doth  make  distinction 
Of  place  'tween  high  and  low.     Our  foe  was  princely ; 
And  though  you  took  his  life,  as  being  our  foe. 
Yet  bury  him  as  a  prince. 

Qui,  Pray  you,  fetch  him  hither. 

Thersites'  body  is  as  good  as  Ajax', 
When  neither  are  alive. 

Arv,  If  you'll  go  fetch  him, 

We'll  say  our  song  the  whilst. — Brother,  begin. 

[Exit  BeLATMlTSL 

Qui.  Nay,  Cadwal,  we  must  lay  his  head  to  the  east ; 
My  father  hath  a  reason  for't. 
A  rv.  V  'Tis  true. 

Out.  Come  on,  then,  and  remove  him. 
A IV,  So.— Begin. 

BONO. 

Qui.  Fear  no  more  the  heat  o*  the  snn, 

Nor  the  furious  winter's  rajies : 
Thou  thy  worldly  task  hast  done, 

Home  art  gone,  and  ta'en  thy  wages  J 
Golden  lads  and  girls  all  must, 
As  chimney-sweepers,  come  to  dust 

Arv,  Fear  n o  more  the  frown  o*  the  great  | 

Thou  ai-t  pixst  the  tyrant's  sti*oke: 

Care  DO  more  to  clothe  and  eat ; 
To  thee  the  reed  is  as  the  oak : 

The  sceptre,  learning,  physic,  must 

All  follow  this,  and  come  to  dust 

Gui.  Fear  no  more  the  lightning-flash, 

A  to.  Nor  the  all-dreaded  thunder-stone} 

Out.  Fear  not  slander,  censure  rash ; 

A  rv.  Thou  hast  flnish'd  joy  and  moan : 

Jiolh.  All  lovers  young,  all  lovers  must 

Consigu  to  thee,  and  come  to  dust 
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Oxi,  No  exorciser  harm  thee ! 

A  ro.  Nor  no  witchcraft  charm  thee  I 

Qui,  Ghost  unlaid  forbear  thee ! 

A  ro.  Nothing  ill  come  near  thee ! 

BotK  Quiet  consummation  have ; 

And  renowned  be  thy  grave ! 

Re-enter  Belarixts  with  the  body  of  Cloten, 

Out.  We  have  done  our  obsequies  r  come,  lay  him  down. 

Bel.  Here's  a  few  flowers;  but  'bout  midnight,  mv,re: 
The  herbs  that  have  on  them  cold  dew  o'  the  night 
Are  strewings  fitt'st  for  graves. — Upon  their  faces.-— 
You  were  as  flowers,  now  wither'd :  even  so 
These  herblets  shall,  which  we  upon  yon  strew. — 
Come  on,  away:  apart  upon  our  Knees. 
The  ground  that  gave  them  first  has  them  again : 
Their  pleasures  here  are  past,  so  is  their  pain. 

[Exfiunt  Bel.,  Gin.^  and  Art. 

Imo.  [awaking.]  Yes,  sir,  to  Milford-Haven ;  which  is  the 
way? — 
I  thank  you.— By  yon  bush? — Pray,  how  fiuf  thither? 
'Ods  pittikins!  can  it  be  six  mile  yet? — 
I  have  gone  all  night.     Faith,  FU  lie  down  and  sleep. 
But,  son !  no  bedfellow :— O  gods  and  goddesses! 

[Seeing  tJie  hody^ 
These  flowers  are  like  the  pleasures  of  the  world ; 
This  bloody  man,  the  care  on't. — I  hope  I  dream; 
For  so  I  thought  I  was  a  cave-keeper. 
And  cook  to  honest  creatures :  but  'tis  not  so ; 
'Twas  but  a  bolt  of  nothing,  shot  at  nothing, 
Which  the  brain  makes  of  fumes :  our  veiy  eyes 
Are  sometimes,  like  our  judgments,  blind.     Good  fitiitli, 
I  tremble  still  with  fear :  but  if  there  be 
Yet  left  in  heaven  as  small  a  drop  of  pity 
As  a  wren's  eye,  fear'd  gods,  a  part  of  it ! 
The  dream's  here  still :  even  when  I  wake  it  is 
Without  me,  as  within  me ;  not  ima^n'd,  felt. 
A  headless  man ! — The  garments  of  rosthumusl 
I  know  the  shape  of 's  leg:  tiiis  is  his  hand; 
His  foot  Mercurial ;  his  Martial  thigh ; 
The  brawns  of  Hercules :  but  his  Jovial  face — 
Murder  in  heaven? — How! — 'Tis  gone. — Pisauio^ 
All  curses  madded  Hecuba  gave  the  Greeks, 
And  mine  to  boot,  be  darted  on  thee!     Thou, 
Conspir'd  with  that  irregulous  devil,  Cloten, 
Hast  here  cut  off  my  lora. — ^To  write  and  read 
Be  henceforth  treacherous ! — Damn'd  Pisanio 
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Hath  with  his  forged  letters, — damn'd  Pisanio^ — 

From  this  most  bravest  vessel  of  the  world 

Struck  the  main-top! — 0  Posthnmus!  alas, 

Where  is  thy  head?  where 's  that?    Ay  me!  where 's  thatt 

Pisanio  might  have  kill'd  thee  at  the  heart, 

And  left  thy  head  on. — How  should  this  be?   Pisanio? 

Tis  he  and  Cloten :  malice  and  lucre  in  them 

Have  laid  this  woe  hera     0  'tis  pregnant,  pregnant! 

The  drug  he  gave  me,  which  he  said  was  precious 

And  cordial  to  me,  have  I  not  found  it 

Murderous  to  the  senses?    That  confirms  it  home 

This  is  Pisanio's  deed,  and  Cloten's :  0! — 

Give  colour  to  mjr  pale  cheek  with  thy  blood. 

That  we  the  horrioer  may  seem  to  those 

Which  chance  to  find  us :  0,  my  lord,  my  lord ! 

Enter  Lucius,  a  Captain  and  other  Officers,  and  a 
Soothsayer. 

Cap,  To  them,  the  legions  garrison*d  in  Gallia, 
After  your  will,  have  cross'd  the  sea ;  attending 
You  here  at  Milford-Haven  with  your  ships : 
They  are  in  readiness. 

Imc  But  what  from  Rome? 

Cap,  The  senate  hath  stirr'd  up  the  confiners 
And  gentlemen  of  Italy;  most  willing  spirits, 
That  promise  noble  service :  and  they  come 
Under  the  conduct  of  bold  lachimo, 
Sienna's  brother. 

Luc.  When  expect  you  them? 

Cap.  With  the  next  benefit  o*  the  wind. 

Luc.  This  forwardness 

Makes  our  hopes  fair.     Command  our  present  numbers 
Be  muster'd;  bid  the  captains  look  to't — Now,  sir. 
What  have  you  dream'd  of  late  of  this  war's  purpose? 

Sooth.  Last  night  the  very  gods  show'd  me  a  vision, — 
I  fast  and  pray'd  for  their  intSligence, — ^thus : — 
I  saw  Jove  8  bird,  the  Roman  eagle,  wing'd 
From  the  spongy  south  to  this  part  of  the  west. 
There  vanish'd  in  the  sunbeams :  which  portends, — 
Unless  my  sins  abuse  my  divination, — 
Success  to  the  Roman  host. 

Luc.  Dream  often  so. 

And  never  false. — Soffe,  ho !  what  trunk  is  here 
Without  his  top? — The  ruin  speaks  that  sometime 
It  was  a  worthy  buihiing. — How !  a  page! — 
Or  dead  or  sleeping  on  him?    But  dead,  rather; 
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For  nature  doth  abhor  to  make  his  bed 
With  the  defunct,  or  sleep  upon  the  dead. — 
Let 's  see  the  boy's  face. 

Cap,  He  *8  alive,  my  lord. 

Luc  He'll,  then,  instruct  us  of  this  body. — ^Young  one^ 
Inform  us  of  thy  fortunes ;  for  it  seems 
They  crave  to  be  demanded.     Who  is  this 
Thou  mak'st  thy  bloody  pillow?  or  who  was  he, 
That  otherwise  than  noble  nature  did. 
Hath  alter'd  that  good  picture?     What's  thy  interest 
In  this  sad  wreck?  How  came  it?  Who  is  it? 
What  art  thou? 

Imo,  I  am  nothing :  or  if  not, 

Nothing  to  be  were  better.     This  was  my  master, 
A  veiy  valiant  Briton  and  a  good, 
That  nere  by  mountaineers  lies  slain:  alas! 
There  is  no  more  such  masters :  I  may  wander 
From  east  to  Occident,  cry  out  for  service, 
Try  many,  all  good,  serve  truly,  never 
Find  sucn  another  master. 

Ltui,  'Lack,  good  youth ! 

Thou  mov'st  no  less  with  thy  complaining  than 
Thy  master  in  bleeding:  say  his  name,  good  friend. 

iTno.  Richard  du  Champ. — \Aside.']  If  I  do  lie,  and  do 
No  harm  by  it,  though  the  gods  hear,  I  hope 
They'll  pardon  it— Say  you,  sir? 

Luc,  Thy  name? 

Imo,  Fidele. 

Luc.  Thou  dost  approve  thyself  the  very  same : 
Thy  name  well  fits  thy  faith,  thy  faith  thy  name. 
Wilt  take  thy  chance  with  me?    I  will  not  say 
Thou  shalt  be  so  well  master'd ;  but,  be  sure. 
No  less  belov'd.     The  Roman  em])eror's  letters. 
Sent  by  a  consul  to  me,  should  not  sooner 
Than  thine  own  worth  prefer  thee :  go  with"  me. 

Imo,  I'll  follow,  sir.     But  first,  an't  please  the  gods, 
I'll  liide  my  master  from  the  flies,  as  deep 
As  these  poor  pickaxes  can  dig :  and  when 
With  wild  wood-leaves  and  weeds  I  ha'  strew'd  his  grave, 
And  on  it  said  a  century  of  prayers, 
Such  as  I  can,  twice  o'er,  I'll  weep  and  sigh ; 
And  leaving  so  his  service,  follow  you, 
So  please  you  entertain  me. 

Luc.  Ay,  good  youth; 

And  rather  father  thee  than  master  thoe. — 
My  friends. 
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The  l)oy  hath  taught  us  manly  duties :  let  us 

Find  out  the  prettiest  daisied  plot  we  can, 

And  make  him  with  our  pikes  and  partisans 

A  grave :  come,  arm  him. — Boy,  he  is  preferred 

By  thee  to  us ;  and  he  shall  be  interr'a 

As  soldiers  can.     Be  cheerful ;  wipe  thine  eyes : 

Some  falls  are  means  the  happier  to  arise.  [Exeunt, 


SCENE  in.— Britain.    A  Boom  in  Cymbeline's  Palace. 

Enter  Cymbeline,  Lords,  Pisanio,  and  Attendants. 

Cym,  Again ;  and  bring  me  word  how  *tis  with  her. 
A  fever  with  the  absence  of  her  son ;     [Exit  an  Attendant. 
A  madness,  of  which  her  life 's  in  danger, — Heavens, 
How  deeply  you  at  once  do  touch  me  I    Imogen, 
The  great  part  of  my  comfort,  gone ;  my  queen 
Upon  a  desperate  bed,  and  in  a  time 
when  fearful  wars  point  at  me ;  her  son  gone. 
So  needful  for  this  present :  it  strikes  me,  past 
The  hoi)e  of  comfort. — ^But  for  thee,  fellow. 
Who  needs  must  know  of  her  departure,  and 
Dost  seem  so  ignorant,  we'll  enforce  it  £rom  thee 
By  a  sharp  torture. 

Pis.  Sir,  JD-Y  life  is  yours, 

I  humbly  set  it  at  your  will :  but,  for  my  mistress, 
I  nothing  know  where  she  remains,  why  gone. 
Nor  when  she  purposes  return.     Beseech  your  highness^ 
Hold  me  your  loyal  servant. 

1  Lord.  Good  my  liege, 

The  day  that  she  was  missing  he  was  here : 
I  dare  be  bound  he 's  true,  and  shall  perform 
All  parts  of  his  subjection  loyally. 
For  Cloten, — 

There  wants  no  diligence  in  seeking  him, 
And  will  no  doubt  be  found. 

Cym.  The  time  is  troublesome, — 

We'll  slip  you  for  a  season ;  but  our  jealousy  [To  Pisanio, 
Does  yet  depend. 

I  Lord.  So  please  your  majesty, 

The  Roman  legions,  all  from  Gallia  drawn. 
Are  landed  on  your  coast ;  with  a  supply 
Of  Roman  gentlemen  by  the  senate  sent. 

Cym.  Now  for  the  counsel  of  my  son  and  queen  2 — 
I  am  amaz'd  with  matter. 

1  Loid,  Good  my  liege, 
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Toar  preparation  can  afiront  no  less 

Than  what  you  hear  of :  come  more,  for  more  you're  ready ! 

The  want  is  but  to  put  those  powers  in  motion 

That  long  to  move. 

Cym,  I  thank  yon.    Let 's  withdraw, 

And  meet  the  time  as  it  seeks  ns.     We  fear  not 
What  can  from  Italy  annoy  us ;  but 
We  gxieve  at  chances  here. — ^Away! 

[ExeufU  all  hui  PlSAKio. 

Pis.  I  heard  no  letter  from  my  master  since 
I  wrote  him  Imogen  was  slain :   tis  strange : 
Nor  hear  I  from  my  mistress,  who  did  promise 
To  yield  me  often  tidings ;  neither  know  I 
What  is  betid  to  Cloten ;  but  remain 
Perplex'd  in  all :  the  heavens  still  must  work. 
Wherein  I  am  false  I  am  honest ;  not  true  to  be  true ; 
These  present  wars  shall  find  I  love  mv  country. 
Even  to  the  note  o'  the  king,  or  FU  fall  in  them. 
All  other  doubts,  by  time  let  them  be  cleared : 
Fortune  brings  in  some  boats  that  are  not  steered.        [ExiL 


SCENE  IV.— Wales.     B^ore  the  Cave. 

Enter  Belarius,  Guiderius,  and  ARViRAOXTa, 

Qui,  The  noise  is  round  about  us. 

BeL  Let  us  from  it. 

Arv,  What  pleasure,  sir,  find  we  in  life,  to  lock  it 
From  action  and  adventure? 

Qui,  Nay,  what  hope 

Have  we  in  hiding  us?  this  way  the  Romans 
Must  or  for  Britons  slay  us  or  receive  us 
For  barbarous  and  unnatural  revolts 
During  their  use,  and  slay  us  after. 

BeL  Sons, 

We'll  hii^lier  to  the  mountains ;  there  secure  us. 
To  the  king's  party  there  's  no  going :  newness 
Of  Cloten  s  death, — we  being  not  known,  not  muster'd 
Among  the  bands, — may  drive  us  to  a  render 
Where  we  have  liv'd ;  and  so  extort  from 's 
That  which  we've  done,  whose  answer  would  be  death. 
Drawn  on  with  torture. 

Qui,  This  is,  sir,  a  doubt 

In  such  a  time  nothing  becoming  you 
Nor  satisfjdng  us. 

Arv,  It  is  not  likely 
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That  when  they  hear  the  Roman  horses  neigh. 
Behold  their  quartered  fires,  have  both  their  eyes 
And  ears  so  cioy'd  importantly  as  now. 
That  they  will  waste  their  time  upon  our  note, 
To  know  from  whence  we  are. 

BeL  O,  I  am  known 

Of  many  in  the  army :  many  years. 
Though  Oloten  then  but  young,  you  see,  not  wore  him 
From  my  remembrance.    And,  besides,  the  king 
Hath  not  deserv'd  my  service  nor  your  loves; 
Who  find  in  my  exile  the  want  of  breeding 
The  certainty  of  this  hard  life;  aye  hopeless 
To  have  the  courtesy  your  cradle  promis'd, 
But  to  be  still  hot  summer's  tanlings  and 
The  shrinking  slaves  of  winter. 

Gfui.  Than  be  so, 

Better  to  cease  to  be.     Pray,  nr,  to  the  army : 
I  and  my  brother  are  not  known ;  yourself 
So  out  of  thought,  and  thereto  so  o'ergrown, 
Cannot  be  question'd. 

Arv.  By  this  sun  that  shines, 

m  thither:  what  thing  is  it  that  I  never 
Did  see  man  die!  scarce  ever  look'd  on  blood. 
But  that  of  coward  hares,  hot  goats,  and  venison  I 
Never  bestrid  a  horse,  save  one  that  had 
A  rider  like  myselfi  who  ne'er  wore  rowel 
Nor  iron  on  his  heed!  I  am  asham'd 
To  look  upon  the  holy  sun,  to  have 
The  benent  of  his  blessed  beams,  remaining 
So  long  a  poor  unknown. 

Qui,  By  heavens,  TU  go : 

If  yon  will  bless  me,  sir,  and  give  me  leave, 
1*11  take  the  better  care;  but  u  you  will  not, 
The  hazard  therefore  due  fall  on  me  by 
The  hands  of  Romans ! 

Arv.  So  say  I, — Amen. 

Bel.  No  reason  I,  since  of  your  lives  you  set 
So  slight  a  valuation,  should  reserve 
My  crack'd  one  to  more  care.     Have  with  you,  boys  I 
If  in  yovLT  country  wars  you  chance  to  die. 
That  is  my  bed  too,  lads,  and  there  I'll  lie : 
Lead,  lead. — [Aside.]    The  time  seems  long;   their  blood 

thinks  scorn 
Till  it  fly  out,  and  show  them  princes  bom.  [Exeuni, 
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ACT   V. 

SCEl^E  L— Britain.    A  Field  between  the  British  and 
Roman  Camps, 

Enter  Posthumus  with  a  bloody  handkerchief. 

Post,  Yea,  bloody  cloth,  I'll  keep  thee ;  for  I  wish'd 
Thou  shooldst  be  colour'd  thus.     You  married  ones, 
If  each  of  you  should  take  this  course,  how  many 
Must  murder  wives  much  better  than  themselves 
For  wryins  but  a  Uttle!    O  Pisanio! 
Every  good  servant  does  not  all  commands : 
No  bond  but  to  do  just  ones. — Gods !  if  you 
Should  have  ta'en  vengeance  on  my  faults,  I  never 
Had  liv'd  to  put  on  this :  so  had  you  sav'd 
The  noble  Imogen  to  repent ;  and  struck 
Me,  wretch  more  worth  yoiir  vengeance.     But,  alack. 
You  snatch  some  hence  for  little  faults ;  that 's  love, 
To  have  them  fall  no  more :  you  some  permit 
To  second  ills  with  ills,  each  elder  worse. 
And  make  them  dread  it,  to  the  doers'  thrift. 
But  Imogen  is  your  own:  do  your  best  wills. 
And  make  me  bless'd  to  obey! — I  am  brought  hither 
Among  the  Italian  gentry,  and  to  tight 
Against  my  lady's  kingdom :  'tis  enough 
That,  Britain,  I  have  kill'd  thy  mistress ;  peace ! 
I'll  give  no  wound  to  thee.     Therefore,  good  heavens, 
Hear  patiently  my  purpose : — I'll  disrobe  me 
Of  these  Italian  weeds,  and  suit  myself 
As  does  a  Briton  peasant :  so  I'll  fight 
Against  the  part  I  come  with ;  so  I'll  die 
For  thee,  O  Imogen,  even  for  whom  my  life 
Is  every  breath  a  death :  and  thus  unknown. 
Pitied  nor  hated,  to  the  face  of  peril 
Myself  I'll  dedicate.    Let  me  make  men  know 
More  valour  in  me  than  my  habits  show. 
Gods,  put  the  strength  o'  the  Leonati  in  me! 
To  shame  the  guise  o'  the  world,  I  will  be^ 
The  fashion,— -less  without  and  more  within.  [Exit 
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SCENE  IL— Britain.    A  Field  between  tJie  ^amps. 

Enter,  at  one  side,  Lucius,  Iachimo,  Imogen,  and  tJte 
Roman  Army;  at  the  other  side,  the  British  Army; 
Leona-TUS  Posthumus  following  it  like  a  po(yr  soldier » 
They  march  over  and  go  out.  A  larums.  Then  enter  again, 
in  skirmish,  Iachimo  and  Posthumus:  he  vanqiUsheth 
and  disarmeth  Iachimo,  and  then  leaves  him. 
Iach»  The  heaviness  and  gnilt  within  my  bosom 

Takes  off  my  manhood :  I  have  belied  a  laay, 

The  princess  of  this  country,  and  the  air  on't 

Kevengingly  enfeebles  me ;  or  could  this  carl, 

A  very  drudge  of  nature's,  have  subdu'd  me 

In  my  profession?    Knighthoods  and  honours  borne 

As  I  wear  mine  are  titles  but  of  scorn. 

If  that  thy  gentry,  Britain,  go  before 

This  lout  as  he  exceeds  our  lords,  the  odds 

Is  that  we  scarce  are  men,  and  you  are  gods.  [Eocit 

The  battle  continues;  the  Britons  fly;  Cymbeline  is  taken: 
then   enter   to    his  rescue    Belarius,   Guiderius,   and 

AnVIRAGUS. 

Bel.  Stand,  stand !  We  have  the  advantage  of  the  ground ; 
The  lane  is  guarded :  nothing  routs  us  but 
The  villany  of  our  fears. 

Qui.  and  Arv,  Stand,  stand,  and  fight! 

Re-enter  Posthumus,  and  seconds  the  Britons:  they  rescue 

Cymbeline,  and  exeunt    Then  re-enter  Lucius,  Iachimo, 

and  Imogen. 

Luc.  Awajr,  boy,  from  the  troops,  and  save  thyself; 
For  friends  kill  friends,  and  the  disorder's  such 
As  war  were  hoodwink'd. 

lach.  'Tis  their  fresh  supplies. 

Luc.  It  is  a  day  tum'd  strangely :  or  betunes 
Let 's  re-enforce  or  fly.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  III.— Britain.     A  nother  part  of  the  Field. 

Enter  Posthumus  and  a  British  Lord. 
Lord.  Cam'st  thou  from  where  they  made  the  stand? 
Post  I  did: 

Though  you,  it  seems,  come  from  the  fliers. 
Lin-d.  I  did. 
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Post.  No  blame  be  to  yon,  sir;  for  all  was  lost, 
But  that  the  heavens  fonght :  the  king  himself 
Of  his  wings  destitute,  the  army  broken, 
And  but  tue  backs  of  Britons  seen,  all  flying 
Through  a  strait  lane ;  the  enemy  full-hearted. 
Lolling  the  tongue  with  slaughtering,  having  work 
More  plentiful  than  tools  to  do't,  struck  down 
Some  mortally,  some  slightly  touch'd,  some  falling 
Merely  through  fear ;  that  the  strait  pass  was  damm'd 
With  dead  men  hurt  behind,  and  cowards  living, 
To  die  with  lengthened  shame. 

Lord,  Where  was  this  lane? 

Post,  Close  by  the  battle,  ditch'd,  and  wall'd  with  turt. 
Which  gave  advantage  to  an  ancient  soldier,— • 
An  honest  one,  I  warrant ;  who  deserv'd 
So  long  a  breeding  as  his  white  beard  came  to, 
In  doiii^  this  for 's  country : — athwart  the  lane 
He,  with  two  striplings, — ^lads  more  like  to  run 
The  country  base  than  to  commit  such  slaughter; 
With  faces  fit  for  masks,  or  rather  fairer 
Than  those  for  preservation  cas'd,  or  shame, — 
Made  good  the  passage;  cried  to  those  that  fled, 
Our  Britain* 8  harts  dieflyingy  not  our  men: 
To  darkness  fleets  souls  that  fly  backwards!    Stand; 
Or  toe  are  Romans,  and  will  give  you  that 
Like  beasts  which  you  shun  beasUy,  and  may  save. 
But  to  look  ba>ck  in  frown:  stand,  stand! — ^These  three^ 
Three  thousand  confident,  in  act  as  many, — 
For  three  performers  are  the  file  when  all 
The  rest  do  nothing, — with  this  word.  Stand,  stand! 
Accommodated  by  the  place,  more  charming 
With  their  own  nobleness, — which  could  have  tum'd 
A  distaff  to  a  lance, — gilded  pale  looks. 
Part  shame,  part  spirit  renew'd ;  that  some,  tum*d  coward 
But  by  example, — 0,  a  sin  in  war 
Danm  d  in  the  first  beginners! — 'gan  to  look 
The  way  that  they  did,  and  to  grm  like  lions 
Upon  the  pikes  o'  the  hunters.     Then  began 
A  stop  i'  ttie  chaser,  a  retire ;  anon 
A  rout,  confusion  thick :  forthwith  they  fly. 
Chickens,  the  way  which  they  stoop'd  eagles ;  slaves, 
The  strides  they  victors  made :  and  now  our  cowards,— 
Like  fragments  in  hard  voyages, — became 
The  life  o'  the  need;  having  found  the  back-door  open 
Of  the  unguarded  hearts,  heavens,  how  they  wound! 
Some  slain  before;  some  dying;  some  their  frienda 
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O'erbome  i*  the  former  wave :  ten  cbas'd  by  one 
Are  now  each  one  the  slaughter-man  of  twenty: 
Those  that  would  die  or  ere  resist  are  grown 
The  mortal  bugs  o'  the  field. 

Lord.  This  was  strange  chance, — 

A  narrow  lane,  an  old  man,  and  two  boys ! 

Post.  Nay,  do  not  wonder  at  it :  you  are  made 
Eather  to  wonder  at  the  things  you  hear 
Than  to  work  any.     Will  you  rhyme  upon't, 
And  vent  it  for  a  mockery?    Here  is  one : 
Two  hoysy  an  old  man  twice  a  hoy^  a  lane. 
Preserved  the  Britons,  was  the  Bomans^  bane. 

Lord.  Nay,  be  not  angry,  sir. 

Post  'Lack,  to  what  end? 

Who  dares  not  stand  his  foe  PU  be  his  friend; 
For  if  he'U  do  as  he  is  made  to  do 
I  know  he'U  quickly  fly  my  friendship  toa 
You  have  put  me  into  rhyme. 

LorcL  Farewell ;  you're  angry.  [Exit 

Post.  Still  going? — ^This  is  a  lord!     0  noble  misery, — 
To  be  i'  the  field  and  ask  what  news  of  me! 
To-day  how  many  would  have  given  their  honours 
To  have  sav'd  their  carcasses !  took  heel  to  do't. 
And  vet  died  tool     I,  in  mine  own  woe  charm'd, 
Could  not  find  death  where  I  did  hear  him  groan. 
Nor  feel  him  where  he  struck :  being  an  ugfy  monster, 
'Tis  strange  he  hides  him  in  fresh  cups,  son  beds, 
Sweet  words ;  or  hath  more  ministers  than  we 
That   draw  his  knives  i'  the   war. — ^Well,   I   will    find 

him: 
For  being  now  a  favourer  to  the  Briton, 
No  more  a  Briton,  I  have  resum'd  again 
The  part  I  came  in :  fight  I  will  no  more, 
But  yield  me  to  the  veriest  hind  that  shall 
Once  touch  my  shoulder.     Great  the  daughter  is 
Here  made  by  the  Roman ;  great  the  answer  be 
Briton's  must  take :  for  me,  my  ransom 's  death ; 
On  either  side  I  come  to  spend  mv  breath ; 
Which  neither  here  I'll  keep  nor  bear  again. 
But  end  it  by  some  means  ror  Imogen. 

Enter  two  British  Captains  and  Soldiers. 

1  Cap.  Great  Jupiter  be  prais'd !    Lucius  is  taken : 
'Tis  thought  the  old  man  and  his  sons  were  angels. 

2  Cap.  There  was  a  fourth  man,  in  a  siUy  habit^ 
Hi  at  gave  the  affront  with  them. 
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1  Cap,  So  'tis  rei>orted : 
But  none  of  em  can  be  found. — Stand!  who's  there? 

Pout  A  Roman*; 
Who  had  not  now  been  drooping  here  if  secomU 
Had  answered  him. 

2  Cap.  Lay  hands  on  him ;  a  dog ! — 
A  leg  of  Rome  shall  not  return  to  tell 

What  crows  have  peck'd  them  here : — he  brags  his  service^ 
As  if  he  were  of  note :  bring  him  to  the  king. 

Enter  Cymbelinb  attended;  Bblarifs,  Guidemus,  Arvt- 
RAOUS,  PiSANio,  and  Roman  Captives.  The  Captaina 
present  Posthumus  to  Cymbeune,  who  delivers  him  over 
to  a  Gaoler:  <0er  which  all  go  out. 


SCENE  IV.— Britain.    A  Prism, 

Enter  Posthumus  and  two  Gaolers. 

1  OaoiL  You  shall  not  now  be  stolen,  you  have  locks  upon 

you; 
So,  graze  as  you  find  pasture. 

2  Oaol.  Ay,  or  a  stomach.  [Exeunt  Gaolers. 
Post.  Most  welcome,  bondage!  for  thou  art  a  way, 

I  think,  to  libertjr :  yet  am  I  better 

Than  one  that's  sick  o'  the  gout ;  since  he  had  rather 

Groan  so  in  perpetuity  than  be  cur'd 

By  the  sure  physician  death,  who  is  the  key 

To  unbar  these  locks.     My  conscience,  thou  art  fetterM 

More  than  my  shanks  and  wrists :  you  good  gods,  give  me 

The  penitent  instrument  to  pick  that  bolt. 

Then  free  for  ever!    Is't  enough  I  am  sorry? 

So  children  temporal  fathers  do  appease ; 

Gods  are  more  full  of  mercy.    Must  I  repent? 

I  cannot  do  it  better  than  in  gyves, 

Desir'd  more  than  constrain'd :  to  satisfy, 

If  of  my  freedom  'tis  the  main  part,  take 

No  stricter  render  of  me  than  my  all. 

T  know  you  are  more  clement  than  vile  men. 

Who  of  their  broken  debtors  take  a  third, 

A  sixth,  a  tenth,  letting  them  thrive  again 

On  their  abatement :  that 's  not  my  desire : 

For  Imogen*s  dear  life  take  mine ;  and  though 

'Tis  not  so  dear,  yet  'tis  a  life ;  you  coin'd  it : 

'Tween  man  and  man  they  weigh  not  every  stamp; 

Though  light,  take  pieces  for  i£o  figure's  sake : 
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You  rather  mine,  being  yours :  and  so,  great  powers, 

If  you  will  take  this  audit,  take  this  life, 

And  cancel  these  cold  bonds. — O  Imogen  I 

m  speak  to  thee  in  silence.  [Sleeps. 

Solemn  Music    Enter,  as  in  an  apparition^  SiciLius  Lro- 
NATDS,  fat1i£r  to  PosTHUMUS,  an  old  man  aitired  like  a 
toarriory  leading  in  his  hand  an  ancient  matron,  his  w!f€ 
and  mx)t1ier   to   Posthumus,  with   music    before  thein: 
then,  after  other  music,  follow  the  two  young  Leonati, 
bri}L\ers  to  Posthumus,  with  wounds,  <w  they  died  in  th$ 
wars.     They  circle  Posthumus  round  as  lie  lies  sleepihg, 
Sici,  No  more,  thou  thunder- master,  show 
Thy  spite  on  mortal  flies : 
With  Mars  fall  out,  with  Juno  chide, 
That  thy  adulteries 
Rates  and  revenges. 
Hath  my  poor  boy  done  aught  but  well, 

Whose  face  1  never  saw? 
.  I  died  whilst  in  the  womb  he  stay'd 

Attending  nature's  law : 
Whose  father  then, — as  men  report 

Thou  orphans'  father  art, — 
Thou  shouldst  have  been,  and  shieldeil  him 
From  this  earth-vexing  smart. 
Moth.  Lucina  lent  not  me  her  aid. 
But  took  me  in  my  throes ; 
That  from  me  was  Posthumus  rippM, 
Came  crying  'mongst  his  foes, 
A  thing  of  pity ! 
8icL  Great  nature,  like  his  ancestry. 
Moulded  the  stuff  so  fair 
That  he  deserv'd  the  praise  o'  the  world 
As  great  Sicilius'  heir. 
1  Bro.  When  once  he  was  mature  for  man. 
In  Britain  where  was  he 
That  could  stand  up  his  parallel ; 

Or  fruitful  object  be 
In  eye  of  Imogen,  that  best 
Could  deem  his  dignity? 
Moth.  With  marriage  wherefore  was  he  mock'd. 
To  be  exil'd,  and  thrown 
From  Leonati'  seat,  and  cast 
Fr(;m  her  his  dearest  one. 
Sweet  Imogen? 
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Sid,  Why  did  you  suffer  lachimo, 
Slight  tmnff  of  Italy, 
To  taint  his  nobler  heart  and  brain 

With  needless  jealousy ; 
And  to  become  the  ^eck  and  scorn 
O*  the  other's  villany? 
S  Bro,  For  this  ^m  stiller  seats  we  camfl^ 
Our  parents  and  us  twain, 
That,  striking  in  our  country's  cause. 

Fell  bravely  aud  were  slain ; 
Our  fealty  and  Tenantius'  ri^ht 
With  honour  to  maintain. 
1  Dt^.  like  hardiment  Posthumns  hath 
To  Cymbeline  performed : 
Then,  Jupiter,  thou  king  of  j^ods. 

Why  hast  thou  thus  adjouni'd 
The  graces  for  his  merits  due, 
Seing  all  to  dolours  tum'd? 
6iei  Thy  crystal  window  ope;  look  out; 
ifo  longer  exercise 
Upon  a  valiant  race  thy  harsh 
And  potent  injuries. 
Jiloth,  Since,  Jupiter,  our  son  is  good. 

Take  off  his  miseries. 
Slci,  Peep  through  thy  marble  mansion;  hdp} 
Or  we  poor  ghosts  will  cry 
To  the  shining  synod  of  the  rest 
Against  tny  deity. 
Both  Bro,  Help,  Jupiter ;  or  we  appeal,  * 
And  from  thy  justice  fly. 

JuPTTER  descends  in  thunder  and  lightning,  sitting  wp^m  an 
eagle:  he  throws  a  thunderbolt.  The  Ghosts/u^  on  their 
knees, 

Jup,  No  more,  jou  petty  spirits  of  region  low. 

Offend  our  hearing;  hush! — How  dare  you  ghosts 
Accuse  the  thunderer,  whose  bolt,  you  know, 

Sky-planted,  batters  all  rebelling  coasts? 
]\)or  shadows  of  Elysium,  hence ;  and  rest 

Upon  your  never- withering  banks  of  flowers: 
I'o  not  with  mortal  accidents  oppressed ; 

No  care  of  yours  it  is ;  you  know  'tis  ours. 
Whom  best  I  love  I  cross ;  to  make  my  gift, 

The  more  delay'd,  delighted.     Be  content; 
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Your  low-laid  son  our  godhead  will  uplift: 

His  comforts  thrive,  his  trials  well  are  spent. 
Our  Jovial  star  reign'd  at  his  birth,  and  in 

Oar  temple  was  he  married. — Rise,  and  £ade ! — 
He  shall  be  lord  of  Lady  Imogen, 

And  happier  much  by  his  affliction  made. 
This  tablet  lay  upon  his  breast,  wherein 

Our  pleasure  his  full  fortune  doth  confine : 
And  so  away :  no  farther  with  your  din 

Express  impatience,  lest  you  stir  up  mine. — 

Mount,  eagle,  to  my  palace  crystalline.  [Ascends, 

Siti.  He  came  in  thunder ;  his  celestial  breath 
Was  sulphurous  to  smell :  the  holy  eagle 
Stoop'd,  as  to  foot  us :  his  ascension  is 
^f  ore  sweet  than  our  bless'd  fields :  his  royal  bird 
1 'runes  the  immortal  win^,  and  cloys  his  beak. 
As  when  his  god  is  pleased. 

AIL  Thanks,  Jupiter! 

SicL  The  marble  pavement  closes,  he  is  entered 
ITis  radiant  roof. — Away !  and,  to  be  blest, 
Let  us  with  care  perform  his  great  behest.    [Ghosts  vanisfu 

Post,  [waking,}   Sleep,  thou  hast  been  a  grandsire,  and 
begot 
A  £B.ther  to  me ;  and  thou  hast  created 
A  mother  and  two  brothers:  but,  O  scorn! 
Gone !  they  went  hence  so  soon  as  thev  were  bom. 
And  so  I  am  awake. — Poor  wretches  that  depend 
On  greatness*  favour  dream  as  I  have  done. 
Wake  and  find  nothing. — But,  alas,  I  swerve: 
Many  dream  not  to  find,  neither  deserve, 
And  yet  are  steep'd  in  favours ;  so  am  I, 
That  have  this  golden  chance,  and  know  not  why. 
What  fairies  haunt  this  ground?    A  book?    O  rare  one! 
Be  not,  as  is  our  fangled  world,  a  garment 
Nobler  than  that  it  covers :  let  thy  effects 
So  follow,  to  be  most  unlike  our  courtiers, 
As  good  as  promise. 

[Beads.]  Whethoa  a  lion*8  whelp  shally  to  himself  unknown^ 
without  seeJdng  Jwd.  and  he  embraced  by  a  piece  of  tender 
air ;  and  when  from  a  stately  cedar  sIuUl  be  lopped  branc?ies 
which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall  qfler  revive,  be  jointed 
to  tfie  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow;  tlien  shall  Posthumus 
end  his  miseries,  Britain  he  fortunate,  and  flourish  in  peace 
and  plenty. 

Tis  still  a  dream ;  or  else  such  stuff  as  madmen 
VOL  V.  2  Q 
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Tongue,  and  brain  not:  either  both  or  nothing: 
Or  senseless  speaking,  or  a  speaking  such 
As  sense  cannot  untie.     Be  what  it  is, 
The  action  of  my  life  is  like  it,  which 
I'll  keep,  if  but  for  sympathy. 

He-enter  Gaoler. 
0<tol,  Come,  sir,  are  you  ready  for  death? 
Po9t,  Over-roasted  rather ;  ready  long  ago. 
0<wL  Hanging  is  the  word,  sir :  if  you  1^  ready  for  that, 
you  are  well  cooked. 

Post  So,  if  I  prove  a  good  repast  to  the  spectators,  the 
dish  pays  the  shot. 

G<iol.  A  heavy  reckoning  for  you,  sir.  But  the  comfort 
is,  you  shall  be  called  to  no  more  payments,  fear  no  more 
tavern  bills ;  which  are  often  the  sadness  of  parting,  as  the 
procuring  of  mirth :  you  come  in  faint  for  want  of  meat, 
depart  reeling  with  too  much  drink ;  sorry  that  you  have 
paid  too  much,  and  sorry  that  you  are  paid  too  much ;  purse 
wid  brain  both  empt^, — the  brain  the  heavier  for  being  too 
light,  the  purse  too  ught,  being  drawn  of  heaviness :  0,  of  - 
tms  contradiction  you  shall  now  be  quit — 0,  the  charity 
of  a  penny  cord!  it  sums  up  thousands  in  a  trice :  you  have 
no  true  debitor  and  creditor  but  it ;  of  what  *8  past,  is,  and 
to  come,  the  discharge : — ^your  neck,  sir,  is  pen,  book,  and 
counters ;  so  the  acquittance  follows. 
Po8t  I  am  merrier  to  die  than  thou  art  to  live. 
GaoL  Indeed,  sir,  he  that  sleeps  feels  not  the  toothache : 
but  a  man  that  were  to  sleep  your  sleep,  and  a  hangman 
to  help  him  to  bed,  I  think  he  would  change  places  with 
his  officer;  for,  look  you,  sir,  you  know  not  which  way 
you  shall  ^a 

Post.  Yes,  indeed  do  I,  fellow. 

Gaol.  Your  death  has  eyes  in 's  head,  then ;  I  have  not 
seen  him  so  pictured :  you  must  either  be  directed  by  some 
that  take  u]K>n  them  to  know,  or  take  upon  yourself  that 
which  I  am  sure  you  do  not  know;  or  jum))  the  after- 
inquiry  on  your  own  peril:  and  how  you  shall  speed  in 
your  journey's  end  I  think  you'll  never  return  to  tell 
one. 

Post,  I  tell  thee,  fellow,  there  are  none  want  eyes  to 
direct  them  the  way  I  am  going,  but  such  as  wiiUL  and 
will  nut  use  them. 

Gaol  What  on  infinite  mock  is  this,  that  a  man  should 
h-we  the  best  use  of  eyes  to  see  the  way  of  blindness!  I 
am  sure  hanging  *s  the  way  of  winking. 
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Enter  a  Messenger. 

M€88,  Knock  off  his  manacles;  bring  yonr  prisoner  to 
the  king. 

P08L  Thou  bringest  good  news, — I  am  called  to  be  made 
free. 

GaoL  m  be  hanged,  then. 

PosL  Thou  shalt  be  then  freer  than  a  gaoler ;  no  bolts  foi 
the  dead.  {Exeunt  Post,  and  Messenger. 

GcLoL  Unless  a  man  would  marry  a  gallows  and  beget 
young  gibbets  I  never  saw  one  so  prone.  Yet,  on  my  con- 
science, there  are  verier  knaves  desire  to  live,  for  all  he  be 
a  Koman :  and  there  be  some  of  them  too  that  die  against 
their  wills;  so  should  I  if  I  were  ona  I  would  we  were 
all  of  one  mind,  and  one  mind  good ;  0,  there  were  deso- 
lation of  gaolers  and  gallowses !  I  speak  against  my  present 
profit;  but  my  wish  hath  a  preferment  hit,  [ExU, 


SCENE  v.— Britain.    Cymbelink's  Tent 

^ter  Cymbeline,  Belarius,  Guiderius,  Arviraous, 
PiSANio,  Lords,  Officers,  and  Attendants. 

Cym,  Stand  by  my  side,  you  whom  the  gods  have  made 
Preservers  of  my  throne,     woe  is  mv  heart 
That  the  poor  soldier  that  so  richly  fought. 
Whose  rags  sham'd  gilded  arms,  whose  naked  breast 
Stepp'd  before  targes  of  proof,  cannot  be  found: 
He  snail  be  happy  that  can  find  him,  if 
Our  grace  can  make  him  so. 

Bd.  I  never  saw 

Such  noble  fury  in  so  poor  a  thing ; 
Such  precious  deeds  in  one  that  promised  naught 
But  beggary  and  poor  looks. 

Cyvn,  No  tidings  of  him? 

Pis,  He  hatTi  been  searched  among  the  dead  and  living, 
Cut  no  trace  of  him. 

Cym.  To  my  grie^  T  am 

The  heir  of  his  reward,  which  I  will  add 
To  you,  the  liver,  heart,  and  brain  of  Britain, 

[To  Bel.,  Gui.,  and  Arv, 
Ty  whom  I  grant  she  lives.     'Tis  now  the  time 
To  ask  of  whence  you  are : — report  it. 

Bel  Sir, 

In  Cambria  are  we  bom,  and  gentlemen: 
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Further  to  boast  were  neither  true  nor  modest. 
Unless  I  add  we  are  honest. 

Cfym,  Bow  your  knees. 

Arise  my  knights  o^  the  battle :  I  create  you 
Companions  to  our  person,  and  will  fit  you 
With  dignities  becoming  your  estates. 

Enter  Corneuus  and  Ladies. 
There 's  business  in  these  febces. — Why  so  sadly 
Greet  you  our  victory?  you  look  like  Bomans, 
And  not  o*  the  court  of  Britain. 

Cor,  Hail,  great  king! 

To  sour  your  happiness,  I  must  report 
The  queen  is  dead. 

Cyni,  Who  worse  than  a  physician 

Would  this  report  become?    Bi  1 1  consider 
By  medicine  life  may  be  prolonged,  yet  death 
Will  seize  the  doctor  too. — How  ended  she? 

Cor.  With  horror,  m^dly  djdng,  like  her  life; 
Which,  being  cruel  to  tie  world,  concluded 
Most  cruel  to  herselfl     What  she  confess'd 
I  will  report,  so  please  you :  these  her  women 
Cao  trip  me  if  I  err ;  who  with  wet  cheeks 
Were  present  when  she  finish' d. 

Cym.  Pr'ythee^  say. 

Cor,  First,  she  confessed  she  never  lov'd  you ;  only 
Affected  greatness  got  by  you,  not  you : 
Married  your  royalty,  was  wife  to  your  place; 
Abhorr'd  your  person. 

Cpm,  She  alone  knew  this  ^ 

And  but  she  spoke  It  dying[,  I  would  not 
Believe  her  lij>s  in  opening  it.     Proceed. 

Cor,  Your  daughter,  wnom  she  bore  in  hand  to  love 
With  such  inte^ty,  she  did  confess 
Was  as  a  scorpion  to  her  sight ;  whose  life, 
But  that  her  night  prevented  it,  she  had 
Ta'en  off  by  poison. 

Cym.  0  most  delicate  fiend! 

Who  is't  can  read  a  woman? — Is  there  more? 

Cor.  More,  sir,  and  worse.     She  did  confess  she  had 
For  you  a  mortal  mineral ;  which,  being  took, 
Should  by  the  minute  feed  on  life,  and,  lingerine. 
By  inches  waste  you :  in  which  time  she  purposed, 
By  watching,  weeping,  tendance,  kissing,  to 
O'ercome  you  with  her  show ;  and  in  time. 
When  she  had  fitted  you  with  her  craft,  to  work 
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Her  son  into  the  adoption  of  the  crown : 
But,  failing  of  her  end  by  his  strange  absence, 
Grew  shameless-desperate ;  open'd,  in  despite 
Of  heaven  and  men,  her  purposes;  repented 
The  evils  she  hatched  were  not  effected;  so, 
Despairing,  died. 

Cym,  Heard  you  all  this,  her  women? 

1  Lady,  We  did,  so  please  your  highness. 

CyTn.  Mine  eyes 

Were  not  in  fault,  for  she  was  beautiful ; 
Mine  ears,  that  heard  her  flattery ;  nor  my  heart. 
That  thought  her  like  her  seeming ;  it  had  been  vicious 
To  have  mistrusted  her:  yet,  O  my  daughter  I 
That  it  was  folly  in  me  thou  mayst  say, 
And  prove  it  in  thy  feeling.    Heaven  mend  all  I 

Enter  Lucius,  Iachimo,  the  Soothsayer,  and  other  Koman 

Prisoners,  guarded;  Posthumus  behind,  and  Imogen. 
Thou  com'st  not,  Caius,  now  for  tribute ;  that 
The  Britons  have  raz*d  out,  though  with  the  loss 
Of  many  a  bold  one,  whose  kinsmen  have  made  suit 
That  their  good  souls  may  be  appeas*d  with  slaughter 
Of  you  their  captives,  which  ourself  have  granted: 
So,  think  of  your  estate. 

Luc  Consider,  sir,  the  chance  of  war :  the  day 
Was  yours  by  accident ;  had  it  gone  with  us 
We  should  not,  when  the  blood  was  cool,  have  threatened 
Our  prisoners  with  the  sword.    But  since  the  gods 
Will  have  it  thus,  that  nothing  but  our  lives 
May  be  call'd  ransom,  let  it  come :  sufficeth 
A  Koman  with  a  Roman's  heaii;  can  suffer : 
Augustus  lives  to  think  on't :  and  so  much 
For  my  peculiar  care.     This  one  thing  only 
I  will  entreat;  my  boy,  a  Briton  bom. 
Let  him  be  ransom'd :  never  master  had 
A  page  so  kind,  so  duteous,  diligent, 
So  teaader  over  his  occasions,  true. 
So  feat,  so  nurse-like:  let  his  virtue  join 
With  my  request,  which  1*11  make  bold  your  highness 
Cannot  deny ;  he  hath  done  no  Briton  harm 
Though  he  nave  serv*d  a  Roman :  save  him,  sir. 
And  spare  no  blood  beside. 

Cym.  I  have  surely  seen  him : 

His  favour  is  familiar  to  ma — 
Boy,  thou  hast  look'd  thyself  into  my  grace, 
And  art  mine  own. — I  know  not  why  nor  wherefore 
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To  say  live,  boy :  ne'er  thank  thy  master ;  live : 
And  ask  of  CymbeUne  what  boon  thou  wilt. 
Fitting  my  bounty  and  thy  state,  I'll  give  it  j 
Yea,  though  thou  do  demand  a  prisoner, 
The  noblest  ta'en. 

Imo,  I  humbly  thank  your  highnosa. 

Imc.  I  do  not  bid  thee  beg  my  life,  good  lad; 
And  yet  I  know  thou  wilt. 

Imo.  No,  no :  alaek. 

There 's  other  work  in  hand :  I  see  a  thing 
Bitter  to  me  as  death :  your  life,  good  master, 
Must  shuliie  for  itsell 

Luc  The  boy  disdains  me, 

He  leaves  me,  scorns  me :  briefly  die  their  joys 
That  place  them  on  the  truth  of  girls  and  boys. — 
Why  stands  he  so  perplex'd? 

Gym,  What  wouldst  thou,  boy  t 

I  love  thee  more  and  more :  think  more  and  more 
What's  best  to  ask.     Know'st  him  thou  look'st  on?  speak. 
Wilt  have  him  live?    Is  he  thy  kin?  thy  friend? 

Imo.  He  is  a  Roman ;  no  more  kin  to  me 
Than  I  to  your  highness ;  who,  being  bom  your  vassal. 
Am  something  nearer. 

Cym.  Wherefore  ey'st  him  so? 

Imo.  I'll  tell  you,  sir,  in  private,  if  you  please 
To  give  me  hearing. 

Cym.  Ay,  with  all  my  heart. 

And  lend  my  best  attention.    What 's  thy  name! 

Imo.  Fidde,  sir. 

Cym.  Thou'rt  my  good  youth,  my  page ; 

I'U  be  thy  master :  walk  witli  me ;  speak  freely. 

[Cym.  and  Imo.  converse  apart. 

Bel.  Is  not  this  boy  reviv'd  from  death? 

Arv.  One  sand  another 

Not  more  resembles  that  sweet  rosy  lad 
Who  died,  and  was  Fidele. — What  think  you? 

Oui.  The  same  dead  thing  alive. 

Bel.  Peace,  i)eace!  seefrirther;  he  eyes  ns  not;  forbear; 
Creatures  may  be  alike :  were't  he,  I  am  sure 
He  would  have  spoke  to  us. 

GuL  But  we  saw  him  dead. 

Bel.  Be  silent ;  let 's  see  further. 

Pis.  \a»kle.  J  It  is  my  mistress : 

Since  she  is  living,  let  the  time  run  on 
To  good  or  bad.  [Cym.  and  Imo.  comt  forward, 

Cym.  Come,  stand  thou  by  our  aide; 
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Make  thy  demand  aloud. — [To  Iach.]  Sir,  step  you  forth; 

Give  ansM'er  to  this  boy,  and  do  it  freely; 

Or,  by  our  greatness  and  the  grace  of  it. 

Which  is  our  honour,  bitter  torture  shall 

Winnow  the  truth  from  falsehood. — On,  8X)eak  to  him. 

Jjnu.  My  boon  is  that  this  gentleman  may  render 
Of  whom  he  had  this  ring. 

Post,  [aside,]  What 's  that  to  him? 

Cym,  That  diamond  upon  your  linger,  say, 
How  came  it  yours? 

Ia4:h.  Thou'lt  torture  me  to  leave  unspoke  i  that 
Which  to  be  spoke  would  torture  thee. 

Cym,  How!  me? 

Iach.  I  am  glad  to  be  constrain' d  to  utter  that  which 
Torments  me  to  conceaL     By  villany 
I  got  this  ring:  'twas  Leonatus'  jewel, 
Whom  thou  didst  banish;  and, — which  more  may  grieve 

thee. 
As  it  doth  me, — a  nobler  sir  ne'er  liv'd 
Twixt  sky  and  ground.     Wilt  thou  hear  more,  my  lord? 

Cym.  All  that  belongs  to  this. 

Jack,  That  paragon,  thy  daughter,— 

For  whom  my  heart  drops  blood,  and  my  false  spirits 
Quail  to  remember, — Give  me  leave;  I  faint. 

Cy9n.  My  daughter!  what  of  her?  Renew  thy  strength; 
T  had  rather  thou  shouldst  live  while  nature  will 
Than  die  ere  I  hear  more :  strive,  man,  and  speak. 

Iach.  Upon  a  time, — unhappy  was  the  clock 
That  struck  the  hour ! — it  was  in  Rome, — accurs'd 
The  mansion  where ! — 'twas  at  a  feast, — O,  would 
Our  viands  had  been  poison'd,  or  at  least 
Those  which  1  heav'd  to  head! — the  good  Posthumus,— 
What  should  I  say?  he  was  too  good  to  be 
Where  ill  men  were ;  and  was  the  best  of  all 
Amongst  the  rar'st  of  good  ones, — sitting  sadly, 
Hearing  us  praise  our  loves  of  Italy 
For  beauty  that  made  barren  the  swell'd  boast 
Of  him  that  best  could  speak ;  for  feature  laming 
The  shrine  of  Venus,  or  straight -pight  Minerva, 
Postures  bevond  brief  nature ;  for  condition, 
A  shop  of  all  the  qualities  that  man 
Loves  woman  for ;  besides  that  hook  of  wiving. 
Fairness  which  strikes  the  eye, — 

Cym,  I  stand  on  fire : 

Come  to  the  matter. 

Jack,  All  too  soon  I  shall. 
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Unless  thou  wouldst  ffrieve  quickly. — This  Posthumus, — 
Most  like  a  noble  lord  in  love,  and  one 
That  had  a  royal  lover, — took  his  hint ; 
And  not  dispraising  whom  we  prais'd, — therein 
He  was  as  calm  as  virtue, — ^he  oe^an 
His  mistress*  picture ;  which  by  ms  tongue  being  made^ 
And  then  a  mmd  put  in't,  either  our  brags 
Were  crack*d  of  kitchen  truUs,  or  his  description 
ProVd  us  unspeaking  sots. 
Cym.  Nay,  nay,  to  the  purposa 

lacK  Your  daughter's  chastity — there  it  begins. 
He  8X)ake  of  her  as  Dian  had  hot  dreams 
And  she  alone  were  cold :  whereat  I,  wretch, 
Made  scruple  of  his  praise ;  and  wager'd  with  him 
Pieces  of  gold,  'gainst  this,  which  then  he  wore 
Upcm  his  honour'd  finger,  to  attain 
In  suit  the  place  of 's  bed,  and  win  this  ring 
By  hers  and  mine  adultery :  he,  true  knight. 
No  lesser  of  her  honour  confident 
Than  I  did  truly  find  her,  stakes  this  ring; 
And  would  so,  had  it  been  a  carbuncle 
Of  Phoebus'  wheel ;  and  might  so  safely,  had  it 
Been  all  the  worth  of 's  car.     Away  to  Britain 
Post  I  in  this  design.    Well  may  you,  sir, 
Bemember  me  at  court,  where  I  was  taught 
Of  yoMv  chaste  daughter  the  wide  difference 
*Twixt  amorous  and  viUanous.     Being  thus  quencb'd 
Of  hope,  not  londng,  mine  Italian  brain 
'Gan  in  your  duller  jBritain  operate 
Most  vilely, — ^for  my  vantage  excellent; 
And,  to  be  brie^  my  practice  so  prevail'd 
That  I  retum'd  with  simular  proof  enough 
To  make  the  noble  Leonatus  mad, 
By  wounding  his  belief  in  her  renown 
With  tokens  thus  and  thus ;  averring  notes 
Of  chamber-hanging,  pictures,  this  her  bracelet,— 

0  cunning  how  I  got  it! — nay,  some  marks 
Of  secret  on  her  person,  that  he  could  not 
But  think  her  bond  of  chastity  quite  crack'd, 

1  having  ta'en  the  forfeit.     Whereupon, — 
Methinks  I  see  him  now, — 

Post,  [coming  forward,']    Ay,  so  thou  dost, 
Italian  fiend  I — ^Ah  me,  most  credulous  fool. 
Egregious  murderer,  thief,  anything 
That 's  due  to  all  the  villains  past,  in  being, 
To  come! — O,  give  me  cord,  or  knife,  or  poisosiy 
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Some  upright  justicer!    Thou,  king,  send  out 

For  torturers  ingenious :  it  is  I 

That  all  the  abhorred  things  o*  the  earth  amend 

Bv  being  worse  than  they.     I  am  Posthumus, 

That  kifl'd  thy  daughter : — vUlain-like,  I  lie, — 

That  caus'd  a  lesser  villain  than  myself, 

A  sacrilegious  thie^  to  do*t : — the  temple 

Of  virtue  was  she ;  yea,  and  she  herself. 

Spit,  and  throw  stones,  cast  mire  upon  me,  set 

The  dogs  o'  the  street  to  bay  me :  every  villain 

Be  call'd  Posthumus  Leonatus ;  and 

Be  villany  less  than  'twas! — 0  Imogen! 

M^  queen,  my  life,  my  wifel     O  Imogen, 

Imogen,  Imogen! 

Imo.  Peace,  my  lord ;  hear,  hear, — 

PosL  ShaD  's  have  a  play  of  this?    Thou  scornful  pase, 
There  lie  thy  part.  [Striking  her:  shejalU* 

Pis,  0,  gentlemen,  help! 

Mine  and  your  mistress! — O,  my  lora  Posthumus! 
You  ne'er  kill'd  Imogen  till  now. — Help,  help! — 
Mine  honoured  lady ! 

Cym.  Does  the  world  go  round  ? 

Post.  How  come  these  staggers  on  me  ? 

Pis,  Wake,  my  mistress  I 

Cym.  li  this  be  so,  the  gods  do  mean  to  staike  me 
To  death  with  mortal  joy. 

Pis.  How  fares  my  mistress? 

Imo,  0,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
Thou  gav'st  me  poison  :  dangerous  fellow,  hence! 
Breathe  not  where  princes  are. 

Cym.  The  tune  of  Imogen. 

Pis.  Lady, 
The  gods  throw  stones  of  sulphur  on  me  if 
That  box  I  gave  you  was  not  thought  by  me 
A  precious  tning :  I  had  it  from  the  queen. 

Cynu  New  matter  still  ? 

Imo»  It  poisoned  me. 

Cor.  O  gods!— 

I  left  out  one  thing  which  the  queen  confessed. 
Which  must  approve  thee  honest:  If  Pisanio 
Have,  said  she,  given  his  mistress  that  confection 
Which  I  gave  1dm  for  cordiai,  she  is  serv'd 
As  I  ioould  serve  a  rat. 

Cym.  What's  this,  Cornelius! 

Cor.  The  queen,  sir,  very  oft  importun'd  me 
To  temper  poisons  for  her ;  still  pretending 
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The  satisfaction  of  her  knowledge  on] v 

In  killing  creatures  vile,  as  cats  and  dogs. 

Of  no  esteem :  I,  dreading  that  her  purpose 

Was  of  more  dxuoger,  did  compound  for  ner 

A  certain  stuff,  which,  being  ta'en,  would  ceaae . 

The  present  power  of  Ufe ;  but  in  short  time 

All  offices  of  nature  should  again 

Do  their  due  functions. — Have  you  ta*en  of  itl 

Imo,  Must  like  I  did,  for  I  was  dead. 

Bel.  My  boys, 

There  was  our  error. 

Qui,  This  is  sure  Fidele. 

Imo,    %Vhy  did   you  throw  your   wedded   lady  from 
you? 
Think  that  you  are  upon  a  rock ;  and  now 
llirow  me  again.  [Emhrcuing  him. 

Post.  Hang  there  like  fruit,  my  soul, 

Till  the  tree  die! 

Cym.  How  now,  my  flesh,  my  child ! 

What,  mak'st  thou  me  a  dullard  in  this  act? 
Wilt  thou  not  speak  to  me? 

Into.  Your  blessing,  sir.     [Kneeling. 

Bel  Though  you  did  love  this  youth,  I  blame  ye  not ; 
You  had  a  motive  for  it     [  To  Guiderius  and  Aryi&agus. 

Cym.  My  tears  that  fall 

Proveholy  water  on  thee!     Imogen, 
Thy  mother's  dead. 

Imo.  I  am  sorry  for't,  my  lord. 

Cym.  0,  she  was  naught ;  and  long  of  her  it  was 
That  we  meet  here  so  st.\.iigely :  but  her  son 
Is  eone,  we  know  not  how  nor  where. 

Pis.  My  lord. 

Now  fear  is  from  me,  I'll  speak  trotK     Lord  Cloten, 
Upon  my  lady's  missing,  came  to  me 
With    his    sword    drawn;    foam'd    at    the   mouth,    and 

swore. 
If  I  diacover'd  not  which  way  she  was  gone, 
It  was  my  instant  death.     By  accident 
I  had  a  feigned  letter  of  my  master's 
Then  in  my  pocket ;  which  directed  him 
To  seek  her  on  the  mountains  near  to  Milford ; 
Where,  in  a  frenzy,  in  my  master's  garments. 
Which  he  enforc'd  from  me,  away  he  posts 
With  imchaste  purpose,  and  with  oath  to  violate 
My  lady's  honour :  what  became  of  him 
I  further  know  not. 
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Gui.  Let  me  end  the  story: 

I  slew  him  there. 

Cym.  Marry,  the  gods  forfend ! 

T  would  not  thy  good  deeds  should  from  my  lips 
Pluck  a  hard  sentence :  pr'ythee,  valiant  youth, 
Deny't  again. 

Gui.  I  have  spoke  it,  and  I  did  it. 

Cym,  He  was  a  prince. 

Chii.  A  most  incivil  one :  the  wrongs  he  did  me 
Were  nothing  prince-like ;  for  he  did  provoke  me 
With  language  that  would  make  me  spurn  the  sea, 
If  it  could  so  roar  to  me :  I  cut  off 's  head ; 
And  am  right  glad  he  is  not  standing  here 
To  tell  this  tale  of  mine. 

Cym,  I  am  sorry  for  thee : 

By  thine  own  tongue  thou  art  condemned,  and  must 
Endure  our  law:  thou'rt  dead. 

Imo,  That  headless  man 

I  thought  had  been  my  lord. 

Gym.  Bind  the  offender, 

And  take  him  from  our  presence. 

Bel.  Stay,  sir  king : 

This  man  is  better  than  the  man  he  slew, 
As  well  descended  as  thyself;  and  hath 
More  of  thee  merited  than  a  band  of  Clotens 
Had  ever  scar  for. — Let  his  arms  alone;        [To  the  Guard, 
They  were  not  bom  for  bondage. 

Cym.  Why,  old  soldier, 

wot  thou  undo  the  worth  thou  art  unpaid  for 
By  tastmg  of  our  wrath?    How  of  descent 
As  good  as  we? 

A7ih  In  that  he  spake  too  far. 

Cym.  And  thou  shalt  die  for't. 

DeL  We  wiU  die  all  three : 

But  I  will  prove  that  two  on's  are  as  cood 
As  I  have  given  out  him.  — My  sons,  I  must. 
For  mine  own  part,  unfold  a  dangerous  sj^eech, 
Though,  haply,  well  for  you. 

A  rv.  Your  danger 's 

Oursi 

Gut,  And  our  good  his. 

BeL  Have  at  it,  then! — 

By  leave, — thou  hadst,  great  king,  a  subject  who 
Was  caU'd  Belarius. 

Cym.  What  of  him?  he  18 

A  bauish'd  traitor. 
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Bel,  ^  He  it  is  that  bath 

Assum'd  this  age:  indeed,  a  banished  man; 
1  know  not  bow  a  traitor. 

Cym.  Take  him  hence : 

The  whole  world  shall  not  save  him. 

BeL  Not  too  hot! 

First  pay  me  for  the  nursing  of  thy  sous; 
A  nd  let  it  be  confiscate  all  so  soon, 
As  I  have  received  it. 

Cj/m,  Nursing  of  my  sons ! 

BeL  I  am  too  blunt  and  saucy :  here 's  my  knee: 
Ere  I  arise  I  will  prefer  my  sons ; 
Then  spare  not  the  old  father.     Mighty  sir, 
These  two  young  gentlemen,  that  call  me  father. 
And  think  they  are  my  sons,  are  none  of  mine ; 
They  are  the  issue  of  your  loins,  my  Hege, 
Ana  blood  of  your  begetting. 

Cyin.  How!  my  issue! 

BeL  So  sure  as  you  your  father's.     1,  old  Morgan, 
Am  that  Belarius  whom  you  sometime  banish'd : 
Your  pleasure  was  my  mere  offence,  my  punishment 
Itself^  and  all  my  treason ;  that  I  suffered 
Was  all  the  harm  I  did.    These  gentle  princes, — 
For  such  and  so  they  are, — ^these  twenty  years 
Have  I  train'd  up :  those  arts  they  have  as  I 
Could  ^ut  into  them ;  my  breeding  was,  sir,  as 
Your  hiehness  knows.    Their  nurse,  Euriphile, 
Whom  for  the  theft  I  wedded,  stole  these  children 
Upon  my  banishment :  I  mov'd  her  to*t ; 
Having  receiv'd  the  punishment  before 
For  that  which  I  did  then :  beaten  for  loyalty 
Excited  me  to  treason :  their  dear  loss, 
The  more  of  you  'twas  felt,  the  more  it  shap'd 
Unto  my  end  of  stealing  them.     But,  gracious  sir, 
Here  are  your  sons  again ;  and  I  must  lose 
Two  of  the  sweet'st  companions  in  the  world : — 
The  benediction  of  these  covering  heavens 
FaU  on  their  heads  like  dew!  for  they  are  worthy 
To  inlay  heaven  with  stars. 

Cym,  Thou  weep'st,  and  speak'st 

The  service  that  you  three  have  done  is  more 
Unlike  than  this  thou  tell'st.    I  lost  my  children: 
If  these  be  they,  I  know  not  how  to  wish 
A  pair  of  worthier  sons. 

BeL  Be  pleas'd  awhile.-^ 

This  gentleman,  whom  I  call  Polydore, 
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Most  worthy  prioce,  as  yours,  is  true  Guideriuat 
This  gentleman,  my  Cadwal,  Arviragus, 
Your  younger  princely  son;  l)f>,  sff.  was  ia.'pd 
In  a  most  curious  mantle,  wrought  by  the  hand 
Of  his  queen  mother,  which,  for  more  probation, 
I  can  with  ease  produce. 

Cym.  Guiderius  had 

Upon  his  neck  a  mole,  a  sanguine  star; 
It  was  a  mark  of  wonder. 

Bel  This  is  he; 

Who  hath  upon  him  still  that  natural  stamp: 
It  was  wise  nature's  end  in  the  donation. 
To  be  his  evidence  now. 

Cym,  0,  what,  am  I 

A  mother  to  the  birth  of  three?    Ne'er  mother 
Rejoic'd  deliverance  more. — Blessed  may  you  be. 
That,  after  this  strange  starting  from  your  orbs, 
You  may  reign  in  them  now ! — O  Imogen, 
Thou  hast  lost  by  this  a  kingdom. 

Imo,  No,  my  lord ; 

I  have  got  two  worlds  by't  — 0  my  gentle  r- others. 
Have  we  thus  met?    O,  never  say'hereafter 
But  I  am  truest  speaker :  you  call'd  me  brother 
When  I  was  but  your  sister;  I  you  brothers 
When  you  were  so  indeed. 

Cym.  Did  you  e*er  meet? 

Arv.  Ay,  my  good  lord. 

Chii.  And  at  first  meeting  lov*d; 

Continued  so  xmtil  we  thought  he  died. 

Cor,  By  the  queen's  dram  she  swalloVd. 

Cym,  0  rare  instinct! 

When  shall  1  hear  all  through?    This  fierce  abridgment 
Hath  to  it  circumstantial  branches,  which 
Distinction  should  be  rich  in. — Where?  how  liv*d  you? 
And  when  came  you  to  serve  our  Roman  captive? 
How  parted  Mdth  your  brothers?  how  first  met  them? 
Whv  fied  you  from  the  court?  and  whither?    These, 
And  your  three  motives  to  the  battle,  with 
I  know  not  how  much  more,  should  be  d€»'>ianded ; 
And  all  the  other  by -dependencies. 
From  chance  to  rhance :  but  nor  the  time  nor  pl-.ce 
Will  serve  oui   t  tg  inter'gatories.     See, 
Posthumus  anchors  upon  Imogen; 
And  she,  like  harmless  lightmng,  throws  her  eye 
On  him,  her  brothers,  me,  her  master ;  hitting 
Fach  object  with  a  joy :  the  counterchange 
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Is  severally  in  all. — Let's  ouit  this  ground, 
And  smoke  the  temple  with  our  sacrifices. — 
Thou  art  my  brother;  so  we'll  hold  thee  ever. 

[To  BKLARin^ 

Imo.  You  are  my  father  too ;  and  did  relieve  me, 
To  see  this  gracious  season. 

Cywi.  All  o'erjo^d, 

Save  these  in  bonds :  let  them  be  joyftil  too, 
For  they  shall  taste  our  comfort. 

/tta  My  good  master, 

1  will  yet  do  you  service. 

LtLC.  Happy  be  yon! 

Cym,  The  forlorn  soldier,  that  so  nobly  fought. 
He  wotdd  have  well  becom'd  this  place,  and  grac'd 
The  thankings  of  a  king. 

Post  1  am,  sir, 

The  soldier  that  did  company  these  three 
In  poor  beseeming ;  'twas  a  fitment  for 
The  purj>ose  i  then  foUow'd. — That  I  was  he, 
Speak,  lacbimo :  I  had  you  down,  and  might 
Have  made  you  finish. 

lack.  I  am  down  again :  [Kneeling* 

But  now  my  heavy  conscience  sinks  my  knee, 
As  then  your  force  did.     Take  that  life,  beseech  you, 
Which  I  so  often  owe :  but  your  ring  first ; 
And  here  the  bracelet  of  the  truest  princess 
That  ever  swore  her  faith.  . 

Post,  Kneel  not  to  me : 

The  power  that  I  have  on  you  is  to  spare  you ; 
The  malice  towards  you  to  forgive  you :  live, 
And  deal  with  others  better. 

Cym.  Nobly  doom'd! 

We'll  learn  our  freeness  of  a  son-in-law ; 
Pardon  's  the  word  to  all. 

Arv.  You  holp  us,  sir. 

As  vou  did  mean  indeed  to  be  our  brother ; 
Joy  d  are  we  that  you  are. 

Post.  Your  servant,  princes. — Good  my  lord  of  Romc^ 
Call  forth  your  soothsayer :  as  I  slept,  methought 
Great  Jupiter,  upon  his  eagle  back, 
Appear'd  to  me,  with  other  spritely  shows 
Of  mine  own  kindred :  when  I  wak'd  I  found 
This  label  on  my  bosom ;  whose  containing 
Is  so  from  sense  in  hardness  that  I  can 
Mjxke  no  collection  of  it :  let  him  show 
His  skill  in  the  construction. 
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Luc  Philarmonus, — 

Sooth.  Here,  my  good  lord. 

Luc  Bead,  and  declare  the  meaning. 

Sooth,    [reads.]    Whenas  a  liori's  whelp  shall,  to  hinutef/ 
unknown^  toitlumt  teehing  fjid,  and  he  embraced  by  a  piece 
of  tender  air;  and  when  Jrom  a  stately  cedar  shall  be  lopped 
branches,  which,  being  dead  many  years,  shall  after  revive, 
be  jointed  to  the  old  stock,  and  freshly  grow ;  thfin  shall 
Posthumua   end    his  miseries,   Britain    be  fortunate,  ami 
flourish  in  peace  and  plenty, 
Thon,  Leonatus,  art  the  lion's  whelp ; 
The  fit  and  apt  construction  of  thy  name, 
•  Being  Leo-natus,  doth  import  so  much : 
The  piece  of  tender  air,  thy  virtuous  daughter,      [To  Cyvl 
Which  we  call  Tnollis  a^r;  and  mollis  aer 
We  term  it  mulier:  which  mulier  I  divine 
Is  this  most  constant  wife ;  who  even  now. 
Answering  the  letter  of  the  oracle. 
Unknown  to  you,  unsought,  were  clipp'd  about 
With  this  most  tender  air. 

Cym.  This  hath  some  seemitig. 

Sooth.  The  lofty  cedar,  royal  Cymbcline, 
Personates  thee :  and  thy  lopp'd  branches  point 
Thy  two  sons  forth,  who,  by  Belarius  stol'n, 
For  many  years  thought  dead,  are  now  reviv'd. 
To  the  majestic  cedar  joined ;  whose  issue 
Promises  Britain  peace  and  plenty. 

Cym.  Well, 

By  peace  we  will  begin : — and,  Caius  Lucius, 
Although  the  victor,  we  submit  to  Caesar, 
And  to  the  Roman  empire ;  promising 
To  pay  our  wonted  tribute,  from  the  which 
We  were  dissuaded  by  our  -wicked  queen ; 
Whom  heavens,  in  justice  both  on  her  and  hers. 
Have  laid  most  heavy  hand. 

Sooth,  The  fingers  of  the  powers  above  do  tune 
The  harmony  of  this  peace.     The  vision. 
Which  I  made  known  to  Lucius  ere  the  stroke 
Of  this  yet  scarce-cold  battle,  at  this  instant 
Is  full  accomplish' d ;  for  the  Boman  easjle, 
From  south  to  west  on  wing  soaring  aloft, 
Lessen'd  herself,  and  in  the  beams  o'  the  sun 
So  vanish'd :  which  foreshow'd  our  princely  eagle^ 
The  imperial  Caesar,  should  again  unite 
His  favour  with  the  radiant  Cymbeline, 
Which  shines  here  in  the  west. 
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Cym,  Laud  we  the  gods; 

And  let  onr  crooked  smokes  climb  to  their  nostrils 
From  our  bless'd  altars.     Publish  we  this  peace 
To  all  our  subjects.     Set  we  forward:  let 
A  Roman  and  a  British  ensign  wave 
Friendly  together:  so  through  Lud's  town  march r 
And  in  the  temple  of  great  Jupiter 
Our  peace  we'll  ratify;  seal  it  with  feasts. — 
Set  on  there ! — Never  was  a  war  did  cease. 
Ere  bloody  hands  were  wash'd,  >vith  such  a  peao&  [BoBewUm 
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PERSONS  REPRESENTED. 


-  Sons  to  Titus  Akdronicu& 


SATXTRNiNtrs,  Son  to  the  late  Emperor  of  Rome,  and  after* 

toards  declared  Emperor. 
Bassianus,  Brother  to  Saturnintjs,  in  love  with  Lavinia. 
Titus  Amdbonicus,  a  noble  Roman,  General  agaiwtt  the 

Goths. 
Marcus  Anbronicus,  Tribune  qf  the  People,  and  Brother 

to  Titus. 
Lucius,    ' 

QUINTUS, 

Maktius, 

MUTIUS, 

Young  Lucius,  a  Bop,  Son  to  Lucirs. 

PuBLius,  Son  to  Marcus  tlie  Trilmr^ 

uEmilius,  a  noble  Roman, 

Alarbus,      ) 

Demetrius,  >  Sons  to  Tamora. 

Chiron,        i 

Aaron,  a  Moor,  beloved  by  Tamora. 

A  Captain,  Tribune,  Messenger,  and  Clown, — Romans, 

GotLs  and  Romans. 

Tamora,  Queen  o/tJie  Goths, 

Lavinia,  Daughter  to  Titus  Andronicus. 

A  Nurse,  and  a  black  Child. 

Klinsmen  of  Titus,  Senators,  Tribunes,  Officers,  Soldiers^ 
and  Attendants. 

SCENE,— Rome,  aTul  the  Country  near  it. 
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ACT  L 
SCENE  L— RoMK     Before  tUt  CapUol, 

The  Tomb  of  the  Andronio  appearing;  the  Tribunes  and 
Senators  aloft.    Enter,  below,  Saturninus  and  his  Fol- 
lowers on  one  side,  and  BAsaiAUVS  and  his  Followers  oik 
the  other,  toith  drums  and  colours. 
Sat.  Noble  patricians,  patrons  of  my  right, 

Defend  the  justice  of  my  cause  with  arms ; 

And,  countrymen,  my  loving  followers, 

Plead  my  successive  title  with  your  swords : 

I  am  his  first-bom  son  that  was  the  last 

That  wore  the  imperial  diadem  of  Rome : 

Then  let  my  fath^s  honours  live  in  me, 

Nor  wrong  mine  ase  with  this  indignity. 
Ba^.  Eomans, — mends,  followers,  favourers  of  my  right, — 

If  ever  Bassianns,  Caesar's  son. 

Were  gracious  in  the  eyes  of  royal  Rome, 

Keep,  then,  this  passage  to  the  Capitol ; 

And  suffer  not  dishonour  to  approach 

The  imperial  seat,  to  virtue  consecrate, 

To  justice,  continence,  and  nobility : 

But  let  desert  in  pure  election  shine ; 

And,  Romans,  fight  for  freedom  in  your  choice. 

Enter  Marcus  Andronicus  aloft,  with  the  crown. 
Marc  Princes,— that  strive  by  factions  and  by  friends 
Ambitiously  for  rule  and  empery, — 
Know  that  the  people  of  Rome,  for  whom  we  stand 
A  special  party,  have  by  common  voice, 
In  election  for  the  Roman  empery, 
Chosen  Andronicus,  surnamed  Pius 
For  many  good  and  great  deserts  to  Rome : 
A  nobler  man,  a  braver  warrior. 
Lives  not  this  day  within  the  city  walls: 
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He  by  the  senate  is  accited  home 

From  weary  wars  against  the  barbarous  Goths ; 

That,  with  his  sons,  a  terror  to  our  foes. 

Hath  yok*d  a  nation  strong,  trained  up  in  arms. 

Ten  yeurs  are  spent  since  farst  he  undertook 

This  cause  of  Kome,  and  chastised  with  arms 

Our  enemies'  pride :  iive  times  he  hath  return'd 

Bleeding  to  E^me,  bearing  his  valiant  sons 

In  coffii^  from  the  field ; 

And  now  at  last,  laden  with  honour's  spoils, 

Returns  the  good  Andronicus  to  Home, 

Renowned  Titus,  flourishing  in  arms. 

Let  us  entreat, — ^by  honour  of  his  name 

Whom  worthily  you  would  have  now  succeed. 

And  in  the  Capitol  and  senate's  right. 

Whom  you  pretend  to  honour  and  adore, — 

That  ^ou  withdraw  you,  and  abate  year  strength ; 

Disnuss  your  followers,  and,  as  suitors  should, 

Plead  your  deserts  in  peace  and  humbleness. 

Sat.  How  fair  the  tribune  speaks  to  calm  my  thoughts  I 

Ba8.  Marcus  Andronicus,  so  I  do  affy 
In  thy  uprightness  and  inte^ity. 
And  so  I  love  and  honour  thee  and  thine. 
Thy  noble  brother  Titus  and  his  sons. 
And  her  to  whom  my  thoughts  are  humbled  all. 
Gracious  Lavinia,  Rome's  nch  ornament. 
That  I  will  here  dismiss  my  loving  friends ; 
And  to  my  fortunes  and  the  people's  favour 
Commit  my  cause  in  balance  to  be  weigh'd. 

[Exeunt  the  Followers  ofB\3, 

Sat  Friends,  that  have  been  thus  forward  in  my  right, 
1  thank  you  all,  and  here  dismiss  you  all ; 
And  to  the  love  and  favour  of  my  country 
Commit  myself  my  person,  and  the  cause. 

[Exeunt  the  Followers  o/*Sat. 
Rome,  be  as  just  and  gracious  unto  me 
As  t  am  contident  and  kind  to  thee. — 
Open  the  ^ates,  tribunes,  and  let  me  in. 

Ba^.  Tribunes,  and  me,  a  poor  competitor. 
[Flourish,    Exeunt;  Sat.  and  Bas.  go  up  into  the  CapitoL 

Enter  a  Captain. 
Cap.  Romans,  make  way.     The  good  Andronicus, 
Patron  of  virtue,  Rome's  best  champion, 
Successful  in  the  battles  that  he  fights, 
With  honour  and  with  fortune  is  return'd 
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From  where  he  circumscribed  with  his  sword. 
And  brought  to  yoke,  the  enemies  of  Rome. 

Flourish  of  trumpets,  <fcc     Enter  Martius  and  MuTius; 

cjter  them  tvx)  Men  hearing  a  coffin  covered  with  black; 

tJien  Lucius  and  Quintus.    After  them  Titus  Andro- 

Nicus;  and  titen  Tamora,  toith  Alarbus,  Demetrius, 

Chiron,  Aaron,  and  other  Goths,  prisoners;    Soldiers 

and  People  following.     The  bearors  set  down  the  coffin, 

and  Titus  speaks. 

Tit,  Hail,  Rome,  victorious  in  thy  mouminjEj  weedal 
Lo,  as  the  bark  that  hath  discharged  her  fraught 
Returns  with  precious  lading  to  the  bay 
From  whence  at  first  she  weighed  her  anchorage, 
Cometh  Andronicus,  bound  with  laurel  boughs, 
To  re-salute  his  country  with  his  tears, — 
Tears  of  true  joy  for  his  return  to  Rome.— 
Thou  great  defender  of  this  Capitol, 
Stand  gracious  to  the  rites  that  we  intend! — 
Romans,  of  iive-and-twentjr  valiant  sons. 
Half  of  the  number  that  King  Priam  had, 
Behold  the  poor  remains,  alive  and  dead! 
These  that  survive  let  Rome  reward  with  love; 
These  that  I  bring  unto  their  latest  home, 
With  burial  amount  their  ancestors : 
Here  Goths  have  given  me  leave  to  sheathe  my  sword. 
Titus,  unkind,  and  careless  of  thine  own. 
Why  suffer'st  thou  thy  sons,  unburied  yet, 
To  hover  on  the  dreadful  shore  of  Styx? — 
Make  way  to  lay  them  by  their  brethren.  — 

[The  tomb  is  ojtencd. 
There  greet  in  silence,  as  the  dead  are  wont, 
And  sleep  in  peace,  slaia  in  your  coimtry's  wars! 
O  sacred  Receptacle  of  my  joys. 
Sweet  cell  of  virtue  and  nobility. 
How  many  sons  of  mine  hast  thou  in  store, 
That  thou  wilt  never  render  to  me  more! 

Imc.  Give  us  the  proudest  prisoner  of  the  Groths, 
That  we  may  hew  his  limbs,  and  on  a  pile 
Ad  mane^fratrum  sacrifice  his  flesh 
Before  this  earthly  prison  of  their  bones ; 
That  so  the  shadows  be  not  unappeas'd. 
Nor  we  disturb'd  with  prodigies  on  earth. 

l^it.  I  give  him  you, — ^the  noblest  that  survives. 
The  eldest  son  of  this  distressed  queen. 

Tarn,  Stay,  Roman  brethren !— Gracious  conqueroc^ 
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Victorious  Titus,  rue  the  tears  I  shed, 
A  mother's  tears  in  passion  for  her  son : 
And  if  thy  sons  were  ever  dear  to  thee, 
O,  think  my  son  to  be  as  dear  to  me! 
Sufficeth  not  that  we  are  brought  to  Rome, 
To  beautify  thy  triumphs  and  return, 
Captive  to  thee  and  to  thy  Eoman  yoke ; 
But  must  my  sons  be  slaughtered  in  the  streets 
For  valiant  doings  in  their  country's  cause? 
O,  if  to  fight  for  King  and  common  weal 
Were  piety  in  thine,'  it  is  in  these. 
Andronicus,  stain  not  thy  tomb  with  blood : 
Wilt  thou  draw  near  the  nature  of  the  gods? 
Draw  near  them,  then,  in  being  mercifm : 
Sweet  mercy  is  nobility's  true  badce : 
Thrice-noble  Titus,  spare  my  first-Dom  son. 

Tit.  Patient  yourself^  madam,  and  pardon  me. 
These  are  their  brethren,  whom  you  Goths  beheld 
Alive  and  dead ;  and  for  their  brethren  slain 
Religiously  they  ask  a  sacrifice : 
To  this  your  son  is  mark'd ;  and  die  he  must, 
To  appease  their  groaning  shadows  that  are  gone. 

Luc  Away  with  him  !  and  make  a  fire  straight; 
And  with  our  swords,  upon  a  }>ile  of  wood. 
Let 's  hew  his  limbs  till  they  be  clean  consumed. 

[Exeunt  Luc,  Quin.,  Ma&c.,  arid  Mut.,  loith 
Alarbus. 

Tarn.  0  cruel,  irreli^ous  piety! 

Chi,  Was  ever  Scytma  half  so  barbarous? 

Dem,  Oppose  not  Scythia  to  ambitious  Rome. 
Alarbus  goes  to  rest ;  and  we  survive 
To  tremlue  under  Titus'  threatening  looks. 
Then,  madam,  stand  resolv'd ;  but  hope  withal 
The  self-same  ^ods  that  arm'd  the  Queen  of  Troy 
With  opportunity  of  sharp  revenge 
Upon  the  Thracian  tyrant  in  his  tent. 
May  favour  Tamora,  the  queen  of  Goths, — 
When  Goths  were  Goths  and  Tamora  was  queen, — 
To  quit  the  bloody  wrongs  ui)on  her  foes. 

He-enter  Lucius,  Qthntus,  Marttus,  and  Mutius,  with 
their  swords  bloody, 

Luc.  See,  lord  and  father,  how  we  have  perfonn'd 
Our  Roman  rites :  Alarbus'  limbs  are  lopp'd, 
And  entrails  feed  the  sacrificing  fire, 
Wliose  smoke  like  incense  doth  perfiune  the  sky 
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Kemainetli  naught  but  to  inter  our  brethren. 
And  with  loud  'larums  welcome  them  to  Home. 

Tit,  Let  it  be  so,  and  let  Andronicus 
Make  this  his  latest  farewell  to  their  souls. 

[Trumpets  sounded  and  the  coffin  laid  in  the  lo7nb. 
In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ; 
Rome's  readiest  champions,  repose  you  here  in  rest, 
Secure  from  worldly  chances  and  mishaps! 
Here  lurks  no  treason,  here  no  envy  swells, 
Here  ^w  no  damned  grudges ;  here  are  no  stonn^ 
1^0  noise,  but  silence  and  eternal  sleep: 

Enter  Lavinia- 

In  peace  and  honour  rest  you  here,  my  sons ! 

Lav.  In  peace  and  honour  live  Lord  Titus  long; 
My  noble  lord  and  father,  live  in  fame  I 
Lo,  at  this  tomb  my  tributary  tears 
I  render  for  my  brethren's  obsequies ; 
And  at  thy  feet  I  kneel,  with  tears  of  joy 
Shed  on  the  earth  for  thy  return  to  Rome : 
O,  bless  me  here  with  thy  victorious  hand, 
Whose  fortunes  Rome's  best  citizens  applaud ! 

7^it.  Kind  Rome,  that  hast  thus  lovmgly  reserved 
The  cordial  of  mine  age  to  glad  my  heart! — 
Lavinia,  live;  outlive  thy  Sither's  days, 
And  fame's  eternal  date,  for  virtue's  praise! 

Enier^  below,  Marcus  Andronicus  and  Tribunes ;  re-enter 
Saturninus,  Bassianus,  and  Attendants. 

Marc  Long  live  Lord  Titus,  my  beloved  brother, 
Gracious  tritSmipher  in  the  eyes  of  Rome! 

Q'iL  Thanks,  gentle  tribune,  noble  brother  Marcus. 

Marc.  And  welcome,  nephews,  from  successful  wars, 
You  that  survive  and  you  that  sleep  in  fame! 
Pair  lords,,  your  fortunes  are  alike  in  all. 
That  in  your  country's  service  drew  your  swords : 
But  safer  triumph  is  this  funeral  pomp 
That  hath  aspir'd  to  Solon's  happmess. 
And  triumphs  over  chance  in  honour's  bed. — 
Titus  Andronicus,  the  people  of  Rome, 
Whose  Mend  in  justice  thou  hast  ever  been. 
Send  thee  by  me,  their  tribune  and  their  trust, 
This  palliament  of  white  and  spotless  hue; 
And  name  thee  in  election  for  the  empire 
With  these  our  late>deceased  emperor  s  sonsi 
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Be  candidatus,  then,  and  put  it  on. 

And  help  to  set  a  head  on  headless  Rome. 

TiL  A  better  head  her  glorious  body  fits 
Than  his  that  shakes  for  age  and  feebleness : 
What,  should  I  don  this  robe  and  trouble  you? 
Be  chosen  with  proclamations  to-day. 
To-morrow  yield  up  rule,  resign  my  life, 
And  set  abroach  new  business  for  yon  all? 
Borne,  T  have  been  thy  soldier  forty  years. 
And  led  my  country's  strength  successfully. 
And  buriea  one-ana-twenty  valiant  eons, 
Knighted  in  field,  slain  manfully  in  arms. 
In  right  and  service  of  their  noble  country : 
Give  me  a  staff  of  honour  for  mine  age. 
But  not  a  sceptre  to  control  the  world : 
Upright  he  held  it,  lords,  that  held  it  last. 

Marc.  Titus,  thou  shalt  obtain  and  ask  the  empery. 

Sat.  Proud  and  ambitious  tribune,  canst  thou  tellt 

Tit.  Patience,  Prince  Satuminus. 

Sat.  Romans,  do  nie  right;— 

Patricians,  draw  your  swords,  and  sheathe  them  not 
Till  Satuminus  be  Rome's  emperor. — 
Andronicus,  would  thou  wert  shipp'd  to  hell 
Rather  than  rob  me  of  the  people's  hearts ! 

-Lmc  Proud  Saturnine,  interrupter  of  the  good 
That  noble-minded  Titus  means  to  thee ! 

Tit.  Content  thee,  prince ;  I  will  restore  to  thee 
The  people's  hearts,  and  wean  them  from  themselves. 

-ffflw.  Andronicus,  I  do  not  flatter  thee, 
But  honour  thee,  and  will  do  till  I  die : 
My  faction  if  thou  strengthen  with  thy  friends, 
I  will  most  thankful  be ;  and  thanks  to  men 
Of  noble  minds  is  honourable  meed. 

Tit  People  of  Rome,  and  people's  tribunes  here^ 
I  ask  your  voices  and  your  suffrages : 
Will  you  bestow  them  friendly  on  Andronicus? 

Trib.  To  gratify  the  good  Andronicus, 
And  gratulate  his  safe  return  to  Rome, 
The  people  will  accept  whom  he  admits. 

Tit.  Tribunes,  I  thank  you :  and  this  suit  I  make^ 
That  you  create  your  emperor  s  eldest  son. 
Lord  Saturnine ;  whose  virtues  will,  I  hope, 
Reflect  on  Rome  aa  Titan's  rays  on  earth. 
And  ripen  justice  in  this  commonweal : 
Then,  if  you  will  elect  by  my  advice, 
Crown  him,  and  aay,  Long  live  our  emperor  i 
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Marc,  With  voices  and  applause  of  every  sort. 
Patricians  and  plebeians,  we  create 
Lord  Satuminus  Rome's  great  eraperor; 
And  say,  Long  live  our  emperor  Saturnine  f  [A  long  Jlauriah. 

Sat.  Titus  Andronicus,  for  thy  favours  done 
To  us  in  our  election  this  day 
I  give  thee  thanks  in  part  of  thy  deserts, 
And  will  with  deeds  requite  thy  gentleness; 
And  for  an  onset,  Titus,  to  advance 
Thy  name  and  honourable  family,  ^ 

Lavinia  will  I  make  my  empress. 
Home's  royal  mistress,  mistress  of  my  heart, 
And  in  the  sacred  Pantheon  her  espouse : 
Tell  me,  Andronicus,  doth  this  motion  ]>lea8e  thee? 

Tit.  It  doth,  mv  worthv  lord ;  and  in  this  match 
I  hold  me  highly  honour  a  of  your  grace : 
And  here,  in  sight  of  Rome,  to  Saturnine, — 
King  and  commander  of  our  commonweal. 
The  wide  world's  emperor, — do  I  consecrate 
My  sword,  my  chariot,  and  my  prisoners ; 
Presents  well  worthy  Rome's  Imperial  lord : 
Receive  them,  then,  the  tribute  that  I  owe, 
Mine  honour's  ensigns  humbled  at  thy  feet. 

Sat.  Thanks,  noble  Titus,  father  of  my  life! 
How  proud  I  am  of  thee  and  of  thy  gifts 
Rome  shall  record ;  and  when  I  do  forget 
The  least  of  these  unspeakable  deserts, 
Romans,  forget  your  fealty  to  me. 

TU.    [to  I'amora.]   Now,  madam,  are  you  prisoner  to  an 
emi)eror; 
To  him  that  for  your  honour  and  your  state 
Will  use  you  nobly  and  your  followers. 

8a;t.  A  goodly  lady,  trust  me ;  of  the  hue 
That  I  would  choose  were  I  to  choose  anew. — 
Clear  up,  fair  queen,  that  cloudy  countenance : 
Though    chance  of  war   hath   wrought   this   change    of 

cheer, 
Thou  com'st  not  to  be  made  a  scorn  in  Rome : 
Princely  shall  be  thy  usage  every  way. 
Rest  on  my  word,  and  let  not  discontent 
Daunt  all  your  hopes :  madam,  he  comforts  you 
Can  make  you  greater  than  the  Queen  of  Goths. — 
Lavinia,  you  are  not  displeas'd  with  this? 

Lav,  Not  I,  my  lord ;  sith  true  nobility 
Warrants  these  words  in  princely  courtesy. 

Sai.  Thanks,  sweet  Lavinia. — Romans,  let  us  got 
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Ransomless  here  we  set  our  prisoners  free : 
Proclaim  our  honours,  lords,  with  trump  and  drum. 

[Flourish.     Sat.  courts  Tamora  in  dumb  show. 

Bas.  Lord  Titus,  by  your  leave,  this  maid  is  mine. 

[Seiadng  Lavinia. 

Tit.  How,  sir!  are  you  in  earnest,  then,  my  lord? 

Bds.  Ay,  noble  Titus ;  and  resolv'd  withal 
To  do  myself  this  reason  and  this  right. 

Marc.  Suum  cuique  is  our  Roman  justice: 
This  prince  in  justice  seizeth  but  his  own. 

Luc  And  that  he  will  and  shall,  if  Lucius  live. 

Tit.  Traitors,  avaimt ! — ^Where  is  the  emperor^s  guard? — 
Treason,  my  lord, — Lavinia  is  surpris'd! 

Sat.  Surpris'd!  by  whom? 

Bas.  By  him  that  justly  may 

Bear  his  betroth'd  from  all  the  world  away. 

[Exmmt  Bas.  and  Mar.  with  Lav. 

Mut.  Brothers,  help  to  convey  her  hence  away. 
And  with  my  sword  Til  keep  this  door  safe. 

[JSxeunt  Lua,  QuiN.,  and  Mar. 

Tit  FoUow,  my  lord,  and  Til  soon  bring  her  back. 

Mut.  My  lord,  you  pass  not  here. 

Tit.  What,  villain  boy! 

Barr'st  me  my  way  in  Rome?  [Stabhirig  MuTrus. 

Mut.  Help,  Lucius,  help!        [Duss, 

^  Re-enter  Lucius. 

Xttc.  My  lord,  you  cire  unjust ;  and  more  than  so, 
Li  wrongful  quarrel  you  have  slain  your  son. 

Tit.  Nor  thou  nor  he  are  any  sons  of  mine; 
My  sons  would  never  so  dishonour  me : 
Traitor,  restore  Lavinia  to  the  emperor. 

Luc.  Dead,  if  you  will ;  but  not  to  be  his  wife. 
That  is  another's  lawful  promis'd  love.  [EAt. 

Sat  No,  Titus,  no ;  the  emperor  needs  her  not, 
Nor  her,  nor  thee,  nor  any  of  thy  stock : 
I'll  trust  by  leisure  him  that  mocks  me  once ; 
Thee  never,  nor  thy  traitorous  haughty  sons, 
Confederates  all  thus  to  dishonour  me. 
Was  there  none  else  in  Rome  to  make  a  stale 
But  Saturnine?    Full  well,  Andronicus, 
Agree  these  deeds  with  that  proud  brag  of  thine. 
That  said'st  I  begg'd  the  empire  at  thy  hands. 

Tit.  0  monstrous !  what  reproachful  words  are  these? 

SaL  But  go  thy  ways ;  go,  give  that  changing  piece 
To  him  that  flourish'd  for  her  with  his  aword : 
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A  valiant  son-in-law  thou  shalt  enjoy ; 
One  fit  to  bandy  with  thy  lawless  sons, 
To  mffle  in  the  commonwealth  of  Rome. 

TU.  These  words  are  razors  to  my  wounded  heart. 

8aL  And  therefore,  lovely  Tamora,  Queen  of  Goths, — 
That,  like  the  stately  Phoebe  'mongst  her  nymphs. 
Dost  overshine  the  ^allant'st  dames  of  Rome, — 
If  thou  be  pleas'd  with  this  my  sudden  choice, 
Behold,  I  choose.thee,  Tamora,  for  my  bride, 
And  wiU  create  thee  empress  of  Rome. 
Speak,  Queen  of  Goths,  dost  thou  applaud  my  choice? 
And  here  I  swear  by  all  the  Roman  gods,— 
Sith  priest  and  holy  water  are  so  near. 
And  tapers  bum  so  bright,  and  everything 
In  readiness  for  Hymenaeus  stand, — 
I  will  not  re-salute  the  streets  of  Rome, 
Or  climb  my  palace,  till  from  forth  this  place 
I  lead  espous  d  my  bride  along  with  me. 

Tarn,  And  here,  in  sight  of  heaven,  to  Rome  I  swear. 
If  Saturnine  advance  the  Queen  of  Goths, 
She  will  a  handmaid  be  to  his  desires, 
A  loving  nurse,  a  mother  to  his  youth. 

Sat  Ascend,  fair  queen.  Pantheon. — Lords,  accompany 
Your  noble  emperor  and  his  lovely  bride. 
Sent  by  the  heavens  for  Prince  Saturnine, 
Whose  wisdom  hath  her  fortune  conquered : 
There  shall  we  consummate  our  spousal  rites. 

[Exeunt  Sat.  and  his  Followers ;  Tasl 
and  her  sons;  Aaron  and  Goths. 

TU,  I  am  not  bid  to  wait  upon  this  bride. — 
Titus,  when  wert  thou  wont  to  walk  alone. 
Dishonoured  thus,  and  challenged  of  wrongs? 

JRe-enter  Marcus,  Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 

Marc,  0  Titus,  see,  0  see  what  thou  hast  done! 
In  a  bad  quarrel  slain  a  virtuous  son. 

Tit.  No,  foolish  tribune,  no ;  no  son  of  mine, — 
Nor  thou,  nor  these,  confederates  in  the  deed 
That  hath  dishonour'd  all  our  family ; 
Unworthy  brother  and  unworthy  sons ! 

Luc,  But  let  us  give  him  burial,  as  becomes; 
Give  Mutius  burial  with  our  brethren. 

Tit,  Traitors,  away !  he  rests  not  in  this  tomb : — 
This  monument  five  hundred  years  hath  stood. 
Which  I  have  sumptuously  re-edified : 
Here  none  but  soldiers  and  Rome's  servitois 
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Repose  in  fame ;  none  basely  slain  in  brawls : — 
Bury  him  where  you  can,  he  comes  not  here. 

marc  My  lord,  this  is  impiety  in  you : 
My  nephew  Mutius'  deeds  do  plead  for  him ; 
He  must  be  buried  with  his  brethren. 

Quin.  and  Mart  And  shsdl,  or  him  we  wUl  accompany. 

Tit  And  shall!     Wha*  villain  was  it  spake  that  wordt 

Qain.  He  that  would  vouch  it  in  any  place  but  here. 

Tit,  What,  would  you  bury  him  in  my  despite? 

Marc  No,  noble  Titus ;  but  entreat  of  thee 
To  pardon  Mutius,  and  to  bury  him. 

TU.  Marcus,  even  thou  hast  struck  upon  my  crest, 
And  with  these  boys  mine  honour  thou  hast  wounded: 
My  foes  I  do  repute  you  every  one ; 
So  trouble  me  no  more,  but  get  you  gone. 

Mart,  He  is  not  with  himself;  let  us  withdraw. 

Quirk  Not  I,  till  Mutius'  bones  be  buried. 

[Marcus  and  the  Sons  o/ Titus  kneeL 

Marc  Brother,  for  in  that  name*  doth  nature  plead, — 

Quin,  Father,  and  in  that  name  doth  nature  speak, — 

Tit..  Speak  thou  no  more,  if  all  the  rest  will  speed. 

Marc  Renowned  Titus,  more  than  half  my  soul, — 

Luc  Dear  father,  soul  and  substance  of  us  all, — 

Marc  Suffer  thy  brother  Marcus  to  inter 
His  noble  nei)hew  here  in  virtue  s  nest. 
That  died  in  honour  and  Lavinia's  cause : 
Thou  art  a  Roman, — be  not  barbarous. 
The  Greeks  ujion  advice  did  bury  Ajax, 
That  slew  himself;  and  wise  Laertes'  son 
Did  graciously  plead  for  his  funerals : 
Let  not  young  Mutius,  then,  that  was  thy  joy, 
Be  barr'd  his  entrance  here. 

Tit.  Rise,  Marcus,  rise: 

The  dismall'st  day  is  this  that  e'er  I  saw. 
To  bo  dishonour'a  by  my  sons  in  Rome! — 
Well,  bury  him,  and  bury  me  the  next. 

[Mutius  is  put  into  the  tomb, 

Luc  There  lie  thy  bones,  sweet  Mutius,  with  thy  friends. 
Till  we  with  trophies  do  adorn  thy  tomb. 

AU,  [kneelvng,'\  No  man  shed  tears  for  noble  Mutius ; 
He  lives  in  fame  that  died  in  virtue's  cause. 

Marc  My  lord, — to  step  out  of  these  dreary  dumps,-" 
How  comes  it  that  the  subtle  Queen  of  Goths 
Is  of  a  sudden  thus  advanc'd  in  Rome? 

Tit  I  know  not,  Marcus ;  but  I  know  it  is, — 
Whether  by  device  or  no,  the  heavens  can  tell: 
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Is  she  not,  then,  beholden  to  the  man 
That  brought  her  for  this  high  good  turn  so  far? 
Marc  Yes,  and  will  nobly  him  remimerate. 

Flourish,    Re-enter,   at  one  side,   Saturntnus    attended; 

Tamora,  Demetrius,  Chiron,  and  Aaron  :  at  the  olher^ 

Bassianus,  Lav  INI  a,  and  others. 

SaL  So,  Bassianns,  you  have  play'd  your  prize : 
God  give  you  joy,  sir,  of  your  gallant  bride! 

Bas,  And  you  of  yours,  my  lord !  I  say  no  more, 
Nor  wdsh  no  less ;  and  so  I  take  my  leave. 

Sat.  Traitor,  if  Rom&  have  law  or  we  have  power, 
Thou  and  thy  faction  shall  repent  this  rape. 

Ba^.  Kape,  call  you  it,  my  lord,  to  seize  my  own, 
My  true-betrothed  love,  ana  now  my  wife? 
But  let  the  laws  of  Rome  determine  all ; 
Meanwhile  I  am  i)osses8'd  of  that  is  mine. 

Sat,  *Tis  good,  sir :  you  are  very  short  with  us ; 
But  if  we  live  we'll  be  as  sharp  virith  you. 

Ba^  My  lord,  what  I  have  done,  as  best  I  may, 
Answer  I  must,  and  shall  do  with  my  life. 
Only  thus  much  I  give  your  grace  to  know, — 
By  all  the  duties  that  I  owe  to  Rome, 
This  noble  gentieman.  Lord  Titus  here, 
Is  in  opinion  and  in  honour  wrong'd. 
That,  m  the  rescue  of  Lavinia, 
With  his  own  hand  did  slay  his  youngest  son. 
In  zeal  to  you,  and  highly  mov*d  to  wrath 
To  be  controll'd  in  that  he  frankly  gave : 
Receive  him,  then,  to  favour,  Saturnine, 
That  hath  express'd  himself,  in  all  his  deeds, 
A  father  and  a  friend  to  thee  and  Rome. 

Tit.  Prince  Bassianus,  leave  to  plead  my  deeds: 
'Tis  thou  and  those  that  have  dishonoured  me. 
Rome  and  the  rishteous  heavens  be  my  judge 
How  I  have  lov'd  and  honoured  Saturnine ! 

Tarn,  My  worthy  lord,  if  ever  Tamora 
Were  gracious  in  those  princely  eyes  of  thine, 
Then  hear  me  speak  indifferently  for  all ; 
And  at  my  suit,  sweet,  pardon  what  is  past. 

Sat.  What,  madam !  be  dishonoured  openly. 
And  basely  put  it  up  without  revenge? 

Tarn.  Not  so,  my  lord ;  the  gods  of  Rome  forfend 
I  should  be  author  to  dishonour  you! 
But  on  mine  honour  dare  I  undertake 
For  good  Lord  Titus'  innocence  in  all. 
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Who5!«  fiiry  not  dissembled  speaks  his  griefs : 

Then  at  my  suit  look  graciously  on  him ; 

Lose  not  so  noble  a  friend  on  vain  8up]:)ose, 

Nor  with  sour  looks  afflict  his  gentle  heart. — 

My  lord,  be  rul'd  by  me,  be  won  at  last;  [Adde, 

Dissemble  all  your  griefs  and  discontents : 

You  are  but  newly  planted  in  your  throne ; 

Lest,  then,  the  people  and  patricians  too, 

UiK)n  a  just  survey,  take  Titus*  part, 

And  so  supplant  you  for  ingratitude,—- 

Which  Rome  reputes  to  be  a  heinous  sin, — 

Yield  at  entreats ;  and  then  let  me  alone  i 

I'll  find  a  day  to  massacre  them  all, 

And  raze  their  faction  and  their  family. 

The  cruel  father  and  his  traitorous  sons, 

To  whom  I  siaed  for  my  dear  son's  life ; 

And  make  t^m  know  what  'tis  to  let  a  queen 

Kneel  in  the  streets  and  beg  for  grace  in  vain. — 

Come,  come,  sweet  emperor, — come,  Andronicus, — 

Take  up  this  good  old  man,  and  cheer  the  heart 

That  dies  in  tempest  of  thy  angry  frown. 

Sat.  Eise,  Titus,  rise ;  my  empress  hath  prevailed. 

Tit,  I  thank  your  majesty  and  her,  my  lord : 
These  words,  these  looks,  infuse  new  life  in  me. 

Tarn,  Titus,  I  am  incorporate  in  Rome, 
A  Roman  now  adopted  happily. 
And  must  advise  the  emperor  for  his  good. 
This  day  aU  quarrels  die,  Andronicus"; — 
And  let  it  be  mine  honour,  good  my  lord. 
That  I  have  reconcil'd  your  niends  and  you. — 
For  you.  Prince  Bassianus,  I  have  pass'd 
My  word  and  promise  to  the  emperor 
That  you  will  be  more  mild  and  tractable. — 
And  fear  not,  lords, — ^and  you,  Lavinia, — 
By  my  advice,  all  humbled  on  ^our  knees, 
You  shall  ask  pardon  of  his  majesty. 

Luc.  We  do ;  and  vow  to  heaven  and  to  his  highness 
That  what  we  did  was  mildly  as  we  might. 
Tendering  our  sister's  honour  and  our  own. 

Marc.  That  on  mine  honour  here  I  do  protest. 

Sat.  Away,  and  talk  not ;  trouble  us  no  more. 

Tarn.  Nay,  nay,  sweet  emperor,  we  must  all  be  frieads! 
The  tribune  and  his  nephews  kneel  for  grace ; 
I  will  not  be  denied:  sweet  heart,  look  back. 

Sat.  Marcus,  for  thy  sake  and  thy  brother's  hore^ 
And  at  my  lovely  Tamora's  entreats. 
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1  do  remit  these  yoimg  men's  heinous  faults : 
Stand  up. — 

liavinia,  though  you  left  me  like  a  churl, 
1  found  a  friend ;  and  sure  as  death  I  swore 
I  would  not  part  a  bachelor  from  the  priest. 
Come,  if  the  emjwror  s  court  can  feast  two  brides, 
You  are  my  guest,  Ijavinia,  and  your  friends. 
This  day  shall  be  a  love-day,  Tamora. 

Tit.  To-morrow,  an  it  please  your  majesty 
To  hunt  the  panther  and  the  hart  with  me, 
With  horn  and  hound  we'll  give  your  grace  bonjour. 

Sat,  Be  it  so,  Titus,  and  gramercy  too.  {Extxinl, 


ACT  11. 
SCENE  L—RoME.     Before  tJie  Palace 

Enter  Aaron. 
Aar.  Now  climbeth  Tamora  Olympus*  top, 
Safe  out  of  fortune's  shot ;  and  sits  aloft, 
Secure  of  thunder's  crack  or  lightning's  flash ; 
Advanc'd  above  pale  envy's  threatenmg  reach. 
As  when  the  golden  sun  salutes  the  mom. 
And,  having  ^t  the  ocean  with  his  beams, 
Gallops  the  zodiac  in  his  glistering  coach, 
And  overlooks  the  highest-peering  hills ; 
So  Tamora : 

Upon  her  will  doth  earthly  honour  wait. 
And  virtue  stoops  and  trembles  at  her  frown. 
Then,  Aaron,  arm  thy  heart  and  iit  thy  thoughts 
To  mount  aloft  with  thy  imperial  mistress, 
And  mount  her  pitch,  whom  thou  in  triumph  long 
Hast  prisoner  held,  fetter'd  in  amorous  chains, 
And  mster  bound  to  Aaron's  charming  eyes 
Than  is  Prometheus  tied  to  Caucasus. 
Away  with  slavish  weeds  and  servile  thoughts! 
£  will  be  bright,  and  shine  in  pearl  and  gold. 
To  wait  upon  this  new-made  empress. 
To  wait,  said  1  ?  to  wanton  with  this  queen. 
This  goddess,  this  Semiramis,  this  nymph. 
This  syren,  that  wiU  charm  Rome's  Saturnine, 
And  see  his  shipwreck  and  his  conmionweal'a.-* 
Uollai  what  stoim  is  thist 
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Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron  braving, 

Dem,  ChiroD,  thy  years  want  wit,  thy  wit  wants  yXge 
And  manners,  to  intrude  where  I  am  grac'd ; 
And  may,  for  aught  thou  kuow^st,  affected  be. 

Chi.  Demetrius,  thou  dost  over- ween  in  all; 
And  so  in  this,  to  bear  me  down  with  braves. 
'Tis  not  the  difference  of  a  year  or  two 
Makes  me  less  gracious  or  thee  more  fortunate: 
I  am  as  able  and  as  fit  as  thou 
To  serve  and  to  deserve  my  mistress*  grace ; 
And  that  my  sword  upon  thee  shall  approve, 
And  plead  my  passions  for  Lavinia  s  love. 

A<ir,  [aside.]  Clubs,  dubs !  these  lovers  will  not  keep  the 
peace. 

Dem.  Why,  boy,  although  our  mother,  unadvised. 
Gave  you  a  dancing-rapier  oy  your  side. 
Are  you  so  desperate  grown  to  threat  your  friends? 
Qo  to ;  have  your  lath  glu'd  within  your  sheath 
Till  you  know  better  how  to  handle  it. 

Chi.  Meanwhile,  sir,  with  the  little  skill  I  have, 
Full  well  shalt  thou  perceive  how  much  I  dare. 

Dem.  Ay,  boy,  grow  ye  so  brave?  [They  draw. 

Aar.  [coming fonoard.]   Why,  how  now,  lords  1 
So  near  the  emperor's  palace  dare  you  draw. 
And  maintain  such  a  quarrel  openly? 
Full  well  I  wot  the  ground  of  all  this  grudge : 
I  would  not  for  a  mulion  of  gold 
The  cause  were  known  to  them  it  most  concerns; 
Nor  would  your  noble  mother  for  much  more 
Be  so  dishonoured  in  the  court  of  Rome. 
For  shame,  put  up. 

Dem.  Not  I,  till  I  have  sheath'd 

My  rapier  in  his  bosom,  and  withal 
Thrust  these  reproachful  speeches  down  his  throat 
That  he  hath  breath'd  in  my  dishonour  here. 

ChL  For  that  I  am  prepared  and  full  resolv'd, — 
Foul-s^ken  coward,  that  thunder'st  with  thy  tongue, 
And  with  thy  weapon  notliing  dar'st  perform. 

Aar.  Away,  I  say! — 
Now,  by  the  gods  that  warlike  Goths  adore. 
This  petty  brabble  will  undo  us  alL — 
Why,  lords,  and  think  you  not  how  dangerous 
It  is  to  jet  upon  a  prince's  right? 
What,  is  Lavinia,  then,  become  so  loose^ 
Or  Bassianus  so  degenerate. 
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That  for  her  love  such  quarrels  may  be  broach'd 
Without  controlment,  justice,  or  revenge? 
Young  lords,  beware !  and  should  the  empress  know 
This  aiscord's  ground,  the  music  would  not  please. 

Chi.  I  care  not,  I,  knew  she  and  all  the  world : 
I  love  Lavinia  more  than  all  the  world. 

Dem.  Youngling,  learn  thou  to  make  some  meaner  choice : 
Lavinia  is  thine  ekler  brother's  hope. 

Aar.  Why,  are  you  mad?  or  know  ye  not  in  Kome 
How  furious  and  impatient  they  be. 
And  cannot  brook  competitors  in  love? 
I  tell  ^ou,  lords,  you  do  but  plot  your  deaths 
By  this  device. 

Chi,  Aaron,  a  thousand  deaths 

Would  I  propose  to  achieve  her  whom  1  love. 

A ar.  To  achieve  her ! — How? 

Dem,  Why  mak'st  thou  it  so  st-inge? 

She  is  a  woman,  therefore  may  be  woo'd ; 
She  is  a  wonian,  therefore  may  be  won ; 
She  is  Lavinia,  therefore  must  be  lov'd. 
What,  man!  more  water  glideth  by  the  mill 
Than  wots  the  miller  of;  and  easy  it  is 
Of  a  cut  loaf  to  steal  a  shive,  we  know : 
Though  Bassianus  be  the  emjieror's  brother. 
Better  than  he  have  worn  Vulcan's  badge. 

Aar.  [aside.]  Ay,  and  as  good  as  Satuminus  may. 

Dem.  Then  why  should  he  despair  that  knows  to  court  it 
With  words,  fair  looks,  and  liberality? 
What,  hast  not  thou  full  often  struck  a  doe. 
And  borne  her  cleanly  by  the  keeper's  nose  ? 

Aar.  Why,  then,  it  seems  some  certain  snatch  or  so 
Would  serve  your  turns. 

('hi  Ay,  80  the  turn  were  serv'd- 

Dem,  Aaron,  thou  hast  hit  it. 

Aar.  Would  you  had  hit  it  tool 

Then  should  not  we  be  tir'd  with  this  ado. 
Why,  hark  ye,  hark  ye, — and  are  you  such  fools 
To  square  for  this?    Would  it  offend  you,  then, 
That  both  should  speed? 

Chi,  Faith,  not  me. 

Dem.  Nor  me,  so  I  were  one. 

Aar.  For  shame,  be  friends,  and  join  for  that  you  jar  t 
*Tis  policy  and  stratagem  must  do 
That  you  affect ;  and  so  must  you  resolve 
That  what  you  cannot  as  you  would  achieve, 
You  must  perforce  accomplinh  as  you  may. 

\  OL.  V.  2  E 
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Take  this  of  me, — Lucrece  was  not  more  chaste 

Than  this  Lavinia,  Bassianus'  love. 

A  speedier  course  than  lingering  languishment 

Must  we  pursue,  and  I  have  found  the  path. 

My  lords,  a  solemn  hunting  is  in  hand ; 

There  will  the  lovely  Roman  ladies  troop : 

The  forest-walks  are  wide  and  spacious ; 

And  many  unfrequented  plots  there  are 

Fitted  by  kind  for  rape  and  viilany : 

Single  you  thither,  then,  this  dainty  doe. 

And  strike  her  home  by  force  if  not  by  words: 

This  way,  or  not  at  all,  stand  you  in  hoi)e. 

Come,  come,  our  empress,  with  her  sacred  ^^n.t 

To  viilany  and  vengeance  consecrate. 

Will  we  acquaint  with  all  that  we  intend  ; 

And  she  shall  file  our  engines  with  advice 

That  will  not  suffer  you  to  square  yourselves. 

But  to  your  wishes'  height  advance  you  both. 

The  emperor's  court  is  Eke  the  house  of  fame. 

The  palace  full  of  tongues,  of  eyes,  and  ears : 

The  woods  are  ruthless,  dreadful,  deaf^  and  dull ; 

There  speak  and  strike,  brave  boys,  and  take  your  turns; 

There  serve  your  lust,  shadow'd  from  heaven's  eye, 

And  revel  in  Lavinia' s  treasury. 

Chi.  Thy  counsel,  lad,  smells  of  no  cowardice. 

Dem.  Sit /as  aut  nefas^  till  I  find  the  stream 
To  cool  this  heat,  a  charm  to  calm  these  fits, 
Per  Styga,  per  manes  vehor,  [ExeunL 


SCENE  11. — A  Forest  near  Rome :  a  Lodge  seen  at  a  distance* 
Horns  and  cry  of  hounds  heard. 

Enter  Titus  Andronicus,  with  Hunters,  cfrc,  Marcus, 
Lucius,  Quintus,  and  Martius. 

Tit.  The  hunt  is  up,  the  mom  is  bright  and  gay, 
The  fields  are  fragrant,  and  the  woods  are  green. 
Uncouple  here,  and  let  us  make  a  bay, 
And  wake  the  emjieror  and  his  lovely  bride, 
And  rouse  the  prince,  and  ring  a  hunter's  i>eal. 
That  all  the  court  may  echo  with  the  noise. 
Sons,  let  it  be  your  charge,  as  it  is  ours, 
To  attend  the  emperor's  person  carefully : 
I  have  been  troubled  in  my  sleep  this  night, 
But  dawning  day  new  conifort  hath  inspir'd. 
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Horns  wind  a  peal    Enter  Satitrninus,  Tamora,  Bassia- 

Nus,  Lavinia,  Demetrius,  Chiron,  and  Attendants. 
Many  good -morrows  to  your  majesty; — 
Madam,  to  you  as  many  and  as  good : — 
I  promised  your  grace  a  hunter's  peal. 

Sat.  And  you  nave  rung  it  lustily,  ray  lord ; 
Somewhat  too  early  for  new-married  ladies. 

Ba^.  Lavinia,  how  say  you? 

Lav.  I  say  no ; 

I  have  been  broad  awake  two  hours  and  more. 

Sat  Come  on,  then,  horse  and  chariots  let  us  havo. 
And  to  our  sport.  — [  To  Tamora.]   Madam,  now  shall  ye  see 
Our  Roman  hunting. 

Marc.  I  have  dogs,  my  lord, 

Will  rouse  the  proudest  panther  in  the  chase, 
And  climb  the  highest  promontory  top. 

Tit.  And  I  have  horse  will  follow  where  the  game 
Makes  way,  and  run  like  swallows  o'er  the  plain. 

Dem.  Chiron,  we  hunt  not,  we,  with  horse  nor  hound. 
But  hope  to  pluck  a  dainty  doe  to  ground.  {Extant, 


SCENE  III.— ^  lonely  part  of  the  FaresL 

Enter  Aaron  with  a  bag  of  gold. 
Aar,  He  that  had  wit  would  think  that  I  had  none, 
To  bury  so  much  gold  under  a  tree, 
And  never  after  to  inherit  it. 
Let  him  that  thinks  of  me  so  abjectly 
Know  that  this  gold  must  coin  a  stratagem. 
Which,  cunningly  effected,  will  beget 
A  very  excellent  piece  of  villany: 

And  so  repose,  sweet  gold,  for  their  unrest  [Hides  the  gold. 
That  have  their  alms  out  of  the  empress'  chest. 

Enter  Tamora. 
Tarn.  My  lovely  Aaron,  wherefore  look'st  thou  sad 
When  everything  doth  make  a  gleeful  boast? 
The  birds  chant  melody  on  every  bush ; 
The  snake  lies  rolled  in  the  cheerful  sun ; 
The  green  leaves  quiver  with  the  cooling  wind. 
And  make  a  chequer'd  shadow  on  the  giound : 
Under  their  sweet  shade,  Aaron,  let  us  sit. 
And,  whilst  the  babbling  echo  mocks  the  hounds 
Replying  shrilly  to  the  well-tun'd  horns. 
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As  if  a  doable  bnnt  were  heard  at  ODce, 
Let  OS  sit  down  and  mark  their  yelping  noise ; 
And, — after  conflict  such  as  was  supposed 
The  wandering  prince  and  Dido  once  enjoy'd. 
When  with  a  happy  storm  they  were  suri)ris'd. 
And  curtain 'd  with  a  connsei-keeping  cave, — 
We  may,  each  wreathed  in  the  other's  arms. 
Our  pastimes  done,  i>ossess  a  golden  slumber; 
Whiles  hounds  and  noms  and  sweet  melodious  birds 
Be  unto  us  as  is  a  nurse's  song 
Of  lidlaby  to  brin?  her  babe  asleep. 

Aar.  Madam,  though  Venus  govern  your  dcsiresi 
Saturn  is  dominator  over  mine : 
What  signifies  my  deadly-standing  eye. 
My  silence  and  my  cloudy  mehmcholy. 
My  fleece  of  woolly  hair  that  now  uncurla 
Even  as  an  adder  when  she  doth  unroll 
To  do  some  fatal  execution? 
No,  madam,  these  are  no  venereal  signs, 
Vengeance  is  in  my  heart,  death  in  my  hand. 
Blood  and  revenge  are  hammering  in  my  head. 
Hark,  Tamora, — the  empress  of  my  soul. 
Which  never  hopes  more  heaven  than  rests  in  theo^^- 
This  is  the  day  of  doom  for  Bassiauus : 
His  Philomel  must  lose  her  tongue  to-day; 
Thy  sons  make  pillage  of  her  chastity. 
And  wash  their  nands  in  Bassianus'  blood. 
Seest  thou  this  letter  ?  take  it  up,  I  pray  thee^ 
And  give  the  king  this  fatal-plotted  scrolL —  ^ 
Now  question  me  no  more, — we  are  es]»ied; 
Here  comes  a  parcel  of  our  hopeful  booty. 
Which  dreads  not  yet  their  lives'  destruction. 

Tarn,  Ah,  my  sweet  Moor,  sweeter  to  me  than  life ! 

Aar.  No  more,  great  empress,  Bassianus  comes: 
Be  cross  with  him ;  and  I'll  go  fetch  thy  sons 
To  back  thy  quarrels,  whatsoe'er  they  be.  [Exit, 

Enter  Bassianus  and  Layinia. 

Bos,  Who  have  we  here?   Home's  royal  empress, 
Dnfumish'd  of  her  well -beseeming  troop? 
Or  is  it  Dian,  habited  like  her. 
Who  hath  abandoned  her  holy  groves 
To  see  the  general  himting  in  tms  forest? 

Tarn.  Saucy  controller  of  our  private  stexwl 
Had  I  the  power  that  some  say  Dian  had, 
Tliy  temples  should  be  planted  presently 
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With  horns,  as  was  Actaeon's;  and  the  hoiuids 
Should  drive  upon  thy  new-transformed  limbs, 
Unmannerly  intruder  as  thou  art! 

Lav,  Under  your  patience,  gentle  empress, 
'Tis  thought  you  have  a  goodly  gift  in  homing ; 
And  to  be  doubted  that  your  Moor  and  you 
Are  singled  forth  to  try  exT>eriments : 
Jove  shield  your  husband  from  his  hounds  to-dayl 
*Tis  pity  they  should  take  him  for  a  stag. 

Baa,  ^Believe  me,  queen,  your  swarth  Cimmerian 
Doth  make  your  honour  of  his  body's  hue, 
S]K>tted,  detested,  and  abominable. 
Why  are  you  sequestered  from  all  your  train, 
Dismounted  from  your  snow-white  goodly  steed. 
And  wander'd  hither  to  an  obscure  plot. 
Accompanied  but  with  a  barbarous  Moor, 
Kfoul  desire  had  not  conducted  you? 

Lav,  And,  being  intercepted  in  your  sporty 
Great  reason  that  my  noble  lord  be  rated 
For  sauciness.— I  pray  you,  let  us  hence. 
And  let  her  joy  her  raven-colour' d  love ; 
This  valley  fits  the  purpose  passing  welL 

Bas.  The  king  my  brother  shall  have  note  of  this. 

Lav,  A-Y,  for  these  slips  have  made  him  noted  long: 
Good  king,  to  be  so  mightily  abus'd ! 

Tarn.  Why  have  I  patience  to  endure  all  this? 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron. 

Dem,  How  now,  dear  sovereign,  and  our  gracious  mother  I 
Why  doth  your  highness  look  so  pale  and  wan? 

l^am.  Have  I  not  reason,  think  you,  to  look  pale? 
These  two  have  'tic'd  me  hither  to  this  place : — 
A  barren  detested  vale  you  see  it  is ; 
The  trees,  though  summer,  yet  forlorn  and  lean. 
Overcome  with  moss  and  baleful  mistletoe : 
Hei-e  never  shines  the  sun ;  here  nothing  breeds, 
Unless  the  nightly  owl  or  fatal  raven : — 
And  when  they  show'd  me  this  abhorred  pit 
They  told  me,  here  at  dead  time  of  the  night 
A  thousand  fiends,  a  thousand  hissing  sn&es, 
I'en  thousand  swelling  toads,  as  many  urchins, 
Would  make  such  fearful  and  confused  cries 
As  any  mortal  body  hearing  it 
Should  straight  fall  mad  or  else  die  suddenly. 
Ko  sooner  had  they  told  this  hellish  taJe 
But  sti-aight  they  told  me  they  would  bind  me  here 
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Uiik)  the  body  of  a  dismal  yew, 
And  leave  me  to  this  miserable  death : 
And  then  they  called  me  foul  adulteress. 
Lascivious  Groth,  and  all  the  bitterest  tei  ais 
That  ever  ear  did  hear  to  such  effect : 
And  had  you  not  by  wondrous  fortune  come, 
I'his  vengeance  on  me  had  they  executed. 
Revenge  it,  as  you  love  your  mother's  life, 
Or  be  ye  not  henceforth  call'd  my  children. 

Dem,  This  is  a  Mritness  that  I  am  thy  son. 

[Stabs  BASSIANF& 

Chi,  And  this  for  me,  struck  home  to  show  my  strength. 
[Also  stabs  Bas.,  who  dies. 

Lav.  Ay,  come,  Semiramis, — nay,  barbarous  Tamora, 
For  no  name  fits  thy  nature  but  thy  own! 

Tarn.  Give  me  thy  poniard ; — ^you  shall  know,  my  boy% 
Your  mother's  hand  shall  right  your  mother's  wrong. 

Dem.  Stay,  madam ;  here  is  more  belongs  to  her ; 
First  thrash  the  com,  then  after  bum  the  straw: 
This  minion  stood  upon  her  chastity. 
Upon  her  nuptial  vow,  her  loyalty, 
And  with  that  painted  hope  braves  your  mightiness: 
And  shall  she  carry  this  unto  her  grave? 

Chi,  An  if  she  do,  I  would  I  were  an  eunuch. 
Drag  hence  her  husband  to  some  secret  hole. 
And  make  his  dead  trunk  pillow  to  our  lust. 

Tarn.  But  when  ye  have  the  honey  ye  desire, 
Let  not  this  wasp  outlive,  us  both  to  sting. 

Chi.  I  warrant  you,  madam,  we  will  make  that  sttre.— 
Come,  mistress,  now  j)erforce  we  will  enjoy 
That  nice-preserved  honesty  of  yours. 

Lav.  0  Tamora !  thou  bear'st  a  woman's  face, — 

Tom.  I  will  not  liear  her  speak ;  away  with  her! 

Lao.  Sweet  lords,  entreat  her  hear  me  but  a  word. 

Dem.  Listen,  fair  madam :  let  it  be  your  glory 
To  see  her  tears ;  but  be  your  heart  to  them 
As  unrelenting  flint  to  drops  of  rain. 

Lav.  When  did  the  tiger's  young  ones  teach  the  dam? 
O,  do  not  learn  her  wratn, — she  taught  it  thee ; 
The  milk  thou  suck'dst  from  her  did  turn  to  marble ; 
Even  at  thy  teat  thou  hadst  thy  tyranny. — 
Yet  every  mother  breeds  not  sons  alike : 
Do  thou  entreat  her  show  a  woman  pity.  [To  Chtron. 

Chi.  What,  wouldst  thou  have  me  prove  myself  a  bastard? 

Lav.  'Tis  true,  the  raven  doth  not  hatch  a  lark : 
Yet  have  I  heard, — 0,  could  I  find  it  nowl — 
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The  lioQ,  mov'd  with  pity,  did  endure 
To  have  his  princely  paws  par'd  all  away: 
Some  say  that  ravens  foster  forlorn  children, 
The  whUst  their  own  birds  famish  in  their  nests 
O,  be  to  me,  though  thy  hard  heart  say  no, 
Nothing  so  kind,  but  something  pitifnl! 

Tarn.  1  know  not  what  it  means : — away  with  her! 

Lav.  0,  let  me  teach  thee !  for  my  father's  sake, 
That  gave  thee  life,  when  well  he  might  have  slain  thee^ 
Be  not  obdurate,  open  thy  deaf  ears. 

Tarn,  Hadst  thou  in  person  ne'er  offended  me, 
Even  for  his  jsake  am  I  pitiless. — 
Remember,  boys,  I  pour'd  forth  tears  in  vain 
To  save  your  brother  from  the  sacrifice ; 
But  tierce  Andronicus  would  not  relent : 
Therefore  away  with  her,  and  use  her  as  you  will ; 
The  worse  to  her  the  better  lov'd  of  me. 

Lav.  0  Tamora,  be  call'd  a  gentle  queen. 
And  with  thine  own  hands  kill  me  in  this  place! 
For  'tis  not  life  that  I  have  begg'd  so  long ; 
Poor  I  was  slain  when  Bassianus  died. 

Tarn.  "What  begg'st  thou,  then?  fond  woman,  let  me  go. 

Lav.  'Tis  present  death  I  beg ;  and  one  thing  more. 
That  womanhood  denies  my  tongue  to  tell : 
O,  keep  me  from  their  worse  than  killing  lust, 
And  tumble  me  into  some  loathsome  pit, 
WTiere  never  man's  eye  may  behold  my  body : 
Do  this,  and  be  a  charitable  murderer. 

Tarn.  So  should  1  rob  my  sweet  sons  of  their  fee  s 
No,  let  them  satisfy  their  lust  on  thee. 

DeTii.  Away!  for  thou  hast  stay' d  us  here  too  long. 

Lav.  No  CTace?  no  womanhood?    Ah,  beastly  creature! 
The  blot  and  enemy  to  our  general  name ! 
Confusion  fall, — 

Chi.  Nay,  then  I'll  stop  your  mouth: — ^bring  thou  her 
This  is  the  hole  where  Aaron  bid  us  hide  him.      [husband : 
[Dem.  throws  Bas.'s  body  into  the  pit;  then 
exit  with  Chi.,  dragging  oJ'La^v. 

Tarn,  Farewell,  my  sons :  see  that  you  make  her  sure : — 
Ne'er  let  my  heart  know  merry  cheer  indeed 
Till  all  the  Andronici  be  made  away. 
Now  will  I  hence  to  seek  my  lovely  Moor, 
And  let  my  spleenful  sons  this  truU  deflower.  [Exit, 

Re-enter  Aaron,  with  Quintus  and  Martius. 
Aar.  Come  on,  my  lords,  the  better  foot  before: 
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Straight  will  I  bring  you  to  the  loathsome  pit 
Where  I  esjwed  the  panther  fast  asleep. 

Quin.  My  sight  is  very  dull,  whate  er  it  bodes. 

if  art.  And  mine,  I  promise  you ;  were't  not  for  shame, 
Well  could  I  leave  our  sport  to  sleep  awhile. 

[Falls  into  the  piL 

Quin,  What,  art  thou  fsJlen? — ^What  subtle  hole  is  thia^ 
Whose  mouth  is  cover'd  with  rude-growing  briers. 
Upon  whose  leaves  are  drops  of  new-shed  blood 
As  fresh  as  morning's  dew  distill'd  on  flowers? 
A  very  fatal  place  it  seems  to  me. — 
Speak,  brother,  hast  thou  hurt  thee  with  the  fall? 

Mart.  O  brother,  with  the  dismaliest  object  hurt 
That  ever  eye  with  sight  made  heart  lament ! 

Aar,  [aMtle.'\    Now  will  I  fetch  the  king  to  find  them 
here, 
That  he  thereby  may  give  a  likely  guess 
How  these  were  they  that  made  away  his  brother.       [EjoL 

Mart.  WThy  dost  not  comfort  me,  and  help  me  out 
From  this  uuhallow'd  and  blood-stained  hole? 

Quin.  I  am  surjmsed  with  an  uncouth  fear ; 
A  chilling  sweat  o'er-runs  my  trembling  joints ; 
My  heart  suspects  more  than  mine  eye  can  see. 

Mart.  To  prove  thou  hast  a  true-divining  hearty 
Aaron  and  thou  look  down  into  this  den, 
And  see  a  fearful  sight  of  blood  and  death. 

Quiji,  Aaron  is  gone ;  and  my  compassionate  heart 
Will  not  i^rmit  mme  eyes  once  to  behold 
The  thing  whereat  it  trembles  by  surmise : 
O,  tell  me  how  it  is ;  for  ne'er  till  now 
Was  I  a  child  to  fear  I  know  not  what. 

Mart,  Lord  Bassianus  lies  embrewed  here, 
All  on  a  heap,  like  to  a  slaughtered  lamb, 
In  this  detested,  dark,  blood-drinking  pit. 

Quin,  If  it  be  dark,  how  dost  thou  Know  'tis  he? 

Mart,  Upon  his  bloody  linger  he  doth  wear 
A  precious  ring  that  lightens  all  the  hole. 
Which,  like  a  taper  in  some  monument. 
Doth  shine  upon  the  dead  man's  earthy  cheeks^ 
And  shows  the  ragged  entrails  of  the  pit : 
80  pale  did  shine  the  moon  on  Pyramns 
When  he  by  night  lay  bath'd  in  maiden  blood, 
O  brother,  help  me  with  thy  fainting  hand, — 
If  fear  hath  made  thee  faint,  as  me  it  hath, — 
Out  of  this  fell  devouring  receptacle, 
As  hatefid  as  Cocytus'  misty  mouth. 
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Qicin.  Beach  me  thy  hand,  that  I  may  hel|)  thee  out ; 
Or,  wanting  strength  to  do  thee  so  much  good, 
I  may  be  pfuck'd  mto  the  swallowing  womb 
Of  this  deep  pit,  poor  Bassianus'  grave. 
I  have  no  strength  to  pluck  thee  to  the  brink. 

Mart.  Nor  I  no  strength  to  climb  without  thy  help. 

Quin.  Thy  hand  once  more ;  I  will  not  lose  again, 
Till  thou  art  here  aloft  or  1  below : 
Thou  canst  not  come  to  me, — I  come  to  thee.  [Falls  in. 

Enter  Saturninus  with  Aaron. 

Sat.  Along  with  me :  I'll  see  what  hole  is  here, 
And  what  he  is  that  now  is  leaped  into  it. — 
Say,  who  art  thou  that  lately  didst  descend 
Into  this  gaping  hollow  of  the  earth? 

Mart.  The  unhappy  son  of  old  Andronicus, 
Brought  hither  in  a  most  unlucky  hour, 
To  find  thy  brother  Bassianus  dead. 

8a^.  My  brother  dead!     I  know  thou  dost  but  jest: 
He  and  his  lady  both  are  at  the  lodge 
Upon  the  north  side  of  this  pleasant  chase ; 
'Tis  not  an  hour  since  1  left  him  there.      ^ 

Mart,  We  know  not  where  you  left  him  all  alive ; 
But,  out,  alas !  here  have  we  found  him  dead. 

Re-enter  Tamora,  with  Attendants;  Titus  Asdronictts 
and  Lucius. 

Tarn.  Where  is  my  lord  the  king? 

Sat.  Here,  Tamora ;  though  griev'd  with  killing  grief. 

Tarn.  Where  is  thy  brother  Bassianus? 

Sat.  Now  to  the  bottom  dost  thou  search  my  wound : 
Poor  Bassanius  here  lies  murdered. 

Tarn.  Then  all  too  late  I  bring  this  fatal  writ, 

\Giving  a  letter 
The  complot  of  this  timeless  tragedy ; 
And  wonder  greatly,  that  man's  face  can  fold 
In  pleasing  smiles  such  murderous  tyranny. 

Sat,  [reads.]  An  if  we  miss  to  meet  him  hamUomely^ 
Sweet  huntismany  Bassianus  His  we  mean, — 
Do  thou  so  much  as  dig  the  grave  for  htm: 
Thou  Icnow'st  our  meaning.     Look  for  thy  reward 
A  mong  the  nettles  at  the  elder  tree 
Which  overshades  tiie  m/mth  of  that  sa/me  pit 
Where  we  decreed  to  bury  Bassianus. 
Do  this,  and  purchase  us  thy  lasting  friends. 
0  Tamora!  was  ever  heard  the  like? — 
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This  is  the  pit  and  this  the  elder  tree : — 
Ii<K>k,  sirs,  if  you  can  find  the  huntsman  out 
That  should  have  murder'd  Bassianus  here. 

Aar.  My  gracious  lord,  here  is  the  bag  of  gold. 

{Showing  it, 

SaL  [to  Titus.]  Two  of  thy  whelps,  fell  curs  of  bloo<ly 
ITave  here  bereft  my  brother  of  his  life. —  [kind. 

Sirs,  drag  them  from  the  pit  unto  the  prison: 
There  let  them  bide  until  we  have  devis'd 
Some  never-heard-of  torturing  pain  for  them. 

Tarn.  What,  are  they  in  this  pit?    O  wondrous  thing! 
How  easily  murder  is  discovered ! 

TiL  High  emperor,  upon  my  feeble  knee 
I  beg  this  Doon,  with  tears  not  lightly  shed. 
That  this  fell  fault  of  my  accurst  sons, — 
Accursed  if  the  fault  be  prov'd  in  them, — 

Sat.  Kit  be  prov'd!  you  see  it  is  apparent. — 
Who  found  this  letter?    Tamora,  was  it  you? 

Tarn.  Andronicus  himself  did  take  it  up. 

Tit.  I  did,  my  lord :  yet  let  me  be  their  bail ; 
For,  by  my  father's  reverend  tomb,  I  vow 
They  shall  be  ready  at  your  highness'  will 
To  answer  their  suspicion  with  their  lives. 

Sat.  Thou  shalt  not  bail  them:  see  thou  follow  me.— 
Some  bring  the  murder'd  body,  some  the  murderers: 
Let  them  not  speak  a  word,  — ^the  guilt  is  plain ; 
For,  by  my  soul,  were  there  worse  end  than  death. 
That  end  u|)on  them  should  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Andronicus,  I  will  entreat  the  king : 
Fear  not  thy  sons ;  they  shall  do  well  enough. 

Tit,  Come,  Lucius,  come ;  stay  not  to  talk  with  them. 

[Exeunt  severally.    Attendants  hearing  the  body. 


SCENE  W,— Another  part  of  the  Forest 

Enter  Demetrius  and  Chiron,  with  Lavinia  ravished;  her 
hands  cut  off  and  her  tongue  cut  out. 

Dem.  So,  now  go  tell,  an  if  thy  tongue  can  speak. 
Who  'twas  that  cut  thy  tongue  and  ravish'd  thee. 

Chi,  Write  down  thy  mind,  bewray  thy  meaning  so. 
An  if  thy  stumps  will  let  thee  play  the  scribe. 

Dem.  See,  how  with  signs  and  tokens  she  can  scrowL 

Chi,  Go  home,  call  for  sweet  water,  wash  thy  hands. 

Dem,  She  hath  no  tongue  to  call,  nor  hands  to  wash; 
And  so  let 's  leave  her  to  her  silent  walks. 
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Chi  An  'twere  my  case  I  shoiilcl  go  hang  myself. 
Dent,  If  thou  hadst  hands  to  help  thee  knit  the  cord. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chl 

Enter  Marcus. 
Marc  Who  is  this, — my  niece, — that  flies  away  so  fast?— 
Cousin,  a  word;  where  is  your  husband? — 
If  1  do  dream,  would  all  my  wealth  would  wake  me! 
If  I  do  wake,  some  planet  strike  me  down. 
That  I  may  slumber  in  eternal  sleep! — 
Speak,  gentle  niece, — what  stem  uns:entle  hands 
Have  lopp'd,  and  hew'd,  and  made  thy  body  tare 
Of  her  two  branches, — those  sweet  ornaments 
Whose  circling  shadows  kings  have  sought  to  sleep  in, 
And  might  not  gain  so  great  a  happiness 
As  have  thy  love?    Why  dost  not  speak  to  me?— 
Alas,  a  crimson  river  of  warm  blood, 
Like  to  a  bubbling  foimtain  stirr'd  with  wind, 
Doth  rise  and  fall  bet\»'een  thy  rosed  lips, 
Coming  and  going  with  thy  honey  breath. 
But  sure  some  Tereus  hath  deflowered  thee. 
And,  lest  thou  shouldst  detect  him,  cut  thy  tongiia. 
Ah,  now  thou  tum'st  away  thy  face  for  shame  I 
And,  notwithstanding  all  this  loss  of  blood, — 
As  from  a  conduit  with  three  issuing  spouts, — 
Yet  do  thy  cheeks  look  red  as  Titair  s  face 
Blushing  to  be  encounter'd  with  a  cloud. 
Shall  I  speak  for  thee?  shall  I  say  'tis  so? 
O,  that  I  knew  thy  heart,  and  knew  the  beast^ 
That  I  might  rail  at  him,  to  ease  my  mind! 
Sorrow  concealed,  like  an  oven  stopp'd. 
Both  bum  the  heart  to  cinders  where  it  is. 
Fair  Philomela,  she  but  lost  her  tongue. 
And  in  a  tedious  sampler  sew'd  her  mind : 
But,  lovely  niece,  that  mean  is  cut  from  thee; 
A  craftier  Tereus,  cousin,  hast  thou  met, 
And  he  hath  cut  those  pretty  fingers  off* 
That  could  have  better  sew'd  than  Philomel 
O,  had  the  monster  seen  those  Hly  hands 
Tremble,  like  aspen  leaves,  upon  a  lute. 
And  make  the  silken  strings  delight  to  kiss  them. 
He  would  not  then  have  touch' d  them  for  his  life! 
Or  had  he  heard  the  heavenly  harmony 
Which  that  sweet  tongue  hath  made, 
He  would  have  dropp'd  his  knife,  and  fell  asleep 
As  Cerbems  at  the  Thracian  poet's  feet. 
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Come,  let  ns  go,  and  make  thy  fetber  blind ; 

For  such  a  sight  will  blind  a  father's  eye : 

One  hour's  storm  will  drown  the  fr  vgrant  meads ; 

What  will  whole  months  of  tears  thy  father's  eyes! 

Do  not  draw  back,  for  we  will  mourn  with  thee : 

O,  could  our  mourning  ease  thy  misery!  [Exeunt 


ACT  III. 

SCENE  L— Rome.    A  Street. 

Enter  Senators,  Tribunes,  and  Officers  of  Justice,  with 
Marti (JS  and  Quintus  hound,  passing  on  to  tJiej^lace  of 
execution;  Titus  going  before,  p  eading. 

Tit,  Hear  me,  grave  fiathers!  noble  tribunes,  stay  1 
For  pity  of  mine  age,  whose  youth  was  spent 
In  dangerous  wars,  whilst  you  securely  slept ; 
For  all  my  blood  in  Rome's  great  quarrel  shed; 
For  all  the  frosty  nights  that  I  have  watch' d ; 
And  for  these  bitter  tears,  which  now  you  see 
Filling  the  aged  wrinkles  in  my  cheeks ; 
Be  pitiful  to  my  condemned  sons, 
Whose  souls  are  not  corrupted  as  'tis  thought. 
For  two-and-twenty  sons  I  never  wept, 
Because  they  died  m  honour's  lofty  bed. 
For  these,  good  tribunes,  in  the  dust  1  write 

[Throwing  himself  on  the  ground. 
My  heart's  deep  languor  and  my  soul's  sad  tears : 
Let  my  tears  stanch  the  earth's  dry  appetite ; 
My  sons'  sweet  blood  will  make  it  shame  and  blush. 

[Exeunt  Sen.,  Trib.,  <fec,  ,imth  tJve  j/risonera, 
O  earth,  I  will  befriend  thee  more  with  rain. 
That  shall  distil  from  tliese  two  ancient  ruins. 
Than  youthful  April  shall  with  all  his  showers: 
In  summer's  drought  I'U  drop  upon  th  3e  still ; 
In  winter,  with  warm  tears  I'll  melt  the  snow. 
And  keep  eternal  spring-time  on  thy  face. 
So  thou  refuse  to  drink  my  dear  sons'  blood. 

Enter  Lucius  mth  his  sword  drawn, 

0  reverend  tribunes !  O  gentle  aged  men ! 
Unbind  my  sons,  reverse  the  doom  of  death; 
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And  let  me  say,  that  never  wept  before. 
My  tears  are  now  prevailing  orators. 

Lue.  0  noble  father,  you  lament  in  vain : 
The  tribunes  hear  you  not,  no  man  is  by ; 
And  you  recount  your  sorrows  to  a  stoue. 

Tit.  Ah,  Lucius,  for  thy  brothers  let  me  plead. — 
Grave  tribunes,  once  more  I  entreat  of  you. 

Liic,  My  gracious  lord,  no  tribune  hears  you  speak. 

Tit.  Why,  'tis  no  matter,  man :  if  they  did  hear 
They  would  not  mark  me ;  or  if  they  did  mark 
They  would  not  pity  me ;  yet  plead  I  must, 
And  bootless  unto  them. 
Therefore  I  tell  my  sorrows  to  the  stones ; 
Why,  though  they  cannot  answer  my  distress. 
Yet  in  some  sort  they  are  better  than  the  tribunes, 
For  that  they  will  not  intercept  my  tale : 
WhcxA  I  do  weep  they  humbly  at  my  feet 
Keceive  my  tears,  and  seem  to  weep  with  me; 
And  ^ere  they  but  attired  in  grave  weeds 
Kome  could  afford  no  tribune  like  to  these. 
A  stone  is  soft  as  wax,  tribunes  more  hard  than  stones; 
A  stone  is  silent,  and  offeideth  not, — 
And  tribunes  with  their  tongues  doom  men  to  death.  [Rii€^ 
But  wherefore  stand' st  thou  with  thy  weapon  drawn? 

LiLC.  To  rescue  my  two  brothers  from  their  death : 
For  which  attempt  the  judges  have  pronounc'd 
My  everlasting  doom  of  banishment. 

Tit.  O  happy  man !  they  have  befriended  thee. 
Why,  foolish  Lucius,  dost  thon  not  perceive 
That  Rome  is  but  a  wilderness  of  tigers? 
Tigers  must  prey ;  and  Kome  affords  no  prey 
But  me  and  mine :  how  happy  art  thou,  then, 
From  these  devourers  to  be  banished! — 
But  who  comes  with  our  brother  Marcus  here? 

Enter  Marcus  and  Lavinia. 

Marc.  Titus,  prepare  thy  aged  eyes  to  weep ; 
Or,  if  not  so,  thy  noble  heart  to  break : 
I  bring  consuming  sorrow  to  thine  age. 

'Jit.  Will  it  consume  me?  let  me  see  it,  then. 

Marc.  This  was  thy  daughter. 

Tit,  Why,  Marcus,  so  she  is. 

Luc.  Ay  me !  this  object  kills  me! 

Tit.  Faint-hearted  boy,  arise,  and  look  upon  her.— 
Speak,  my  Lavinia,  what  accursed  hand 
Hath  made  thee  handlesa  in  thy  father  s  sight? 
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What  fool  hath  added  water  to  the  sea, 
Or  brought  a  fagot  to  bright-buming  Troy? 
My  grief  was  at  the  height  before  thou  cam'st; 
And  now,  like  Nilus,  it  disdaineth  bounds. 
(Jive  me  a  sword,  Fll  chop  off  my  hands  too ; 
For  they  have  fought  for  Home,  and  all  in  vain; 
And  they  have  nurs'd  this  woe  in  feeding  life; 
In  bootless  prayer  have  they  been  held  up, 
And  they  have  serv'd  me  to  effectless  use : 
Now  all  the  service  I  require  of  them 
Is,  that  the  one  wiU  help  to  cut  the  other. — 
*Ti8  well,  Lavinia,  that  thou  hast  no  hands ; 
For  hands,  to  do  Rome  service,  are  but  vain. 

Luc.  SiKjak,  gentle  sister,  who  hath  martyr'd  thee? 

Marc  0,  that  delightful  engine  of  her  thoughts, 
That  blabb'd  them  ^ith  such  pleasing  eloquence. 
Is  torn  from  forth  that  pretty  nollow  cage. 
Where,  like  a  sweet  melodious  bird,  it  sung 
Sweet  varied  notes,  enchanting  every  ear! 

Luc.  O,  say  thou  for  her,  who  hath  done  this  deedf 

Marc.  O,  thus  I  found  her,  straying  in  the  park, 
Seeking  to  hide  herself,  as  doth  the  deer 
That  hath  received  some  unrecuring  wound. 

Tit.  It  was  my  deer;  and  he  that  wounded  her 
Hath  hurt  me  more  than  had  he  kill'd  me  dead : 
For  now  I  stand  as  one  upon  a  rock,  * 

Environ'd  with  a  wilderness  of  sea ; 
Who  marks  the  waxing  tide  grow  wave  by  wave, 
Ex|)ecting  ever  when  some  envious  surge 
Will  in  his  brinish  bowels  swallow  him. 
This  way  to  death  my  wretched  sons  are  gone ; 
Here  stands  my  other  son,  a  banished  man ; 
And  here  my  brother,  weeping  at  my  woes : 
But  that  which  gives  my  soul  the  greatest  spurn 
Is  dear  Lavinia,  dearer  than  my  soul. — 
Had  I  but  seen  thy  picture  in  this  plight 
It  would  have  madded  me :  what  snail  I  do 
Now  I  behold  thy  lively  body  so  ? 
Thou  hast  no  hands  to  wipe  away  thy  tears. 
Nor  tongue  to  tell  me  who  hath  martyr'd  thee: 
Thy  husband  he  is  dead ;  and  for  his  death 
Thy  brothers  are  condemn' d,  and  dead  by  this.— 
Look,  Marcus! — ah,  son  Lucius,  look  on  her! 
When  I  did  name  her  brothers,  then  fresh  teai » 
Stood  on  her  cheeks,  as  doth  the  honey  dew 
Ui)on  a  gather'd  lily  almost  withered. 
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Marc    Perchance  she  weeps    because   they  kill'd   her 
husband :    , 
Perchance  because  she  knpws  them  innocent. 

TiL  If  they  did  kill  thy  husband,  then  be  joyful. 
Because  the  law  hath  ta'en  revenge  on  them.  — 
No,  no,  they  would  not  do  so  foul  a  deed ; 
"Witness  the  sorrow  that  their  sister  makes. — 
Gentle  Lavinia,  let  me  kiss  thy  lips ; 
Or  make  some  sign  how  I  may  do  thee  ease : 
Shall  thy  good  uncle,  and  thy  brother  Lucius, 
And  thou,  and  I,  sit  round  about  some  fountain. 
Looking  aJl  downwards,  to  behold  our  cheeks 
How  they  are  stain' d,  as  meadows,  yet  not  dry, 
With  miry  slime  left  on  them  by  a  flood  ? 
And  in  the  fountain  shall  we  gaze  so  long, 
Till  the  fresh  taste  be  taken  from  that  clearness, 
And  made  a  brine-pit  with  our  Htter  tears  ? 
Or  shall  we  cut  aw^ay  our  hands  like  thine  ? 
Or  shall  we  bite  our  tongues,  and  in  dumb  shows 
Pass  the  remainder  of  our  hateful  days  ? 
What  shall  we  do  ?  let  us,  that  have  our  tongues, 
Plot  some  device  of  further  misery, 
To  make  us  wonder'd  at  in  time  to  come. 

Iaic.  Sweet  father,  cease  your  tears ;  for  at  your  grief 
See  how  my  wretched  sister  sobs  and  weeps. 

Marc  Patience,  dear  niece. — Good  Titus,  dry  thuie  eyeSi 

Tit.  Ah,  Marcus,  Marcus!  brother,  well  I  wot 
Thy  napkin  cannot  drink  a  tear  of  mine, 
For  thou,  poor  man,  hast  drown'd  it  with  thine  own. 

Luc  Ah,  my  Lavinia,  I  will  wipe  thy  cheeks. 

Tit.  Mark,  Marcus,  mark !  I  understand  her  signs : 
Had  she  a  tongue  to  speak,  now  would  she  say 
That  to  her  brother  which  I  said  to  thee : 
His  napkin,  with  his  true  tears  all  bewet, 
Can  do  no  service  on  her  sorrowful  cheeks. 
0,  what  a  sympathy  of  woe  is  this, — 
Ab  far  from  help  as  limbo  is  &om  bliss  I 

Enter  Aaron. 
Aar,  Titus  Andronicus,  my  lord  the  emperor 
Sends  thee  this  word, — that  if  thou  love  thy  sous, 
Let  Marcus,  Lucius,  or  thyself^  old  Titus, 
Or  any  one  of  you,  chop  olf  your  hand 
And  send  it  to  the  king :  he  for  the  same 
Will  send  thee  hither  both  thy  sons  alive ; 
And  that  shall  be  the  ransom  for  their  fauli. 
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TU.  O  gracions  emperor!     O  gentle  Aaron  1 
J>id  ever  raven  sing  so  like  a  lark 
niat  gives  sweet  tidings  of  the  sun's  uprise? 
With  all  my  heart  I'll  send  the  emperor 
My  hand : 
Good  Aaron,  wilt  thou  help  to  chop  it  off  ? 

Luc.  Stay,  father !  for  that  noble  hand  of  thine, 
That  hath  thrown  down  so  many  enemies, 
ShaU  not  be  sent :  my  hand  will  serve  the  turn : 
My  youth  can  better  spare  my  blood  than  you ; 
And  therefore  mine  shall  save  my  brothers'  Hves. 

Marc,  Which  of  your  hands  hath  not  defended  RonM^ 
And  rearM  aloft  the  bloody  battle-axe. 
Writing  destruction  on  the  enemy's  castle  1 
0,  none  of  both  but  are  of  high  desert : 
My  hand  hath  been  but  idle ;  let  it  serve 
To  ransom  my  two  nephews  from  their  death ; 
Then  have  I  kept  it  to  a  worthy  end. 

Aar.  Nay,  come,  agree  whose  hand  shall  go  along. 
For  fear  they  die  before  their  pardon  come. 

Marc,  My  hand  shall  go. 

Luc.  By  heaven,  it  shall  not  ijo? 

Tit  Sirs,  strive  no  more :  such  withered  herbs  as  th'Me 
Are  meet  for  plucking  up,  and  therefore  mine. 

Luc  Sweet  father,  if  I  shall  be  thought  thy  son. 
Let  me  redeem  my  brothers  both  from  death. 

Marc.  And  for  our  father's  sake  and  mother's  care, 
Now  let  me  show  a  brother's  love  to  thee. 

Tit,  Affree  between  you ;  I  will  spare  my  hand. 

Luc  Then  I'll  go  fetch  an  axe. 

Marc,  But  I  will  use  the  axe. 

[Exeunt  Lucius  and  Marcub. 

Tit.  Come  hither,  Aaron ;  I'll  deceive  them  both : 
Lend  me  thy  hand,  and  I  will  rive  thee  mine. 

Aar,  [aside.]  If  that  be  call'd  deceit,  I  will  be  honest, 
And  never  whilst  I  live  deceive  men  so : — 
But  I'll  deceive  you  in  another  sort. 
And  that  you'll  say  ere  half  an  hour  pass. 

[He  cuts  o/* Titus's  JiatuL 

Re-enter  Lucius  and  MARCua 
Tit,  Now  stay  your  strife :  what  shall  be  is  despatched.— 
Good  Aaron,  give  his  majesty  my  hand  : 
Tell  him  it  was  a  hand  that  warded  him 
From  thousand  dangers ;  bid  him  bury  it; 
lilore  hath  it  merited, — that  let  it  have. 
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As  for  my  sons,  say  I  account  of  them 

As  jewels  purchas'd  at  an  easy  price ; 

And  yet  dear  too,  because  1  bought  mine  own. 

Aar,  I  go,  Andronicus:  and  for  thy  hand 
Look  by  and  by  to  have  thy  sons  with  theie : — 
Their  heads  I  mean.     O,  how  this  villany  [Aside. 

Doth  fat  me  with  the  very  thoughts  of  it ! 
Let  fools  do  good,  and  fair  men  call  for  grace, 
Aaron  wiU  hAve  his  soul  black  like  his  mce.  [Exit, 

TU.  O,  here  I  lift  this  one  hand  up  to  heaven, 
A.nd  bow  this  feeble  ruin  to  the  earth: 
If  any  power  jnties  wretched  tears,  [me  ? 

To  that  I  call!— [To  Lavinia.]  What,  wilt  thou  kneel  with 
Do,  then,  dear  heart;  for  heaven  shall  hear  our  prayers; 
Or  with  our  sighs  we'll  breathe  the  welkin  dim. 
And  stain  the  sun  with  fog,  as  sometime  clouds 
When  they  do  hug  him  in  their  melting  bosoms. 

Marc  0  brother,  speak  with  possibilities, 
And  do  not  break  into  these  deep  extremes. 

TiL  Is  not  my  sorrow  deep,  having  no  bottom  ? 
Then  be  my  passions  bottomless  with  them. 

Marc.  But  yet  let  reason  govern  thy  lament. 

TU.  If  there  were  reason  ror  these  miseries, 
Then  into  limits  could  I  bind  my  woes : 
When  heaven  doth  weep,  doth  not  the  earth  o'erflowT 
If  the  winds  rage,  doth  not  the  sea  wax  mad. 
Threatening  the  welkin  with  his  big-swoln  facet 
And  wilt  thou  have  a  reason  for  thS  coil  ? 
I  am  the  sea;  hark,  how  her  sighs  do  Howl 
She  is  the  weeping  welkin,  I  the  earth  : 
Then  must  my  sea  be  moved  with  her  sighs ; 
Then  must  my  earth  with  her  continual  tears 
Become  a  deluge,  overflowed  and  drowned : 
For  why  my  bowels  cannot  hide  her  woes. 
But  like  a  drunkard  must  I  vomit  them. 
Then  give  me  leave ;  for  losers  will  have  leave 
To  ease  their  stomachs  with  their  bitter  tongues. 

Enter  a  Messenger,  with  two  heads  and  a  hand. 
Mess.  Worthy  Andronicus,  iD  art  thou  repaid 

For  that  good  hand  thou  sent'st  the  emperor. 

Here  are  the  heads  of  thy  two  noble  sons ; 

And  here's  thy  hand,  in  scorn  to  thee  sent  back, — 

ITiy  griefs  their  sx)orts,  thy  resolution  mock'd : 

That  woe  is  me  to  think  upon  thy  woes. 

More  than  remembrance  of  my  feither's  death.  [EadL 

VOL.  V.  2  P 
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Marc  Now  let  hot  Mtn&  cool  in  Sicily, 
And  be  my  heart  an  ever-burning  hell ! 
These  miseries  are  more  than  may  be  boma 
To  weep  with  them  that  weep  doth  ease  some  deal; 
But  sorrow  flouted  at  is  double  death. 

Luc.  Ah,  that  this  sight  should  make  so  deep  a  wound. 
And  yet  detested  Ufe  not  shrink  thereat! 
That  ever  death  should  let  life  bear  his  name. 
Where  life  hath  no  more  interest  but  to  breathe ! 

[Lavinia  Jdsaea  hink 

Mare,  Alas,  poor  heart,  that  kiss  is  comfortless 
As  frozen  water  to  a  starved  soake.  . 

TlU  When  will  this  fearful  slumber  have  an  endt 

Marc,  Now,  farewell,  flattery  :  die,  Andronicus; 
Thou  dost  not  slumber :  see  thy  two  sotis*  heads, 
Thy  warlike  hand,  thy  mangled  daughter  here; 
Thy  other  banish'd  son,  witn  this  dear  sight 
Struck  pale  and  bloodless ;  and  thy  brother,  I, 
Even  Ukc  a  stony  ima^,  cofd  and  numb. 
Ah!  now  no  more  will  I  control  thy  griefs: 
Kent  off  th^  silver  hair,  thy  other  hand 
Gnawing  with  thy  teeth ;  and  be  this  dismal  sight 
The  closmg  up  of  our  most  wretched  eyes : 
Now  is  a  tmie  to  storm;  why  art  thou  still? 

7U  Ha,  ha,  hal 

Marc   Why  dost  thou  laugh  ?  it  fits  not  with  this  houa 

TiL  Why,  I  have  not  anouier  tear  to  shed : 
Besides,  this*  sorrow  is  an  enemy, 
And  would  usurp  upon  my  watery  eyes. 
And  make  them  blind  with  tributary  tears : 
Then  which  way  shall  I  find  revenge's  cave  ? 
For  these  two  heads  do  seem  to  speak  to  mo, 
And  threat  me  I  shall  never  come  to  bliss 
Till  all  these  mischiefs  be  retum'd  again 
Even  in  their  throats  that  have  committed  them. 
Come,  let  me  see  what  task  I  have  to  do. — 
You  heavy  people  circle  me  about, 
That  I  may  turn  roe  to  each  one  of  you. 
And  swear  unto  my  soul  to  right  your  wrongs. — 
The  vow  is  made. — Come,  brother,  take  a  head; 
And  in  this  hand  the  other  will  I  bear. 
Lavinia,  thou  shalt  be  employed  in  these  things ; 
Bear  thou  my  hand,  sweet  wench,  between  thy  teeth. 
A  s  for  thee,  boy,  go,  get  thee  from  my  sight ; 
1  bou  art  an  exUe,  and  thou  must  not  stay : 
Ilie  to  the  Goths,  and  raisd  an  army  there : 
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Aiid  if  you  love  me,  as  1  think  you  do, 

Let  *8  kiss  and  part,  for  we  hg-ve  much  to  do. 

[Exeunt  Titus,  Marcus,  and  LavinijI. 
Lttc  Farewell,  Andronicus,  my  noble  father, — 
The  woefull'st  man  that  ever  liv'd  in  Rome ; 
Farewell,  proud  Rome;  till  Lucius  come  again. 
He  leaves  his  pledges  dearer  than  his  life : 
Farewell,  Lavinia,  my  noble  sister ; 
O,  would  thou  wert  as  thou  *tofore  hast  been! 
But  now  nor  Lucius  nor  Lavinia  lives 
Put  in  oblivion  and  hateful  griefSs. 
I  {■  Lucius  live,  he  will  requite  your  wrongs, 
And  make  proud  Saturnine  and  his  empress 
L>eg  at  the  gates,  like  Tarquin  and  his  queen. 
Now  will  I  to  the  Goths,  and  raise  a  power 
To  be  reveng'd  on  Rome  and  Saturnine.  [Exit 


SCENE  IL— Rome.     A  Room  in  Titus's  House. 
A  Banquet  set  out. 

Enter  Titus,  Mabcus,  Lavinia,  and  Young 
Lucius,  a  boy. 

Tit.  So,  so ;  now  sit :  and  look  you  eat  no  more 
Than  will  preserve  just  so  much  strength  in  us 
As  will  revenue  these  bitter  woes  of  ours. 
Marcus,  unkmt  that  sorrow- wreathen  knot : 
Thy  niece  and  I,  poor  creatures,  want  our  hands, 
And  cannot  passionate  our  tenfold  grief 
With  folded  arms.     This  iK)or  right  hand  of  mine 
Is  left  to  tyrannize  upon  my  breast; 
And  when  my  heart,  all  mad  with  misery. 
Beats  in  this  hollow  prison  of  my  ilesh. 
Then  thus  I  thump  it  down. — 
Thou  map  of  woe,  that  thus  dost  talk  in  signs! 

[To  Lavinia. 
When  thy  poor  heart  beats  with  outrageous  beating, 
Thou  canst  not  strike  it  thus  to  make  it  still. 
Wound  it  with  sighing,  eirl,  kill  it  with  groans; 
Or  get  some  little  kniie  between  thy  teeth, 
And  just  against  thy  heart  make  thou  a  hole. 
That  all  the  tears  that  thy  poor  eyes  let  fall 
May  run  into  that  sink,  ana,  soaking  in, 
i>rown  the  lamenting  fool  in  sea-salt  tears. 

Marc.  Fie,  brother,  fie!  teach  her  not  thus  to  lay 
Fuch  violent  hands  upon  her  tender  life. 
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Tit,  How  now!  has  sorrow  made  thee  dote  abeady? 
Why,  Marcus,  no  man  should  be  mad  but  I. 
What  violent  hands  can  she  lay  on  her  life  ? 
Ah,  wherefore  dost  thou  urge  the  name  of  hands  ;— 
To  bid  iEneas  tell  the  tale  twice  o'er 
How  Troy  was  burnt  and  he  made  miserable? 
O,  handle  not  the  theme,  to  talk  of  hands, 
Lest  we  remember  still  that  we  have  none. — 
Fie,  fie,  how  frantically  I  square  my  talk, — 
As  if  we  should  forget  we  had  no  hands. 
If  Mareus  did  not  name  the  word  of  hands! — 
Come,  let's  fall  to;  aud,  gentle  girl,  eat  this. — 
Here  is  no  drink! — Hark,  Marcus,  what  she  says;— 
I  can  interpret  all  her  martyr'd  signs ; — 
She  says  she  drinks  no  other  drink  but  tears, 
Brew'd  with  her  sorrow,  mesh'd  upon  her  cheeks:— 
Speechless  complainer,  I  will  learn  thy  thought ; 
Id  thy  dumb  action  will  I  be  as  perfect 
As  beg^ng  hermits  in  their  holy  prayers : 
Thou  snalt  not  sigh,  nor  hold  thy  stumps  to  heaven. 
Nor  wink,  nor  ncS,  nor  kneel,  nor  make  a  sign. 
But  I  of  these  will  wrest  an  alphabet. 
And  by  still  practice  learn  to  know  thy  meaning. 

Y,  Imc.  Good  grandsire,  leave  these  bitter  deep  lamenttx 
Make  my  auut  merry  with  some  pleasing  tale. 

Afarc  Alas,  the  tender  boy,  in  passion  mov'd. 
Both  weep  to  see  his  grandsire's  heaviness. 

Tit.  Peace,  tender  sapling ;  thou  art  made  of  tears. 
And  tears  will  quickly  melt  thy  life  away. — 

[Maeicus  8trike8  the  dish  with  a  kmf% 
What  dost  thou  strike  at,  Marcus,  with  thy  knife? 

Marc.  At  that  that  I  have  kill*d,  my  lord, — a  fly. 

Tit.  Out  on  thee,  murderer !  thou  kill'st  my  heaurt ; 
Mine  eyes  are  cloy *d  with  view  of  tyranny : 
A  deed  of  death  done  on  the  innocent 
Becomes  not  Titus'  brother :  get  thee  gone; 
I  see  thou  art  not  for  my  company. 

Marc.  Alas,  my  lord,  I  have  but  kiU'd  a  fly 

Tit.  But  how  if  that  fly  had  a  father  and  mother? 
How  would  he  hang  his  slender  gilded  wings. 
And  buzz  lamenting  doings  in  the  air  I 
Poor  harmless  fly, 

That  with  his  pretty  buzzing  melody 
Came  here  to  make  us  merry!  and  thou  hast  kill'd  him. 

Marc  Pardon  me,  sir;  'twas  a  black  ill-favour'd  fly. 
Like  to  the  empress'  Moor :  therefore  I  kill'd  bim. 
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TU,  0,  0,  0, 
Then  pai>don  me  for  reprehending  thee, 
For  thou  hast  done  a  charitable  deed. 
Give  me  thy  knife,  I  will  insult  on  him ; 
Flattering  myself  as  if  it  were  the  Moor 
Come  hither  purposely  to  poison  me. — 
There  *s  for  thyself  and  that  'a  for  Tamora. — 
Ah,  sirrah! 

Yet  I  do  think  we  are  not  brought  so  low 
But  that  between  us  we  can  kill  a  fly 
That  comes  in  likeness  of  a  coal-black  Moor. 

Marc.  Alas,  poor  man!  grief  has  so  wrought  on  him. 
He  takes  false  snadows  for  true  substances. 

TU,  Come,  take  away. — Lavinia,  go  with  me : 
111  to  thy  closet;  and  go  read  with  thee 
Sad  stories  chanced  in  the  times  of  old. — 
Come,  boy,  and  go  with  me :  thy  sight  is  young, 
And  thou  shalt  read  when  mine  begins  to  dazzle.    [ExeunL 


ACT   IV. 
SCENE  L—RoMB.    Bef(/re  Titus's  H(m9e, 

Enter  Titus  atid  March  ».     Then  enter  Youno  Lucius 

running^  with  hooka  under  his  arm,  and  Lavinia  running 

after  him, 

T.  Luc.  Help,  grandsire,  help !  my  aunt  Lavinia 
Follows  me  everywhere,  I  know  not  why. — 
Good  uncle  Marcus,  see  how  swiffc  she  comes  I 
Alas,  sweet  aunt,  I  know  not  what  you  mean. 

Marc.  Stand  by  me,  Lucius :  do  not  fear  thine  aunt. 

Tit.  She  loves  thee,  boy,  too  well  to  do  thee  harm. 

Y.  Luc.  Ay,  when  my  father  was  in  Home  she  did. 

Marc.  What  means  my  niece  Lavinia  by  these  signs? 

Tit.  Fear  her  not,  Lucius :  somewhat  doth  she  mean : — 
See,  Lucius,  see  how  much  she  makes  of  thee : 
Somewhither  would  she  have  thee  go  with  her. 
Ah,  boy,  Cornelia  never  with  more  care 
Bead  to  her  sons  than  she  hath  read  to  thee 
Sweet  poetry  and  Tully*s  Orator. 

Marc  Canst  thou  not  guess  wherefore  she  plies  thee  thus? 

T.  Luc.  My  lord,  I  know  not,  I,  nor  can  1  guess, 
Unless  some  nt  or  frenzy  do  possess  her : 
For  I  have  heard  my  grandsire  say  full  oft 
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fbctremity  of  griefs  would  make  men  mad ; 

And  1  have  r^id  that  Hecuba  of  Troy 

Ran  mad  through  sorrow :  that  made  me  to  fear; 

Although,  my  lord,  I  know  my  noble  aunt 

Loves  me  as  dear  as  e'er  my  mother  did. 

And  would  not,  but  in  fury,  fright  my  youth : 

Which  made  me  down  to  throw  my  books,  and  fly, — 

Causeless,  perhaps:  but  pardon  me,  sweet  aunt: 

And,  madam,  if  my  uncle  Marcus  go, 

I  will  most  willingly  attend  your  kdyshipb 

Marc  Lucius,  I  wilL 

[Lavinia  turM  ever  with  htir  titumps  the 
books  which  LC7CIUS  has  letfafl. 

Tit  How  now,  Lavinia! — Marcus,  what  means  this? 
Some  book  there  is  that  she  desires  to  see. 
Which  is  it,  girl,  of  these? — Open  them,  boy. — 
But  thou  art  deeper  read  and  better  skiU'd : 
Come,  and  take  choice  of  all  my  library. 
And  so  beguile  thy  sorrow,  till  the  heavens 
Reveal  the  damn'd  contriver  of  this  deed. — 
Why  lifts  she  up  her  arms  in  sequence  thus? 

Marc,  I  think  she  means  that  there  was  more  than  one 
tlonfederate  in  the  fact ; — ay,  more  there  wao, 
Or  else  to  heaven  she  heaves  them  for  revenge. 

TiL  Lucius,  what  }>ook  is  that  she  tosseth  so? 

T,  Luc.  Grandsire,  *tis  Ovid's  Metamorphosis; 
My  mother  gave  it  me. 

Marc,  For  love  of  her  that  *8  gone, 

Perhaps  she  cull'd  it  from  among  the  rest 

Tit,  Soft!  see  how  busily  she  turns  the  leaves ! 
Help  her : 

What  would  she  find? — ^Lavinia,  shall  I  read? 
This  is  the  tra^c  tale  of  Philomel, 
And  treats  of  Tereus'  treason  and  his  rape; 
And  rape,  I  fear,  was  root  of  thine  annoy. 

Marc  See,  brother,  see;  note  how  she  quotes  the  leave& 

Tit.  Lavinia,  wert  thou  thus  surprised,  sweet  girl, 
Raviflh'd,  and  wrong'd,  as  Philomela  was, 
Forc'd  in  the  ruthless,  vast,  and  gloomy  woods? — 
See,  see! — 

Ay,  such  a  place  there  is  where  we  did  hunt, — 
0,  had  we  never,  never  hunted  there! — 
Patterned  by  that  the  poet  here  describes. 
By  nature  made  for  murders  and  for  rapes. 

Marc  O,  why  should  nature  build  so  foul  a  dei^ 
Unless  the  gods  delight  in  tragedies? 
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Tit  Give  signs,  sweet  girl,  — for  here  are  none  but  Menda,— 
What  Roman  lord  it  was  durst  do  the  deed : 
Or  slunk  not  Saturnine,  as  Tarquin  erst, 
That  left  the  camp  to  sin  in  Lucrece*  bed? 

Marc  Sit  down,  sweet  niece : — ^brother,  sit  down  by  me.— 
Apollo,  Pallas,  Jove,  or  Mercury, 
Inspire  me,  that  I  may  this  treason  find ! — 
M jr  lord,  look  here : — look  here,  Lavinia : 
This  sandy  plot  is  plain ;  guide,  if  thou  canst^ 
This  after  me,  when  I  have  writ  mv  name 
Without  the  help  of  any  hand  at- all 

[He  writes  his  name  with  his  staffs  guiding  it  with 
his  feet  and  mouth. 
Cnrs'd  be  that  heart  that  forc'd  us  to  this  shift! — 
Write  thou,  good  niece ;  and  here  display  at  last 
What  God  will  have  discovered  for  revenge : 
Heaven  guide  thy  pen  to  print  thy  sorrows  plain. 
That  we  may  know  the  traitors  and  the  truth! 

[Sfie  takes  the  staff  in  her  mouth,  guides  it  with  her 
stumps,  and  writes. 

Tit   0,  do  ye  read,  my  lord,  what  she  hath  writ? 
Stuprum — Chiron — Demetrius, 

Marc,  What,  what! — ^the  lustful  sons  of  Tamoia 
Performers  of  this  heinous,  bloody  deed? 

Tit  Magni  Dominator  poli, 
Tam  lentu^  audis  scelera  ?  tam  lenius  videst 

Mare.  O,  calm  thee,  gentle  lord ;  although  I  know 
There  is  enough  written  upon  this  earth 
To  stir  a  mutmy  in  the  mildest  thoughts. 
And  arm  the  minds  of  infemfs  to  excjaims. 
My  lord,  kneel  down  with  me ;  Lavinia,  kneel ; 
And  kneel,  sweet  boy,  the  Roman  Hector's  hope; 
And  swear  with  me, — as,  with  the  woeful  fere 
And  father  of  that  chaste  dishonour'd  dame, 
Lord  Junius  Brutus  sware  for  Lucreco'  rape, — 
That  we  will  prosecute,  by  good  advice. 
Mortal  revenge  upon  these  traitorous  Goths, 
And  see  their  blood,  or  die  with  this  reproach. 

Tit.  *Ti8  sure  enough,  an  you  knew  how. 
But  if  you  hunt  these  bear- whelps,  then  beware : 
The  dam  will  wake ;  and  if  she  wind  yoU  once, 
She 's  with  the  lion  deeply  still  in  league. 
And  lulls  him  whilst  she  playeth  on  her  back. 
And  when  he  sleeps  will  she  do  what  she  list. 
You  are  a  youn^  huntsman,  Marcus ;  let  it  aloiMi 
And,  OMM^  I  irll  go  j{et  a  leaf  of  brassi 
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And  with  a  gad  of  steel  will  write  these  words. 
And  lay  it  by :  the  angry  northern  wind 
Will  blow  these  sands,  like  Sybil's  leayes,  abroad. 
And  Where's  your  lesson  then? — Boy,  what  say  youT 

Y,  Luc  I  say,  my  lord,  that  if  I  were  a  man, 
Their  mother's  bedchamber  should  not  be  safe 
For  these  bad-bondmen  to  the  yoke  of  Rome. 

Marc  Ay,  that's  my  boy!  thy  father  hath  full  oft 
For  his  ungratefiQ  country  done  the  like. 

Y,  Luc  And,  uncle,  so  will  I,  an  if  I  liva 

TU,  Come,  go  with  me  into  mine  armoury ; 
Lucius,  rU  fit  thee ;  and  withal,  my  boy, 
Shalt  carry  from  me  to  the  empress'  sons 
Presents  that  I  intend  to  send  them  both : 
Come,  come ;  thou'lt  do  thy  message,  wilt  thou  not? 

Y.  Luc  Ay,  with  my  dagger  in  their  bosoms,  grand- 
sire. 

Tit  No,  boy,  not  so;  111  teach  thee  another  course.—* 
Layinia,  come. — Marcus,  loc^  to  my  house: 
Lucius  and  111  go  braye  it  at  the  court ; 
Ay,  marry,  wiU  we,  sir ;  and  we'll  be  waited  on. 

[Exeunt  Tit.,  Lav.,  and  Y.  Lua 

Marc  O  heavens,  can  you  hear  a  ^ood  man  groan^ 
And  not  relent,  or  not  compassion  Imn? 
Marcus,  attend  him  in  his  ecstasy, 
That  hath  mcnre  scars  of  sorrow  in  his  heart 
Than  foemen's  marks  upon  his  batter'd  shield; 
But  yet  so  just  that  he  will  not  revenge : — 
Kevenge,  ye  heavens^  for  old  Andronicust  {Exit 


SCENE  IL— Rome.    A  Boom  in  the  PaUux. 

Enter  Aaron,  Demetrhts,  and  Chiron,  ai  one  door;  at 

another  door.  Young  Lucius  and  an  Attendant,  wUh  a 

bundle  of  weapons,  and  verses  writ  upon  them, 

CM.  Demetrius,  here 's  the  son  of  Lucius ; 
He  hath  some  message  to  deliver  us. 

Aar,  Ay,  some  mad  message  from  his  mad  mndfathor. 

Y.  Luc  My  lords,  with  all  the  humbleness  I  may, 
I  greet  your  honours  from  Andronicus, — 
A^nd  pray  the  Roman  gods  confound  you  both !         [Aside 

Dem,  Gramer^,  lovely  Lucius:  what's  the  news? 

Boy.  [aside.]  That  you  are  both  decipher'd,  that's  the 
news, 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


acENEH.  TITUS  ANDRONICUS.  441 

For  villains  mark'd  with  rape. — May  it  please  you. 

My  grandsire,  well-advis'd,  nath  sent  by  me 

The  goodliest  weapons  of  his  armoury 

To  gratify  your  honourable  youth. 

The  hope  of  Rome ;  for  so  he  bade  me  say ; 

And  so  I  do,  and  with  his  gifts  present 

Your  lordships,  that  whenever  you  have  need, 

You  may  be  armed  and  apjjointed  well : 

And  so  I  leave  you  both, — [aside]  like  bloody  villains. 

[ExeuTfU  Y.  Luc.  and  Attendant. 

Dern.  What's^ere?   A  scroll;  and  written  round  about! 
Let *8  see: — 
[Reads.]    Integer  vUce,  ncelerisque  purus^ 

Non  eget  Mauri  jactUis,  nee  arcu, 

Chi  0,  *tis  a  verse  in  Horace;  I  know  it  well : 
I  read  it  in  the  grammar  longago. 

Aar,  Ay,  jusC — a  verse  in  Horace ; — ^right,  you  have  it. — 
Now,  what  a  thing  it  is  to  be  an  ass!  [Aside, 

Here's  no  sound  jestl    the  old  man  hath  found   their 

guilt; 
And  sends  them  weapons  wrapped  about  with  lines, 
That  wound,  Leyond  their  feeling,  to  the  quick. 
But  were  our  witty  empress  well  a-foot, 
She  would  applaud  Andronicus'  conceit. 
But  let  her  rest  in  her  unrest  awhile  — 
And  now,  young  lords,  was't  not  a  happy  star 
Led  us  to  Rome,  strangers,  and  more  than  so, 
Captives,  to  be  sidvanced  to  this  height? 
It  did  me  good  before  the  palace  gate 
To  brave  the  tribune  in  his  brother's  hearing. 

JDeTn,  But  me  more  good  to  see  so  great  a  lord 
Basely  insinuate  and  send  us  gifts. 

Aar,  Had  he  not  reason,  I^rd  Demetrius? 
Bid  you  not  use  his  daughter  very  friendly? 

Dem.  I  would  we  had  a  thousand  Roman  dames 
At  such  a  bay,  by  turn  to  serve  our  lust. 

Chi.  A  charitable  wish,  and  full  of  love. 

Aar.  Here  lacks  but  your  mother  for  to  say  amen. 

Chi  And  that  would  she  for  twenty  thousand  more. 

Dem.   Come,  let  us  go ;  and  pray  to  all  the  gods 
For  our  beloved  mother  in  her  pains. 

Aar.  [aside.]  Pray  to  the  devils;  the  gods  have  given  us 
over.  [Flourish  within, 

Dem,  Why  do  the  emperor's  trumpets  flourish  thus! 

Chi.  Belike,  for  joy  the  emperor  hath  a  son. 

Dem.  Soft!  who  comes  here! 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


442  TITUS  ANDnOXTCUS.  act  iv 

Enter  a  Nurse,  with  «  blackamoor  Child  m  her  armg, 

Nur,  Good-morrow,  lords: 

0,  tell  me,  did  you  see  Aaron  the  Moor? 

Aar,  Well,  more  or  less,  or  ne'er  a  whit  at  all. 
Here  Aaron  is ;  and  what  with  Aaron  now? 

Nur.  O  gentle  Aaron,  we  are  all  undone! 
Now  help,  or  woe  betide  thee  evermore ! 

Aar.  Why,  what  a  caterwaulini^  dost  thou  keep! 
What  dost  thou  wrap  and  fumble  in  thine  arms? 

Nur.  O,  that  which  I  would  hide  from  heaven^s  eye. 
Our  empress*  shame  and  stately  Rome's  disgrace! — 
She  is  delivered,  lords, — she  is  delivered. 

Aar,  To  whom? 

Nur.  I  mean,  she  *8  brought  a-bed. 

Aar,  Well,  God  give  her  good  rest!    What  hath  he  sent 
her? 

Nur,  A  deviL 

Aar,  Why,  then  she  is  the  devO's  dam;  a  joyful  issue. 

Nur,  A  joyless,  dismal,  black,  and  sorroindhil  issue: 
Here  is  the  babe,  as  loathsome  as  a  toad 
Amongst  the  fairest  breeders  of  our  clime : 
The  empress  sends  it  thee,  thy  stamp,  thy  seal. 
And  bids  thee  christen  it  witn  thy  cU^ser's  point. 

Aar.  Zotknds,  ye  whore  I  is  black  sobase  a  hue? — 
Sweet  blowse,  you  are  a  beauteous  blossom,  sure. 

Dem.  Villain,  what  hast  thou  done? 

Aar,  That  which  thou  canst  not  undo. 

Chi.  Thou  hast  undone  our  mother. 

Aar,  Villain,  I  have  done  thy  mother. 

Dem,  And  therein,  hellish  dog,  thou  hast  undonOp 
Woe  to  her  chance,  and  damn'd  her  loathed  choicel 
Accurs'd  the  offspring  of  so  foul  a  fiend ! 

Chi,  It  shall  not  Uve. 

Aar.  It  shall  not  die. 

Nur,  Aaron,  it  must ;  the  mother  wills  it  so. 

Aar.  What,  must  it,  nur»e?  then  let  no  man  but  I 
Do  execution  on  my  flesh  and  blood. 

Dem.  I'll  broach  the  tadijole  on  my  rapier's  point : — 
Nurse,  rive  it  me ;  my  sword  shall  soon  despatch  it. 

Aar,  Sooner  this  sword  shall  plough  thy  bowels  up. 

[Takes  tfte  Child /rom  the  Nurse,  and  draws. 
^  Stay,  murderous  villains!  will  you  kill  your  brother? 
Now,  by  the  burning  tapers  of  the  sky, 
That  shone  so  brightly  when  this  boy  was  goi^ 
He  dies  upcn  my  scimitar's  sharp  point 
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That  k>ncbes  this  my  first-bom  son  and  heir ! 

I  tell  you,  younglings,  not  Enceladus, 

With  aU  his  threatening  band  of  Typhon*s  brood, 

Nor  great  Alcides,  nor  the  god  of  war, 

Shall  seize  this  prey  out  of  nis  father's  hands. 

What,  what,  ye  sanguine,  shallow-hearted  bojrs! 

Ve  white-lim'd  walls!  ye  alehouse-painted  signs! 

Coal-black  is  better  than  another  hue, 

In  that  it  scorns  to  bear  another  hue ; 

For  all  the  water  in  the  ocean 

Can  never  turn  a  swan's  black  legs  to  whiter 

Although  she  lave  them  hourly  in  the  flood. 

Tell  the  empress  from  me,  I  am  of  a^e 

To  keep  mine  own, — excuse  it  how  she  can. 

Dem,  Wilt  thou  betray  thy  noble  mistress  thus? 

Aar.  My  mistress  is  my  mistress ;  this,  myself — 
The  vigour  and  the  picture  of  my  vouth : 
This  before  all  the  world  do  I  prefer ; 
This  maugre  all  the  world  will  I  keep  safe. 
Or  some  of  you  shall  smoke  for  it  in  Borne. 

Dem,  By  this  our  mother  is  for  ever  sham'd. 

Chi,  Rome  will  despise  her  for  this  foul  escape. 

Nur,  The  emperor,  in  his  rage,  will  doom  her  death. 

Chi,  I  blush  to  think  upon  this  ignomy. 

Aar,   Why,  there *s  the  privilege  your  beauty  bears: 
Fie,  treacherous  hue,  that  will  betray  with  blushing 
The  close  enacts  and  counsels  of  the  heart ! 
Here's  a  youns  lad  fram'd  of  another  leer: 
Look  how  the  black  slave  smiles  upon  the  father, 
As  who  should  say.  Old  lad,  I  dm  thine  axon. 
He  is  your  brother,  lords ;  sensibly  fed 
Of  that  self-blood  that  first  gave  life  to  you ; 
And  from  that  womb  where  you  imprison'd  were 
He  is  enfranchised  and  come  to  light : 
Nay,  he  is  your  brother  by  the  surer  side. 
Although  my  seal  be  stamped  in  his  face. 

Nur,  Aaron,  what  shall  I  say  unto  the  empress? 

Dem.  Advise  thee,  Aaron,  what  is  to  be  done. 
And  we  will  all  subscribe  to  thy  advice : 
Save  thou  the  child,  so  we  may  all  be  safe. 

Aar,  Then  sit  we  down,  and  let  us  all  consult. 
My  son  and  I  will  have  the  wind  of  you : 
Keep  there:  now  talk  at  pleasure  of  your  safety.  [They  sit 

Dem,  How  many  women  saw  this  child  of  his? 

Aar.  Why,  so,  brave  lords!  when  we  join  in  league 
I  am  a  lamb :  but  if  you  brave  the  Moor, 
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The  chafed  boar,  the  monntain  lioness. 
The  ocean  swells  not  so  as  Aaron  storms. — 
But  say,  again,  how  many  saw  the  child? 

Nur.  Cornelia  the  midwife  and  myself; 
And  no  one  else  but  the  delivered  empress. 

Aar.  The  em^iress,  the  midwife,  and  yourself: 
Two  may  keep  counsel  when  the  thurd  *8  away : 
Cro  to  the  empress,  tell  her  this  I  said : — 

[Stabs  her,  and  she  dies. 
Weke,  weke!— so  cries  a  pig  prepared  to  the  spit. 

Dem,  What  meanest  thou,  Aaron  ?    Wherefore  didst  thoa 
this? 

Aar,  0  Lord,  sir,  'tis  a  deed  of  policy : 
Shall  she  live  to  betray  this  ^nilt  of  ours, — 
A  long-tongu*d  babbling  gossip?  no,  lords,  noi 
And  now  he  it  known  to  you  my  foil  intent. 
Not  for,  one  Muliteus  lives,  my  countryman ; 
His  wife  but  yesternight  was  brought  to  bed; 
His  child  is  like  to  her,  fair  as  you  are: 
Go  pack  with  him,  and  give  the  mother  gold. 
And  tell  them  both  the  circumstance  of  ail ; 
And  how  b}r  this  their  child  shall  be  advanced. 
And  be  received  for  the  emperor's  heir, 
And  substituted  in  the  place  of  mine. 
To  calm  this  tempest  whirling  in  the  court ; 
And  let  the  emperor  dandle  him  for  his  own.  ^ 
Hark  ye,  lords;  ye  see  I  have  given  her  physic, 

[PotnUng  to  the  Nnrsflb 
And  you  must  needs  bestow  her  funeral ; 
The  nelds  are  near,  and  you  are  eallant  grooms : 
This  done,  see  that  you  take  no  longer  c&ys, 
But  send  the  midwife  presently  to  ma 
The  midwife  and  the  nurse  well  made  away, 
Then  let  the  ladies  tattle  what  they  please. 

Chi,  Aaron,  I  see  thou  wilt  not  trust  the  air 
With  secrets. 

Dem.  For  this  care  of  Tamora, 

Herself  and  hers  are  highly  bound  to  thee. 

[Exeunt  Dem.  and  Chi.,  bearing  qftlie  dead  Nurta 

Aar,  Now  to  the  Groths,  as  swift  as  swallow  flies; 
There  to  dispose  this  treasure  in  mine  arms, 
And  secretly  to  ^reet  the  empress'  friends. — 
Come  on,  you  thick-Upp'd  slave,  I'll  bear  you  henoe; 
For  it  is  you  that  puts  us  to  our  shifts : 
ril  make  you  feed  on  berries  and  on  roots. 
And  feed  on  curds  and  whey,  and  sock  the  goal^ 
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And  cabin  in  a  cave ;  and  bring  you  np 

To  be  a  warrior  and  command  a  camp.  [ExU, 


SCENE  in.— Rom*.    A  pubUc  Place. 

Enter  Titus,  hearing  arrows^  with  letters  at  the  ends  of  them; 
with  hvrn  Makcus,  Young  Lucius,  and  other  Gentlemen, 
with  hows. 

Tit  Come,  Marcus,  come : — kinsmen,  this  is  the  way. — 
Sir  boy,  now  let  me  see  your  archery ; 
Look  ye  draw  home  enough,  and  'tis  thero  straight. — 
Terras  Astrcea  relupiit: 

Be  you  remember'd,  Marcus,  she 's  gone,  she  *s  fled. 
Sirs,  take  you  to  your  tools.    You,  cousins,  shall 
Go  sound  tiie  ocean  and  cast  your  nets ; 
Happily  you  may  catch  her  in  the  sea ; 
Yet  there 's  as  little  justice  as  at  land.  — 
Ko ;  Publius  and  iSempronius,  you  must  do  it : 
'Tis  you  must  dig  with  mattock  and  with  spade^ 
And  pierce  the  inmost  centre  of  the  earth : 
Then,  when  you  come  to  Pluto's  region, 
I  pray  you  deliver  him  this  petition  ; 
Tell  him  it  is  for  justice  and  for  aid. 
And  that  it  comes  from  old  Andronicus, 
Shaken  with  sorrows  in  ungrateful  Rome. — 
Ah,  Rome! — ^Well,  well;  I  made  thee  miserable 
What  time  I  threw  the  people's  suffrages 
On  him  that  thus  doth  tyrannize  o'er  me. — 
^0)  g*et  you  gone ;  and  pray  be  careful  all. 
And  leave  you  not  a  man-of-war  unsearch'd : 
This  wicked  emperor  may  have  shipp  d  her  hence ; 
And,  kinsmen,  then  we  may  ^o  pipe  for  justice. 

Marc  O  Publius,  is  not  this  a  heavy  case, 
To  see  thy  noble  uncle  thus  distract? 

Pvb,  Therefore,  my  lord,  it  highly  us  concerns 
By  day  and  night  to  attend  him  carefully, 
And  feed  his  humour  kind!  v  as  we  may, 
TiU  time  beget  some  careful  remedy. 

Marc,  Kinsmen,  his  sorrows  are  past  remedy. 
Join  with  the  Goths ;  and  with  revengeful  war 
Take  wreak  on  Rome  for  this  ingratitude. 
And  vengeance  on  the  traitor  Saturnine. 

Tit.  Publius,  how  now !  how  now,  my  mastertl 
What,  have  you  met  with  her? 
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Pub.  No,  my  good  lord ;  but  Pluto  sends  you  word. 
If  you  will  have  I^venge  from  hell,  you  shall: 
Marry,  for  Justice,  she  is  so  em])loy*d. 
He  thiiiks,  with  Jove  in  heaven,  or  somewhere  else^ 
So  that  Perforce  you  must  needs  stay  a  time. 

Tit.  He  doth  me  wrons  to  feed  me  with  delays, 
ril  dive  into  the  buminglake  below, 
And  pull  her  out  of  Acheron  by  the  heels.— 
Marcus,  we  are  but  shrubs,  no  cedars  we. 
No  big-bon'd  men,  framed  of  the  Cyclops*  size; 
But  metal,  Marcus,  steel  to  the  very  back. 
Yet  wrong  with  wron^  more  than  our  backs  can  bear: 
And,  sith  there  is  no  justice  in  earth  nor  hell. 
We  will  solicit  heaven,  and  move  the  gods 
To  send  down  Justice  for  to  wreak  our  wrongs. — 
Come,  to  this  gear. — You  are  a  good  archer,  Marcus. 

[He  gives  tfiem  tfie  arrotPA 
Ad  Jovenif  that's  for  you : — ^here,  adApollinem: — 
Ad  Martem^  that 's  for  myself: — 
Here,  boy,  to  Pallas : — here,  to  Mercury : — 
To  Saturn,  Caius,  not  to  Saturnine; 
You  were  as  good  to  shoot  ac^ainst  the  wind.^ 
To  it,  boy.— Marcus,  loose  when  I  bid, — 
Of  my  word,  I  have  written  to  effect; 
There  *s  not  a  god  lefb  unsolicited. 

Marc  Kinsmen,  shoot  all  your  shafts  into  the  court: 
We  will  afflict  the  emperor  in  his  ]iride. 

TiL  Now,  masters,  draw.     [Theii  shooL]    O,  well  said. 
Good  boy,  in  Virgo's  lap;  give  it  Pallas.  [Luciusl 

Marc  My  lord,  I  aim  a  mile  beyond  the  moon: 
Your  letter  is  with  Jupiter  by  this. 

Tit.  Ha!  ha! 
Publius,  Publius,  what  hast  thou  done? 
See,  see,  thou  haat  shot  off  one  of  Taurus*  horns. 

Marc  This  was  the  sport,  my  lord :  when  Publius  shot^ 
The  Bull,  being  galFd,  gave  Anes  such  a  knock 
That  down  fell  both  the  Ram*8  horns  in  the  court ; 
And  who  should  find  them  but  the  empress*  villain? 
She  laugh*d,  and  told  the  Moor  he  should  not  choose 
But  give  them  to  his  master  for  a  present. 

TiL  Why,  there  it  goes :  God  give  his  lordship,  joy ! 

Enter  a  Clown,  toith  a  basket  and  two  pigeons  in  ii» 
News,  news  from  heaven !  Marcus,  the  post  is  coma 
Sirrah,  what  tidings?  have  you  any  letters? 
Shall  I  have  justice?  what  says  Jupiter? 
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Clo.  Ho,  the  gil)bet-maker?  hesaysthat  behath  taken  them 
down  a^dn,  for  the  man  must  not  be  hanged  till  the  next  week. 

Tit.  But  what  says  Jupiter,  I  ask  thee? 

Clo.  Alas,  sir,  I  know  not  Jupiter ;  I  never  drank  with  him 
in  all  my  life. 

Tit.  Why,  villain,  art  not  thou  the  carrier? 

Clo.  Ay,  of  my  jdgeons,  sir;  nothing  else. 

Tit.  Why,  didst  thou  not  come  from  heaven? 

Clo.  From  heaven !  alas,  sir,  I  never  came  there :  God 
forbid  I  should  be  so  bold  to  press  to  heaven  in  my  youn^^ 
days.  Why,  I  am  going  with  my  pigeons  to  the  tribunal 
plebs,  to  take  up  a  matter  of  brawl  betwixt  my  uncle  and 
one  of  the  imperial's  men. 

Marc  Why,  sir,  that  is  as  fit  as  can  be  to  serve  for  your 
oration;  and  let  him  deliver  the  pigeons  to  the  emperor 
from  you. 

Til.  Tell  me,  can  you  deliver  an  oration  to  the  emperor 
with  a  ^race  ? 

Clo.  Nay,  truly,  sir,  I  could  never  say  grace  in  all  my  life. 

TiL  Sirrah,  come  hither :  make  no  more  ado, 
But  give  your  pigeons  to  the  emperor : 
By  me  thou  shalt  have  justice  at  his  hands. 
Hold,  hold ;  meanwhile  here 's  money  for  thy  charges. — 
Give  me  pen  and  ink. — 
Sirrah,  can  you  with  a  grace  deliver  a  supplication? 

Clo,  Ay,  sir. 

Tit.  Then  here  is  a  supplication  for  you.  And  when  you 
come  to  him,  at  the  first  approach  you  must  kneel ;  then 
kiss  his  foot ;  then  deliver  up  your  pigeons ;  and  then  look 
for  your  reward.    I*U  be  at  hand,  sir ;  see  you  do  it  bravely. 

Clo.  I  warrant  you,  sir,  let  me  alone. 

Tit.  Sirrah,  hast  thou  a  knife?    Come,  let  me  see  it. 
Here,  Marcus,  fold  it  in  the  oration ; 
For  thou  hast  made  it  like  an  humble  suppliant : — 
And  when  thou  hast  given  it  to  the  eniiieror, 
Knock  at  my  door,  and  tell  me  what  he  says. 

Ch.  God  be  with  you,  sir;  I  will 

TiL  Come,  Marcus,  let  us  go.— Publius,  follow  me. 

\_bixeunL 

SCENE  IV.—RoME.     Before  the  Palace, 

Enter  Saturninus,  Tamora,  Demetrius,  Chiron,  Lords, 
and  others  ;  Saturninus  with  the  arrows  in  hia  liand  that 
TfTUS  slioL 
i^aU  Why,  lords,  what  wrongs  are  these  I  was  ever  seen 
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Ad  emperor  in  Rome  thus  overborne, 

Troubled,  confronted  thus ;  and,  for  the  extent 

Of  legal  justice,  us'd  in  such  contempt? 

My  lords,  you  know,  as  do  the  mightful  gods. 

However  these  disturbers  of  our  peace 

Buzz  in  the  people's  ears,  there  naught  hath  pass'd. 

But  even  with  law,  against  the  wilml  sons 

Of  old  Andronicus.     And  what  an  if 

His  sorrows  have  so  overwhelmed  his  wits, 

Shall  we  be  thus  afiUcted  in  his  freaks, 

His  fits,  his  frenzy,  and  his  bitterness? 

And  now  he  writes  to  heaven  for  his  redress: 

See,  here  *s  to  Jove,  and  this  to  Mercury; 

This  to  Apollo ;  this  to  the  god  of  war ; — 

Sweet  scrolls  to  fly  about  the  streets  of  Rome! 

What 's  this  but  libelling  against  the  senate, 

And  blazoning  our  injustice  everrwhere? 

A  goodly  humour,  is  it  not,  my  lords  ? 

As  who  would  say,  in  Rome  no  justice  were. 

But  if  I  live,  his  feigned  ecstasies 

Shall  be  no  shelter  to  these  outragCB : 

But  he  and  his  shall  know  that  justice  lives 

In  SatuminuV  health ;  whom,  if  she  sleep, 

He*ll  so  awake  as  she  in  fiiry  shall 

Cut  off  the  proudest  conspirator  that  lives. 

Tarn,  My  gracious  lord,  my  lovely  Saturnine^ 
Lord  of  my  lue,  commander  of  my  tnoughts, 
Calm  thee,  and  bear  the  faults  of  Titus'  age. 
The  effects  of  sorrow  for  his  valiant  sons. 
Whose  loss  hath  pierc'd  him  deep,  and  scarred  his  heart; 
And  rather  comfort  his  distressed  plight 
Than  prosecute  the  meanest  or  the  beist 
For  these  contempts. — [A«ide.]    Why,  thus  it  shall  become 
Uigh-witted  Tamora  to  gloze  with  all : 
But,  Titus,  I  have  touched  thee  to  the  (^uick, 
Thy  life-blood  on't :  if  Aaron  now  be  wise. 
Then  is  all  safe,  the  anchor 's  in  the  port. — 

Enter  Clown, 
How  now,  good  feUow!  wouldst  thou  speak  with  ns? 

Clo.  Yes,  forsooth,  an  your  mistership  be  imperial. 

Tanu  Empress  I  am,  but  yonder  sits  the  erajieror. 

Clo.  *Tis  ne.  —  God  and  daint  Stephen  give  yoa  good- 
den  :  I  have  brought  you  a  letter  and  a  couple  of  pii^eons 
*ifiro.  [Saturninus  recuis  tfie  UUtr, 

Sat,  Qo,  take  him  away,  and  hang  him  presently. 
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Clo.  How  much  money  must  I  have? 

Tarn,  Come,  sirrah,  you  must  be  hang'd. 

Clo,    Han^'d!     By'r  lady,  then  I  Imve   brought  up  a 
neck  to  a  fair  end.  [Exit  guarded. 

Sat,  Despiteful  and  intolerable  wrongs  I 
Shall  I  endure  this  monstrous  villany? 
I  know  from  whence  this  same  device  proceeds : 
May  this  bo  borne, — as  if  his  traitorous  sons, 
That  died  by  law  for  murder  of  our  brother, 
Have  by  my  means  been  butcher'd  wrongftiUy? — 
Go,  drag  the  villain  hither  by  the  hair ; 
Nor  age  nor  honour  shall  sha])e  privilege. — 
For  tms  proud  mock  I'll  be  thy  slaughter-man ; 
Sly  frantic  wietch,  that  holp'st  to  make  me  great, 
In  hope  thysell  should  govern  Rome  and  me. 

Enter  ^milius. 
What  news  with  thee,  ^Emilius? 

JSmil.  Arm,  my  lord!     Rome  never  had  more  caueef 
The  Groths  have  gather'd  head ;  and  with  a  power 
Of  high-resolved  men,  bent  to  the  8iK)il, 
They  hither  march  amain,  under  conduct 
Of  Lucius,  son  to  old  Andronicus ; 
Who  threats,  in  course  of  this  revenge,  to  do 
As  much  as  ever  Coriolanus  did. 

Sat.  Is  warlike  Lucius  general  of  the  Goths? 
These  tidings  nip  me ;  and  I  hang  the  head 
As  flowers  with  frost,  or  grass  beat  down  with  storms: 
Ay,  now  begin  our  sorrows  to  approach : 
*Tis  he  the  common  -peoiAe  love  so  much ; 
Myself  hath  often  overheard  them  say, — 
When  I  have  walked  like  a  private  man, — 
That  Lucius'  banishment  was  wrongfuUy, 
And  they  have  wish'd  that  Lucius  were  their  emperor. 

Tafru  Why  shoiiJd  you  fear?  is  not  your  city  strong? 

Sat.  Ay,  but  the  citizens  favour  Lucius, 
And  will  revolt  from  me  to  succour  him. 

Tarn.  King,  be  thy  thoughts  imperious,  like  thy  namet 
Is  the  sun  dimm'd,  that  gnats  do  ny  in  it? 
The  eagle  suffers  little  birds  to  sing, 
And  is  not  careful  what  they  mean  thereby. 
Knowing  that  with  the  shadow  of  his  wing 
He  can  at  pleasure  stint  their  melody : 
Even  60  mayst  thou  the  gi<ldy  men  of  Rome. 
Then  cheer  thy  spirit :  for  know,  thou  emperor, 
I  will  enchant  the  old  Andr  >nicua 
VOL.  V.  2  G 
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With  words  more  sweet,  and  yet  more  daugeroua» 
Than  baits  to  fish  or  honey -stalks  to  sheep, 
Whenas  the  one  is  wounded  with  the  bait» 
The  other  rotted  with  delicious  feed. 

Sat.  But  he  will  not  entreat  his  son  for  us. 

Tafn,  If  Tamora  entreat  him,  then  he  will: 
For  I  can  smooth  and  till  his  aged  ear 
With  golden  promises  that,  were  his  heart 
Almost  impregnable,  his  old  ears  dea^ 
Yet  should  both  ear  and  heart  obey  my  tongue.— 
Go  thou  before  [to  ^^milius]  ;  be  our  ambassador: 
Say  that  the  emperor  requests  a  parley 
Of  warlike  Lucius,  and  appoint  the  meeting 
Even  at  his  father's  house,  the  old  Andromcus. 

Sat.  iEmilius,  do  this  message  honourably : 
And  if  he  stand  on  hostage  for  his  safety, 
Bid  him  demand  what  pledge  will  please  him  bejt. 

jEmil,  Your  bidding  shaU  I  do  effectually.  [ExiL 

Tarn,  Now  wiil  I  to  that  old  Andronicus, 
And  temper  him,  with  all  the  art  I  have, 
To  nluck  proud  Lucius  from  the  warlike  Goths. 
And  now,  sweet  emperor,  be  blithe  again, 
And  bury  all  thy  fear  in  my  devices. 

SitL  Then  go  successfully,  and  plead  to  him.        [JCxeunL 


ACT  Y. 

SCENE  L^Plains  near  Rome^ 

Enter  Lucius  and  Goths,  toUh  drum  and  coloitrM, 
Luc.  Approved  warriors  and  my  faithful  friends, 
I  have  received  letters  from  great  Rome, 
Which  signify  what  hate  they  bear  their  emperor. 
And  how  desirous  of  our  sight  they  are. 
Therefore,  great  lords,  be  as  your  titles  wii^ness, 
Imperious  and  impatient  of  your  wrongs ; 
And  wherein  Rome  hath  done  you  any  scath 
Let  him  make  treble  satisfaction. 

1  Goth.  Brave  slip,  sprung  from  the  great  Andronicua, 
Whose  name  was  once  our  terror,  now  our  comfort ; 
Whose  high  exploits  and  honourable  deeds 
Ingrateful  Rome  requites  with  foul  contempt. 
Be  bold  in  us :  we'll  follow  where  thou  lead'st, — 
Like  stinging  bees  in  hottest  summer's  day. 
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Led  by  their  master  to  the  flowered  fields, — 
And  be  aveng'd  od  cursed  Tamora. 

Goths.  And  as  he  saith.  so  say  we  all  with  him. 

Lvc.  I  humbly  thank  him,  and  I  thank  you  alL 
But  who  comes  iiere,  led  by  a  lusty  Goth? 

Enter  a  Goth,  leading  Aaron  tuith  his  Child  m  his  amu, 

2  Golh.  Renowned  Lucius,  from  our  troox>s  I  stray'd 
To  gaze  upon  a  ruinous  monastery ; 
And  as  I  earnestly  did  fix  mine  eye 
Upon  the  wasted  building,  suddenly 
I  heard  a  child  cry  underneath  a  wall. 
I  made  unto  the  noise ;  when  soon  I  heard 
The  crying  babe  controll'd  with  this  discourse: — 
Peace,  tavmy  slave,  half  me  arid  half  thy  dam! 
Did  not  thy  hue  beuoray  wJiose  brat  thou  art. 
Had  nature  lent  thee  but  thy  mother's  look. 
Villain,  thou  mlghtst  have  been  an  emperor: 
But  where  the  f/ull  and  coto  are  both  milk-white 
They  never  do  begH  a  coaL-black  calf. , 
Peace,  villain,  peace  ! — even  thus  he  rates  the  babe,-— 
For  I  must  bear  thee  to  a  trusty  Goth; 
Who,  when  he  knows  thou  art  the  empress^  bahe, 
Will  hold  thee  dearly  for  thy  mother's  sake. 
With  this,  my  weapon  drawn,  I  rush'd  upon  him, 
Surpris'd  him  suddenly,  and  brought  him  hither, 
To  use  as  you  think  needful  of  the  man. 

Luc.  0  worthy  Goth,  this  is  the  incarnate  devil 
That  robb'd  Andronicus  of  his  good  haud ; 
This  is  the  pearl  that  pleas' d  your  empress'  eye ; 
And  here 's  the  base  fruit  of  his  burning  lust. — 
Say,  wall-ey'd  slave,  whither  wouldst  thou  convey 
This  growing  image  of  thy  fiend -like  face? 
Why  dost  not  speak?  what,  deaf?     No  ;  not  a  word? — 
A  halter,  soldiers ;  hang  him  on  this  tree. 
And  by  his  side  his  fruit  of  bastardy. 

Aar,  Touch  not  the  boy, — ^he  is  of  royal  blood. 

Imc.  Too  like  the  sire  for  ever  being  good. — 
First  hang  the  child,  that  he  may  see  it  sprawl, — 
A  sight  to  vex  the  father's  soul  withal. 
Get  me  a  ladder.     \A   ladder  brought,  which  Aakon   m 

obliged  to  ascend, 

Aar,  Lucius,  save  the  child. 

And  bear  it  from  me  to  the  empress. 
If  thou  do  this,  I'll  show  thee  wondrous  things 
That  highly  may  advantage  thee  to  hear: 
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If  thou  wilt  not,  befall  what  may  befall, 

I'll  speak  no  more, — but  vengeance  rot  you  all! 

Luc.  Say  on :  an  if  it  please  me  whicn  thou  speak'si, 
lliy  child  shall  live,  and  I  will  see  it  nourished. 

Aar.  An  if  it  please  thee!  why,  assure  thee,  Lncins, 
'Twill  vex  thy  soul  to  hear  what  I  shall  speak ; 
For  I  must  talk  of  murders,  rapes,  and  massacres. 
Acts  of  black  night,  abominable  deeds. 
Com  plots  of  mischief,  treason,  villanies 
llutliful  to  hear,  yet  piteously  performed: 
And  this  q.hall  all  be  buried  by  my  death. 
Unless  thou  swear  to  me  my  child  shall  live. 

Luc  Tell  on  thy  mind ;  £  say  thy  child  shall  liva 

Aar.  Swear  that  he  shall,  and  then  I  will  begin. 

Ltu:,  Who  should  I  swear  by?  thou  believ'st  no  go-l : 
That  granted,  how  canst  thou  believe  an  oath? 

Aar.  What  if  1  do  not?  as,  indeed,  I  do  not; 
Yet,  for  I  know  thou  art  religious. 
And  hast  a  thing  within  thee  called  conscieiMMi^ 
With  twenty  popish  tricks  and  ceremonies 
Which  I  have  seen  thee  careful  to  observe. 
Therefore  I  urije  thy  oath ; — for  that  1  know 
An  idiot  holds  his  bauble  for  a  god. 
And  keeps  the  oath  which  by  that  god  he  swears ; 
To  that  I'll  urge  him : — ^therefore  thou  shalt  vow 
By  that  same  god, — what  god  soe'er  it  be 
That  thou  ador'st  and  hast  in  reverence, — 
To  save  my  boy,  to  nourish  and  bring  him  up; 
Or  else  I  wiU  discover  naught  to  thee. 

Luc  Even  by  my  god  I  swear  to  thee  I  wilL 

Aar,  First  know  thou,  I  be^ot  him  on  the  empresa 

Luc  O  most  insatiate  luxurious  woman ! 

A  ar.  Tut^  Lucius,  this  was  but  a  deed  of  charity 
To  that  which  thou  shalt  hear  of  me  anon. 
'Twas  her  two  sons  that  murder'd  Bassianns ; 
They  cut  thy  sister's  tongue,  and  ravish'd  her. 
And  cut  her  hands,  and  trimm'd  her  as  thou  saw^bt 

Luc  O  detestable  villain !  call'st  thou  that  trimminir? 

Aar,  Why,  she  was  wash'd,  and  cut,  and  trimui'd ;  aiw) 
*twas 
Trim  sport  for  them  that  had  the  doing  of  it. 

Luc  O  barbarous,  beastly  villains,  like  thyself! 

Aar.  Indeed,  I  was  their  tutor  to  instruct  them: 
TUat  codding  spirit  had  they  from  their  mother. 
As  8ui*e  a  card  as  ever  won  the  set; 
That  bloody  mind,  I  think,  they  lecm'd  of  me, 
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As  true  a  dog  as  ever  fought  at  head. 

Well,  let  my  deeds  be  witness  of  my  worth. 

I  trained  thy  brethren  to  that  guileful  hole 

Where  the  dead  corpse  of  Bassianus  lay : 

I  wrote  the  letter  that  thy  father  found, 

And  hid  the  gold  within  the  letter  mention  M, 

Confederate  with  the  queen  and  her  two  sohh 

And  what  not  done,  that  thou  hast  cause  to  nie. 

Wherein  I  had  no  stroke  of  mischief  in't  ? 

I  play'd  the  cheater  for  thy  father's  hand ; 

And  when  I  had  it,  drew  myself  apart. 

And  almost  broke  my  heart  with  extreme  laughter: 

I  pry'd  me  through  the  crevice  of  a  wall 

When,  for  his  hand,  he  had  his  two  sons'  heads ; 

Beheld  his  tears,  and  laugh'd  so  heartily 

That  both  mine  eyes  were  rainy  like  to  his: 

And  when  I  told  the  empress  of  this  sport, 

She  swooned  almost  at  my  pleasing  tale. 

And  for  my  tidings  gave  me  twenty  kisses. 

1  Qoth,  What,  canst  thou  say  aU  this,  and  never  blush 

Aar,  Ay,  like  a  black  doe,  as  the  saying  is. 

Luc,  Art  thou  not  sorry  tor  these  heinous  deeds? 

Aar,  Ay,  that  I  had  not  done  a  thousand  more. 
Even  now  I  curse  the  day, — and  yet,  I  think. 
Few  come  within  the  compass  of  my  curse, — 
Wherein  I  did  not  some  notorious  Ul : 
As,  kill  a  man,  or  else  devise  his  death ; 
Ravish  a  maid,  or  plot  the  way  to  do  it ; 
Accuse  some  innocent,  and  forswear  myself; 
Set  deadly  enmity  between  two  friends ; 
Make  poor  men's  cattle  stray  and  break  their  necks; 
Set  iire  on  bams  and  hay-stacks  in  the  night. 
And  bid  the  owners  quench  them  with  their  tears. 
Oft  have  I  digg'd  up  dead  men  from  their  gravc«. 
And  set  them  upright  at  their  dear  friend?  doors, 
Even  when  their  sorrows  almost  were  forgot; 
And  on  their  skins,  as  on  the  bark  of  trees, 
Have  \\dth  my  knife  carved  in  Roman  letters, 
Let  not  your  mrrow  die,  though  I  am  dead. 
Tut,  I  have  done  a  thousand  dreadful  things 
As  willingly  as  one  would  kill  a  fly ; 
And  nothmg  grieves  me  heartily  indeed 
But  that  I  cannot  do  ten  thousand  more. 

Z/uc  Bring  down  the  devil ;  for  he  must  not  die 
So  sweet  a  death  as  hanging  presently. 

Aar,  If  there  be  devils,  would  I  were  a  devil. 
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To  live  and  bum  in  everlastiDg  fire. 
Ho  T  might  have  your  company  in  hell, 
i5ut  to  torment  you  with  m}*^  bitter  tongue  I 

T/uc  Sirs,  stop  his  mouth,  and  let  him  speak  no  mora. 

Enter  a  Goth. 
3  Goth.  My  lord,  there  is  a  messenger  from  Rome 
Desires  to  be  admitted  to  your  presence. 
Luc.  liet  him  come  near. 

Enter  uEmilius. 
Welcome,  -^milius :  what 's  the  news  from  Rome? 

jEmil.  Lord  Lucius,  and  you  princes  of  the  Gothay 
The  Roman  emperor  greets  you  all  by  me ; 
And,  for  hr>  understands  you  are  in  arms, 
He  craves  a  parley  at  your  father's  house, 
Willing  you  to  demand  your  hostages. 
And  they  shall  be  immediately  dehver'd. 

1  Goth.  What  says  our  general? 

Luc.  -^hnilius,  let  the  emi)eror  give  his  pledges 
Unto  my  father  a  id  my  uncle  Marcus, 
And  we  will  come. — March  away.  [Exeunt 


SCENE  IL— Rome.     Before  Titus's  House. 

Enter  Tamora,  Demetrius,  and  Chiron,  disguised. 
Tarn.  Thus,  in  this  strange  and  sad  habiliment 

I  will  encounter  with  Andronicus, 

And  say  I  am  Revenge,  sent  from  below 

To  join  with  him  and  right  his  heinous  wrongs. 

Knock  at  his  study,  where  they  say  he  keeps 

To  ruminate  strange  plots  of  dire  revenge ; 

Tell  him  Revenge  is  come  to  joiu  with  him, 

And  work  confusion  on  his  enemies.  [Tlvey  knoeh 

Enter  Titus,  above. 

Tit.  Who  doth  molest  my  contemplation? 
Is  it  your  trick  to  make  me  ope  the  door, 
I  That  so  my  sad  decrees  may  fly  away, 
'And  all  my  study  be  to  no  effect? 
You  are  deceiv'd :  for  what  I  mean  to  do 
rSee  here  in  bloody  lines  I  have  set  down ; 
And  what  is  written  shall  be  executed. 

Tarn.  Titus,  I  am  come  to  talk  with  thee. 

TU.  No,  not  a  word :  how  can  I  grace  my  talk, 
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Wanting  a  hand  to  give  it  action? 

Thou  hast  the  odds  of  me ;  therefore  no  more. 

Tarn.  If  thou  didst  know  me,  thou  wouldst  talk  with  m»-. 

Tit.  I  am  not  mad ;  I  know  thee  well  enough : 
Witness  this  wretche<i  stump,  witness  these  crimson  liiios ; 
Witness  these  trenches  made  by  grief  and  care ; 
Witness  the  tiring  day  and  heavy  night ; 
Witness  all  sorrow,  that  I  know  thee  well 
For  our  proud  empress,  mighty  Tamora : 
Is  not  thy  coming  for  my  other  hand? 

Tarn,  Know  thou,  sad  man,  I  am  not  Tamora; 
She  is  thy  enemy  and  I  thy  friend : 
I  am  Revenge ;  sent  from  the  infernal  kingdom 
To  ease  the  gnawing  vulture  of  thy  mind 
By  working  \^Teakful  vengeance  on  thy  foes. 
Come  down  and  welcome  me  to  this  world's  light ; 
Confer  with  me  of  murder  and  of  death  : 
lliere  's  not  a  hollow  cave  or  lurking-place, 
>'o  vast  obscurity  or  misty  vale. 
Where  bloody  murder  or  detested  rape 
Can  couch  for  fear,  but  I  will  find  them  out ; 
And  in  their  ears  tell  them  my  dreadful  name, — 
Kevenge,  which  makes  the  foul  ofifenders  quake. 

Tit,  Art  thou  Revenge?  and  art  thou  sent  to  me 
To  be  a  torment  to  mine  enemies? 

Tarn,  I  am ;  therefore  come  down  and  welcome  me. 

Tit  Do  me  some  service  ere  I  come  to  thee. 
Lo,  by  thy  side  where  Rape  and  Murder  stands; 
Now  rive  some  'surance  that  thou  art  Revenge, — 
Stab  them,  or  tear  them  on  thy  chariot  wheels; 
And  then  I'll  come  and  be  thy  waggoner. 
And  whirl  along  with  thee  about  the  globe. 
Provide  thee  two  proper  palfreys,  black  as  jet, 
To  hale  thy  vengeful  waggon  swift  away, 
And  find  out  murderers  m  their  guilty  caves : 
And  when  thy  car  is  loaden  with  their  heads 
I  will  dismount,  and  by  the  waggon-wheel 
Trot,  like  a  servile  footman,  all  day  long, 
Even  from  Hyperion's  rising  in  the  east 
Until  his  very  downfall  in  the  sea : 
And  day  by  day  I'll  do  this  heavy  task, 
So  thou  destroy  Rapine  and  Murder  there. 

Tarn,  These  are  my  ministers,  and  come  with  me. 

Tit,  Are  these  thy  ministers?  what  are  they  call'dt 

Tarn,  Rapine  and  Murder ;  therefore  called  so 
Cause  they  take  vengeance  of  such  kind  of  men. 
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TiL  Good  lord,  how  like  the  empress'  sons  they  are  I 
And  you  the  empress!     But  we  worldly  men 
Have  miserable,  mad,  mistaking  eyes. 

0  sweet  Revenge,  now  do  I  come  to  thee ; 
And,  if  one  arm's  embracement  will  content  thee, 

1  will  embrace  thee  in  it  by  and  by.  [MrMfrom  above^ 

Tarn.  This  closing  with  him  fits  his  lunacy; 
Whate'er  I  forge  to  feed  his  brain-sick  tits, 
Bo  you  uphold  and  maintain  in  your  si)eeche8, 
For  now  ne  firmly  takes  me  for  Revenge ; 
And,  being  credulous  in  this  mad  thought, 
I'll  make  him  send  for  Lucius  his  son ; 
And,  whilst  I  at  a  banquet  hold  him  sure, 
111  find  some  cunning  practice  out  of  hand 
To  scatter  and  disperse  the  giddy  Goths, 
Or,  at  the  least,  make  them  his  enemies. 
See,  here  he  comes,  and  I  must  ply  my  theme. 

Eriter  Titus. 

TiU  Long  have  I  been  forlorn,  and  all  for  thee: 
Welcome,  (fread  fnry,  to  my  woefal  house  j — 
Rapine  and  Murder,  you  are  welcome  too : — 
How  like  the  empress  and  her  sons  you  are! 
Well  are  you  fitted,  had  you  but  a  Moor : 
Could  not  all  hell  afford  you  such  a  devil? — 
For  well  I  wot  the  empress  never  wags 
But  in  her  company  there  is  a  Moor ; 
And,  would  you  represent  our  queen  aright^ 
It  were  convenient  you  had  such  a  devil : 
But  welcome  as  you  are.     What  shall  we  do? 

Tam^  What  wouldst  thou  have  us  do,  Andronicus? 

Dem,  Show  me  a  murderer,  I'U  deal  with  him. 

Chi,  Show  me  a  villain  that  hath  done  a  rape, 
And  I  am  sent  to  be  reveng'd  on  him. 

Tarn,  Show  me  a  thousand  that  have  done  thee  wrongs 
And  I  will  be  revenged  on  them  all. 

Tit,  Look  round  about  the  wicked  streets  of  Rome, 
And  when  thou  find'st  a  man  that 's  like  thyself 
Good  Murder,  stab  him;  he 's  a  murderer. — 
Go  thou  with  him ;  and  when  it  is  thy  hap 
To  find  another  that  is  like  to  thee, 
Good  Rapine,  stab  him ;  he 's  a  ravisher. — 
Go  thou  with  them ;  and  in  the  emperor's  court 
There  is  a  queen,  attended  by  a  Moor; 
Well  mayst  thou  know  her  by  thy  own  proportion, 
For  up  and  down  she  doth  resemble  thee; 
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I  pray  thee,  do  on  them  some  violent  death ; 
Tney  have  been  violent  to  me  and  mine. , 

Tarn,  Well  hast  thou  lesson'd  us ;  this  shall  we  da 
But  would  it  please  thee,  good  Andronicus, 
To  send  for  Lucius,  thy  thrice- valiant  son, 
Who  leads  towards  Rome  a  band  of  warlike  Goths, 
And  bid  him  come  and  banquet  at  thy  house ; 
When  he  is  here,  even  at  thy  solemn  feast, 
I  will  bring  in  the  empress  and  her  sons, 
The  emperor  1  im?elf,  and  all  thy  foes ; 
And  at  thy  m(r;y  shall  they  stoop  and  kneel, 
And  on  them  shalt  thou  ease  thy  angry  heart. 
What  says  Andronicus  to  this  device? 

T\L  Marcus,  my  brother ! — 'tis  sad  Titus  calls. 

Enter  Marcus. 
Go,  gentle  Marcus,  to  thy  nephew  Lucius ; 
ITiou  shalt  inquire  him  out  among  tbe  Goths: 
Bid  him  repair  to  me,  and  brin^  with  him 
Some  of  the  chiefest  princes  of  the  Goths ; 
Bid  him  encamp  his  soldiers  where  they  are : 
Tell  him  the  emperor  and  the  empress  too 
Feast  at  my  house,  and  he  shall  feast  with  them. 
This  do  thou  for  my  love ;  and  so  let  him 
As  he  regards  his  aged  father's  life. 

Marc.  This  will  I  do,  and  soon  return  again.  [EaiL 

Tarn,  Now  will  I  hence  about  thy  business. 
And  take  my  ministers  along  with  me. 

T\i.  Nay,  nay,  let  Kape  and  Murder  stay  with  me, 
Or  else  I'U  call  my  brother  back  again. 
And  cleave  to  no  revenge  but  Lucius. 

Tarn,  [aside  to  thenu]  What  say  you,  boys?  will  you  abide 
with  him, 
Whiles  I  go  tell  my  lord  the  tmperor 
How  I  have  ffovem'd  our  determin'd  jest? 
Yield  to  his  humour,  smooth  and  speak  him  fair. 
And  tarry  with  him  till  I  come  again. 

Tit.  [aside.]  I  know  them  all,  though  they  suppose  me  mad. 
And  wiU  o'er-reach  them  in  their  own  devices, — 
A  pair  of  cursed  hell-hounds  and  their  dam. 

I)em.  Madam,  depart  at  pleasure ;  leave  us  here. 

Tarn.  Farewell,  Andronicus :  Revenge  now  goes 
To  lay  a  complot  to  betray  thy  foes. 

Tit,  I  know  thou  dost ;  and,  sweet  Revenge,  farewell  I 

lExit  Tamoiia. 

Chi.  Tell  us,  old  man,  how  shall  we  be  employ'd? 
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Tit.  Tut,  I  have  work  enough  for  you  to  do. — 
Publius,  come  hither,  Caius,  and  Valentine! 

Enter  Publius  and  otiiers, 

Pvh,  What  is  your  will? 

Tit.  Knowyou  these  two? 
*  Pah.  The  empress'  sons, 
I  take  them,  Chiron  and  Demetrius. 

Tit.  Fie,  Publius,  fie !  thou  art  too  much  decoiv'd,  — 
The  one  is  Murder,  Rape  is  the  other's  name; 
And  therefore  bind  them,  gentle  Publius : — 
Caius  and  Valentine,  lay  hands  on  them ; — 
Oft  have  you  heard  me  wish  for  such  an  hour, 
And  now  I  find  it;  therefore  bind  them  sure; 
And  stop  their  mouths  if  they  begin  to  cry. 

[Exit.    Publius,  <fcc.,  lay  hold  on  Chiron  and 
Demetrius. 

Chi.  Villains,  forbear!  we  are  the  empress'  sons. 

Pub.  And  therefore  do  we  what  we  are  commanded. — 
Stop  close  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  a  word. 
Is  he  sure  bound?  look  that  you  bind  them  fast. 

He-enter  Titus  Andronicus,  with  Lavinia;  he  bearing 
a  knife  and  she  a  basin. 

Tit.  Come,  come,  Lavinia;  look,  thy  foes  are  bound. — 
Sirs,  stop  their  mouths,  let  them  not  speak  to  me ; 
But  let  them  hear  what  fearful  words  I  utter. — 
O  villains,  Chiron  and  Demetrius  I 

Here  stands  the  spring  whom  you  have  stain'd  with  mud ; 
This  goodly  summer  with  your  winter  mix'd. 
You  kill'd  her  husband ;  and  for  that  vile  fsiult 
Two  of  her  brothers  were  condemn'd  to  death. 
My  hand  cut  off  and  made  a  merry  jest ; 
Both  her  sweet  hands,  her  tongue,  and  that,  more  dear 
Than  hands  or  tongue,  her  s|K>tless  chastity, 
Inhimian  traitors,  you  constrain'd  and  forc'd. 
What  would  you  say,  if  I  should  let  you  speak? 
Villains,  for  shame  you  could  not  beg  for  grace. 
Hark,  wretches  I  how  I  mean  to  martjrr  you. 
This  one  hand  yet  is  left  to  cut  your  throats, 
Whilst  that  Lavinia  'tween  her  stumps  doth  hold 
The  basin  that  receives  your  guilty  blood. 
You  know  your  mother  means  to  feast  with  me, 
And  calls  herself  Revenue,  and  thinks  me  mad : — 
Hark,  villains !  I  will  ghnd  your  bones  to  dust, 
And  with  your  blood  and  it  I'll  make  a  paste; 
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And  of  the  paste  a  coflRn  I  will  rear, 
And  make  two  pasties  of  your  shameful  heads ; 
And  bid  that  strumpet,  your  imhallow'd  dam. 
Like  to  the  earth,  swallow  her  own  increase. 
This  is  the  feast  that  I  have  bid  her  to. 
And  this  the  banquet  she  shall  surfeit  on ; 
For  worse  than  Priilomel  you  us'd  my  daughter, 
And  worse  than  Progne  I  will  be  reveng'd : 
And  now  prepare  your  throats. — Lavinia,  come, 

[He  cuts  their  throats. 
Receive  the  blood  :  and  when  that  they  are  dead, 
Let  me  go  grind  their  bones  to  powder  small. 
And  with  this  hateful  liquor  temper  it ; 
And  in  that  paste  let  their  vile  heads  be  baked. 
Come,  come,  be  every  one  officious 
To  make  this  banquet ;  which  1  wish  may  prove 
More  stern  and  bloody  than  the  Centaurs'  least. 
So,  now  bring  them  in,  for  I  will  play  the  cook, 
And  see  them  ready  'gainst  their  mother  comes. 

[Exeunt,  bearing  the  dead  bodies. 


SCENE  III.— Rome.     A  Pavilion  in  Tttus*s  Gardens^ 
with  tables,  dec. 

Enter  Lucius,  Marcus,  and  Goths,  with  Aaron 
prisoner. 

Jacc.  Uncle  Marcus,  since  'tis  my  father's  mind 
That  I  repair  to  Rome,  I  am  content. 

1   Goth,  And    ours    with   thine,    befall   what   fortune 
will. 

Luc  Good  uncle,  take  you  in  this  barbarous  Moor, 
This  ravenous  tiger,  this  accursed  devil ; 
Let  him  receive  no  sustenance,. fetter  him. 
Till  he  be  brought  unto  the  empress'  face, 
For  testimony  of  her  foul  proceedings  : 
And  see  the  ambush  of  our  friends  be  strong  ; 
I  fear  the  emperor  means  no  good  to  us. 

Aar.  Some  devil  whisper  curses  in  mine  ear, 
And  prompt  me,  that  my  tongue  may  utter  forth 
The  venomous  malice  of  my  swelling  heart ! 

Luc,  Away,  inhuman  dog  !  unhallow'd  slave ! — 
Sirs,  help  our  uncle  to  convey  him  in. — 

[Exeunt  Goths  mth  Aar.     Flourish  witJiin. 
The  tFumpets  show  the  emperor  is  at  hand. 
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Enter  Satorninfs  and  Tamora,  with  ^Emilius,  Triliuuoa, 
Senators,  and  ot/iers. 

Sat  What,  liath  the  firmament  more  suns  than  one? 

Imc  What  boots  it  thee  to  call  thyself  a  sun  ? 

Marc.  Rome's  emperor,  Mid  nephew,  break  the  parle ; 
These  quarrels  must  be  quietly  debated. 
The  feast  is  ready,  which  the  careful  Titus 
Hath  ordain'd  to  an  honourable  end. 
For  peace,  for  love,  for  league,  and  good  to  Rome : 
Please  you,  therefore,  draw  nigh,  and  take  your  places. 

SaL  Marcus,  we  wilL 

[Hautboys  sound.     The  company  sit  at  Uthte, 

Enter  Titus,  dressed  like  a  cook,  Lavinia,  vailed,  Youno 
Lucius,  and  others.     Titus  plaices  the  dishes  on  the  taltiA, 

Tit.  Welcome,  my  gracious  lord;  welcome,  dread  queen; 
Welcome,  ye  warlike  Goths ;  welcome,  Lucius ; 
And  welcome  all :  although  the  cheer  be  poor, 
^Twill  fiD  your  stomachs ;  please  you  eat  of  it. 

Sai.  Why  art  thou  thus  attir'd,  Andronicus? 

Tit.  Because  I  would  be  sure  to  have  all  well, 
To  entertain  your  highness  and  your  empress. 

Tarn.  We  are  beholden  to  you,  good  Andronicus. 

Tit,  And  if  your  highness  knew  my  heart,  you  were. 
My  lord  the  emperor,  resolve  me  this : 
Was  it  well  done  of  rash  Virginius 
To  slay  his  daughter  with  his  own  right  hand, 
Because  she  was  enforc'd,  stain'd,  and  deflower'dl 

Sat.  It  was,  Andronicus. 

Tit,  Your  reason,  mighty  lord. 

Sat.  Because  the  girl  should  not  survive  her  shame, 
And  by  her  presence  still  renew  his  sorrows. 

TU.  A  reason  mighty,  strong,  and  effectual ; 
A  pattern,  precedent,  and  lively  warrant 
For  me,  most  wretched,  to  perform  the  like : — 
Die,  die,  Lavinia,  and  thy  shame  with  thee ; 

[/Ci^LAViyTA. 
And  with  thy  shame  thy  father's  sorrow  die! 

Sat.  What  hast  thou  done,  unnatural  and  unkind? 

TU.  KiQ'd  her  for  whom  my  tears  have  made  me  blintL 
T  am  as  woeful  as  Virginius  was. 
And  have  a  thousand  times  more  cause  than  he 
To  do  this  outrage ; — and  it  is  now  done. 

Sat,  What,  was  she  ravish'd?  tell  who  did  the  deed. 

TU,  WiU't  please  you  eat?  '.viU't  please  your  highness  fsedt 
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Tarn,  Why  hast  thou  slain  thine  only  daughter  thuit 

Tit.  Not  I ;  *twas  Chiron  and  Demetrius : 
They  ravish'd  her,  and  cut  away  her  tongue ; 
And  they,  'twas  they  that  did  her  all  this  wron^^. 

Sat.  Go,  fetch  them  hither  to  us  presently. 

Tit.  Why,  there  they  are  both,  baked  in  that  pie. 
Whereof  their  mother  daintily  hath  fed, 
Eating  the  flesh  that  she  herself  hath  bred. 
1'is  true,  'tis  true ;  witness  my  knife's  sharp  point. 

{KUU  Tamora. 

Sat.  Die,  frantic  wretch,  for  this  accursed  deed! 

{KiUa  Titus. 

Ltui.  Can  the  son's  eye  behold  his  father  bleed? 
There 's  meed  for  meed,  death  for  a  deadly  deed. 

[KUU  Saturninus.  A  great  tumult,  Lucius,  ^iarcus, 
and  their  partisans  ascend  tlie  steps  h^ore  Titus's 
house. 

Marc  You  sad-fac'd  men,  people  and  sons  of  Home, 
By  uproar  sever' d,  like  a  flight  of  fowl 
Scatter'd  by  winds  and  higb  tempestuous  gusts. 
O,  let  me  teach  you  how  to  knit  again 
This  scatter'd  corn  into  one  mutual  sheaf. 
These  broken  limbs  again  into  one  body ; 
Lest  Rome  herself  be  Dane  unto  herseil^ 
And  she  whom  mighty  kingdoms  couit^sy  to, 
Like  a  forlorn  and  desperate  castaway, 
Do  shameful  execution  on  herself. 
But  if  my  frosty  signs  and  chaps  of  age, 
Grave  witnesses  of  true  experience, 
Cannot  induce  you  to  attend  my  words, — 
Speak,  Rome's  dear  friend  [to  Lucius] :  as  erst  our  ancestor 
When  with  his  solemn  tongue  he  did  discourse 
To  love-sick  Dido's  sad  attending  ear 
The  story  of  that  baleful  burning  night 
When  subtle  Greeks  surpris'd  King  rriam's  Troy, — 
Tell  us  what  Sinon  hath  bewitch'd  our  ears. 
Or  who  hath  brought  the  fatal  engine  in 
That  gives  our  Troy,  our  Rome,  the  civil  wound. 
My  heart  is  not  compact  of  flint  nor  steel ; 
Nor  can  I  utter  all  our  bitter  grief. 
But  floods  of  tears  will  drown  my  oratoiy 
And  break  my  very  utterance,  even  in  the  time 
When  it  should  move  you  to  attend  me  most. 
Lending  your  kind  commiseration. 
Here  is  a  captain,  let  him  tell  the  tale; 
Your  hearts  will  throb  and  weep  to  hear  him  speak. 
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Luc,  Then,  noble  auditory,  be  it  known  to  you 
That  cursed  Chiron  and  Demetrius 
Were  they  that  murdered  our  emperor's  brother; 
And  they  it  were  that  ravished  our  sister: 
For  their  fell  faults  our  brothers  were  beheaded ; 
Our  father's  tears  desi)is'd,  and  basely  cozen'd 
Of  that  true  hand  that  fought  Rome  s  quarrel  out 
And  sent  her  enemies  imto  the  grave. 
Lastly,  myself  unkindly  banished. 
The  gates  shut  on  me,  and  tum'd  weeping  out, 
To  beg  relief  among  Rome's  enemies ; 
Who  dro-wn'd  their  enmity  in  my  true  tears, 
And  op'd  their  arms  to  embrace  me  as  a  friend: 
And  1  am  the  tum'd-forth,  be  it  known  to  yoii, 
That  have  preserved  her  welfare  in  my  blood ; 
And  from  her  bosom  took  the  enemy's  point, 
Sheathing  the  steel  in  my  adventurous  body. 
Alasl  you  know  I  am  no  vaunter,  I; 
My  scars  can  witness,  dumb  although  they  are, 
That  my  rei)ort  is  just  and  full  of  truth. 
But,  soft !  methinks  I  do  digress  too  much. 
Citing  my  worthless  praise :  O,  pardon  me ; 
For  when  no  friends  are  by,  men  praise  themselvcf. 

Marc  Now  is  my  turn  to  speak.    Behold  this  chUd. 

[Pointing  to  the  Child  in  an  Attendant's  antis. 
Of  this  was  Tamora  delivered ; 
The  issue  of  an  irreligious  Moor, 
Chief  architect  aad  plotter  of  these  woes : 
The  villain  is  alive  in  Titus'  house, 
Bamn'd  as  he  is,  to  witness  this  is  true. 
Now  judge  what  cause  had  Titus  to  revenge 
These  wrongs  unspeakable,  past  patience, 
Or  more  than  any  living  man  comd  bear. 
Now  you  have  heard  the  truth,  what  say  you,  Romans? 
Have  we  done  aught  amiss, — show  us  wherein. 
And,  from  the  place  where  you  behold  us  now, 
The  poor  remainder  of  Andronici 
Will,  hand  in  hand,  all  headlong  cast  us  down. 
And  OD  the  ragged  stones  beat  forth  our  brains, 
And  make  a  mutual  closure  of  our  house. 
Speak,  Romans,  speak ;  and  if  you  say  we  shall, 
Lio,  hand  in  hand,  Lucius  and  I  will  fell. 

jEmiL  Come,  come,  thou  reverend  man  of  Rom€^ 
And  bring  our  emperor  gently  in  thy  hand, 
J^ucius  our  emperor ;  for  well  I  know 
The  common  voice  do  cry  it  shall  be  so. 
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Romans,  [several  speahl  Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  royal 
eniperor ! 

Marc  Go,  go  into  old  Titus*  sorrowful  house, 

[To  Attendants,  who  go  into  the  houRC 
And  hither  hale  that  misbelieving  Moor, 
To  be  adjudg'd  some  direful  slaughtering  death. 
As  punishment  for  his  most  wicked  life. 

[Lucius,  Marcus,  cfec,  descend, 

Romans,  [several  speak  ]  Lucius,  all  hail,  Rome's  gracious 
governor  I 

Luc.  Thanks,  gentle  Romans :  may  I  govern  so 
To  heal  Rome's  harms  and  wipe  away  her  woe! 
But,  gentle  people,  give  me  aim  awhile, — 
For  nature  puts  me  to  a  heavy  task : — 
Stand  all  aloof; — but,  uncle,  draw  you  near, 
To  shed  obsequious  teai-s  upon  this  trunk. — 
O,  take  this  warm  kiss  on  thy  pale  cold  lips,  [Kisses  TiTua. 
These  sorrowful  drops  upon  thy  blood -stain' d  fac^ 
The  last  true  duties  of  tliy  noble  son! 

Marc.  Tear  for  tear  and  loving  kiss  for  kiss 
Tliy  brother  Marcus  tendei-s  on  thy  lips : 
0,  were  the  sum  of  tliese  that  I  shoiUd  pay 
Countless  and  infinite,  yet  would  I  pay  them ! 

Luc.   Come  hither,  boy ;  come,  come,  and  learn  of  us 
To  melt  in  showers :  thy  grandsii-e  loVd  thee  well : 
Many  a  time  he  danc'd  thee  on  his  knee, 
Sung  thee  asleep,  his  lovin^  breast  thy  pillow; 
Many  a  matter  hath  he  told  to  thee, 
Meet  and  agreeing  with  thine  infancy ; 
In  that  respect,  then,  like  a  loving  chUd, 
Shed  yet  some  small  drops  from  thy  tender  spring 
Because  kind  nature  doth  require  it  so : 
Friends  should  associate  friends  in  grief  and  woe : 
Bid  him  farewell ;  commit  him  to  the  grave ; 
Do  him  that  kindness,  and  take  leave  of  him. 

Y.  Luc.  O  grandsire,  grandsire !  even  with  all  my  heart 
Would  I  were  dead,  so  you  did  live  again ! — 
O  Tx)rd,  I  cannot  speak  to  him  for  weej)ing ; 
My  tears  will  choke  me  if  I  ope  my  mouth. 

Re-enter  Attendants  with  Aaron. 
^mil.  You  sad  Andronici,  have  done  with  woes : 
Give  sentence  on  this  execrable  wretch. 
That  hath  been  breeder  of  these  dire  events. 

Luc.  Set  him  bi*east-deep  in  eai-th,  and  famish  Limj 
There  let  him  stand,  and  rave,  and  cry  for  food: 
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If  any  one  relieves  or  pities  him, 

For  the  ofifence  he  dies.     This  is  our  doom  : 

Some  stay  to  see  him  fasten 'd  in  tiie  earth.  v 

Aar,  O,  why  should  wrath  be  mute  and  fury  dumb! 
I  am  no  baby,  I,  that  with  base  prayers 
I  should  repent  the  evils  I  have  done  : 
Ten  thousand  worse  than  ever  yet  I  did 
Would  I  perform,  if  I  might  have  my  will : 
If  one  good  deed  in  all  my  life  I  did, 
I  do  rejjent  it  from  my  very  soul. 

Luc.  Some  loving  friends  convey  the.emperor  hence, 
And  give  him  buriS  in  his  father's  ^rave; 
Ikiy  father  and  Lavinia  shall  forthwith 
Be  closed  in  our  household's  monument. 
As  for  that  heinous  tiger,  Tamora, 
>io  funeral  rite,  nor  man  in  mournful  weeds, 
Ko  mournful  bell  shall  ring  her  burial ; 
But  throw  her  forth  to  beasts  and  birds  of  prey : 
Her  life  was  beast-like  and  devoid  of  pity ; 
And,  beiug  so,  shall  have  like  want  of  pity. 
See  justice  done  on  Aaron,  that  damn'il  Moor, 
By  whom  our  heavy  haps  had  their  beginnmg: 
Then,  afterwards,  to  order  well  the  state, 
That  like  events  may  ne'er  it  ruinate.  [Exeunu 
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